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PROLOGUE, 


*Y*E  Gods  /   what  crime  bad  my  poor  father  < 
•      That  you  Jhould  make  a  Poet  of  his  f on  ? 
Or  is' 't  for  fame  great  fer vices  cf  his, 
2' 'are  pleased  to  compliment  his  boy 

[Shewing  his  crown  of  laurel. 
The  honour,  I  muft  needs  confefs,  is  great, 
If,  with  his  crown,  you'd  tell  him  inhere  to  eat. 
'Tis  well — But  I  have  more  complaints — lock,  here  ! 

[Shewing  his  ragged  coat. 
Hark  ye  : — d'ye  think  this  fait  good  winter  wear  ? 

In  a  cold  morning  ',   whu at  a  Lord's  gate, 

How  you  have  let  the  porter  let  me  wait  ? 
Tou'Il  fay,  perhaps,  you  knew  I'd  get  no  harm, 
Toudgi-v'n  me  fire  enough  to  keep  me  <w*rm. 

Ah 

A  world  of  bleffings  to  that  fire  we  owe  ; 
Without  it,  I 'a1  ne'er  make  this  princely  Jhow-. 
1  have  a  brother  too,  no-iv  in  my  fight) 

[Looking  behind  the  fcenes. 
A  bufy  man  amongjt  us  here  to-night  : 
JTour  fire  has  made  him  play  a  thoufand  pranks, 
For  which,  no  doubt,  you've  had  hit  daily  thanks  ; 
He'  as  thank'  d  you,  firft ,  for  all  his  decent  flays , 
Where  he  fo  nick'd  it,   when  he  writ  for  praije. 
Next  for  his  meddling  with  fame  folks  in  black, 
And  bringing— Soule  —  a  priejt  upon  his  back  J 
For  building  houfes  here  t'eblige  the  peers, 
And  fetching  all  their  houfe  about  his  ears  : 
For  a  new  play  be' as  noiiu  thought  fit  to  write* 
To  footh  the  town — which  they— will  damn  ^ 
Theft  benefits  are  fuch,  no  ?nan  can  doubt 


But  he'll  go  on,  and  fet  your  fancy  out, 

II  for  reward  of  all  h 
At  lajl,   like  other  fprightly  folks ,  he  fpeeds 


Till  for  reward  of  all  his  noble  deeds, 


Has  this  great  recompence  fix'd  on  his  6ro-~w 
At  fam'd  ParnaJ/us  ;  has  your  leave  to  bow 
And  "walk  about  the  Jlrcets — 'equip' d — as  I  am  novi> 
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THE 

c  i  r  r    WIVES 

CONFEDERACY. 

ACT    I.       SCENE    Covent-Gardeu. 

Enter  Mrs.  Amlet  and  Mrs.  Cloggit  meeting. 

Ami.  f '  OOD-morrow,  neighbour;    good-morrow, 
\J  neighbour  Cloggit !  How  does  all  at  your 
houfe  this  morning  ? 

Clog.  Thaak  you  kindly,  Mrs.  Amlet,  thank  you 
kindly  ;  how  do  you  do,  I  pray  ? 

Ami.  At  the  old  rate,  neighbour,  poor  and  honeft  ; 
thefe  are  hard  times,  good  lack. 

Clog.  If  they  are  hard  with  you,  what  are  they  with 
us  ?  You  have  a  good  trade  going;  all  the  great  folks 
in  town  help  you  off  with  your  merchandise. 

Ami.  Yes,  they  do  help  us  off  with  them  indeed  ; 
they  buy  all. 
Clog.  And  pay- 
Ami.  For  tome. 

Clog.  Well,  'tis  a  thoufand  pities,  Mrs.  Amlet, 
they  are  not  as  ready  at  one,  as  they  are  at  t'other  : 
for,  not  to  wrong  'em,  they  give  very  good  rates. 

Ami.  O  for  that,  let's  do  'em  juftice,  neighbour; 
they  never  make  two  words  upon  the  price,  all  they 
haggle  about  is  the  day  of  payment. 

Clog.  There's  all  the  difpute,  as  you  fay. 
Ami.  But  that's  a  wicked  one  :  for  my  part,  neigh- 
bour, I'm  juft  tir'd  off  my  legs  with  trotting  after  'em  ; 
befides,  it  eats  out  all  our  profit.     Would  you  believe 
it,  Mrs.  Cloggit,  I   have  worn  out  four  pair  of  pat- 
tins,   with  following  my  old  lady  Youthful,  for  one 
fet  of  falfe  teeth,  and  but  three  pots  of  painti 
Clog.  Look  you  there  now. 

A  3  Ami. 
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xW.  If  ih."y  wou'd  but  once  let  me  get  enough  by 
'cm  to  Icevo  a  coach  te carry  me  a  dunning  after  'em, 
ther?  \: ruM  become  confcience  in  it. 

Cff£.  Av,  dint  were  fomething.  But  now  you  talk 
of  ccrfc. .  c,-,  iVfrs.Amlet,  how  do  you  fpeed  amongll 
ycur  c~:y  customers  ? 

dml.  My  citycvl.vmcrs  !  Now,  by  my  truth,  neigh- 
bour, between  tlie  city  and  the  court,  (with  reverence 
be  it  fpoken)  there's  not  a  to  choofe.  My  la- 
dies in  the  city,  in  times  part,  were  as  full  of  gold 
as  they  were  of  religion,  and  as  punctual  in  their 
payments  as  they  were  in  their  prayers;  but  fince 
they  have  fet  their  minds  upon  quality,  adieu  one, 
adieu  t'other  ;  their  money  and  their  confciences  are 
gone,  Heav'n  knows  where.  There  is  not  a  gold- 
Imith's  wife  to  be  found  in  town,  but's  as  hard-hearted 
as  ;rn  ancient  judge",  and  as  poor  as  a  towering  d u- 
chefs« 

Clog.  But  what  the  murrain  have  they  to  do  with 
reality?  why  don't  their  ho/bands  make 'cm  mind 
iheir  fhops  ? 

t  dml.  Their  hufbands  !  their  hufbands,  fay'ft  thoo, 
ttoman?  Alack,  alack;  they  mind  their  hufbands, 
neighbour,  no  more  than  they  do  a  fermon. 

CJ»g.  Good  lack-a-day,  that  women,  born  of  fober 
parents,  fhould  be  prone  to  follow  ill  examples !  But 
now  we  talk  of  quality,  when  did  you  hear  of  your 
fon  Richard,  Mrs.  Amlct?  My  daughter  Flipp  fays 
the  met  him  t'other  day  in  a  lac'd  coat,  with  three 
fine  ladies,  his  footman  at  his  heels,  and  as  gay  as  a 
bridegroom. 

4ml.  Is  itpoffible?  Ah,  the  rogue!  Well,  neigh- 
bour, All's  well  that  ends  well  !    But  Dick  will  be 
jiang'd. 
•    Clog.  That  were  pity. 

AmL  Pity,  indeed;  for  he's  a  hopeful  young  man 

to  look  on  ;  but  he  leads  a  life Well where 

h.e  has  it,  Heav'n  knows  ;  but  they  fay,  he  pays  his 
club  with  the  bcft  of  'em.  I  have  feen  him  but  once 
thefe  three  months,  neighbour,  and  then  the  varlet 
\vanted  money ;  but  1  bid  him  march,  and  march  he 
ilid  to  fomc  purpofe;  for  in  lefs  than  an  hour  back 
conies  my  gentleman  into  the  houfe,  walks  to  and  fn> 
6  in 
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in  the  room,  with  his  wig  over  his  fhoulder,  his  hat 
on  one  fide,  whittling  a  minuet,  and  tofling  a  purie 
of  gold  from  one  hand  to  t'other,  with  no  more  re- 
fpeft  (Heav'n  blefs  us  !)  than  if  it  had  been  an  orange. 
Sirrah,  fays  I,  where  have  you  got  that  ?  He  anfwers 
me  never  a  word,  but  lets  his  arms  a-kimbo,  cocks 
his  faucy  hat  in  my  face,  turns  about  upon  his  ungra- 
cious heel,  as  much  as  to  fay  kifs  ,  and  I've  never 
fet  eye?  on  him  lince. 

Clog.  Look  you  there  now ;  to  fee  what  the  youth 
of  this  age  are  come  to  ! 

Ami.  See  what  they  will  come  to,  neighbour. 
Heaven  fhield,  I  fay ;  but  Dick's  upon  the  gallop. 
Well,  I  muft  bid  you  good-morrow  ;  Fin  going  whertf 
I  doubt  I  mall  meet  but  a  forry  welcome. 

Clog.  To  get  in  fome  old  debt,  I'll  warrant  you  ? 
Ami.  Neither  better  nor  worfe. 
Clog.  From  a  lady  of  quality  ? 
Ami.  No,  fhe's  but  a  fcrivener's  wife  ;  but  flic  lives 
as  well,  and  pays  as  ill,  as  the  ftatelieft  countefs  of 'era 
all.  [Exeunt  fever al  ways. 

Enter  Brafs  folus. 

Brafs.  Well,  furely  through  the  world's  wide  extent, 
there  never  appeared  fo  impudent  a  fellow  as  my 
fchool-fellow  Dick  ;  to  pafs  himfelf  upon  the  to •-.  n 
for  a  gentleman,  drop  into  all  the  belt  company  with 
an  eafy  air,  as  if  his  natural  element  were  in  the 
fphere  of  quality  ;  when  the  rogue  had  a  kettle-drum 
to  his  father,  who  was  hang'd  for  robbing  a  claurdi. 
and  has  a  pedlar  to  his  mother,  who  carries  her  ihop 
under  her  arm.  But  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  Well,  Brafs,  what  news  ?  Haft  thou  given 
my  letter  to  Flippanta  ? 

Brafs.  I'm  but  jull  come;  I  han't  knock'd  at  the 
door  yet.  But  I  have  a  damn'd  piece  of  news  fpr 
you. 

Dick.  As  how  ? 

Brafs,  We  muft  quit  this  country. 
Dick.  We'll  be  hang'd  firft. 
Brafs.  So  you  will,  if  you  ftay. 
Dick.  Why,   what's  the  matter  ? 
Braft.  There's  a  ilorm  coming. 

A.  4  Z>/V*. 
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Di(k.  From  whence  ? 

Brafi.  From  the  worft  point  in  the  compafs,  the 
law. 

Dick.  The  law  !  why,  what  have  I  to  do  with  the 
law? 

Brafs.  Nothing  ;  and  therefore  it  has  fomething  to 
do  with  you. 

Dick.  Explain. 

Brafs.  You  know  you  cheated  a  young  fellow  at 
picquet  t'other  day,  of  the  money  he  had  to  raife  his 
company. 

Dick.  Well,  what  then  ? 

Brafs.  Why,  he's  forry  he  loft  it. 

Dick.  Who'doubts  that  ? 

Brafs.  Ay,  but  that  is  not  all,  he's  fuch  a  fool  to. 
think  of  complaining  on't. 

Dick.  Then  I  muft  be  fo  wife  to  flop  his  mouth. 

Brafs.  How? 

Dick.  Give  him  a  little  backj  if  that  won't  do^ 
.ftrangle  him. 

Brafs.  You  are  very  quick  in  your  methods. 

Dick.  Men  mult  be  fo,  that  will  difpatch  bufinefs. 

Brafs.  Hark  you,  colonel,  your  faiher  dy'd  in'» 
bed? 

Dick.  He  might  have  done,  if  he  had  not  been  a 
fool. 

Brafs.  Why,  he  robb'd  a  church. 

Dick.  Ay,  but  he  forgot  to  make  fure  of  the  fextoii. 

Brafs.  Are  not  you  a  great  rogue  ? 

Dick.   Or  I  mould  wear  worfe  clothes. 

Braft.  Hark  you,  I  would  advife  you  to  change 
your  life. 

Dick.  And  turn  ballad-finger. 

Braft.  Not  fo,  neither. 

Dick.  What  then  ? 

Brafs.  Why,  if  you  can  get  this  young  wench,  rt- 
form  and  live  honeft. 

Dick.  That's  the  way  to  be  ftarv'd. 

Brafs.  No,  fhe  has  money  enough  to  buy  you  a 
good  place,  and  pay  me  into  the  bargain  for  helping 
her  to  fo  good  a  match.  You  have  but  this  throw 
left  to  fave  you,  for  you  are  not  ignorant,  younglter, 
that  your  morals  begin  to  be  pretty  well  known  about 

town  ; 
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town  ;  have  a  care  your  noble  birth  and  your  honour- 
able relations  are  not  difcovered  too ;  there  needs  but 
that,  to  have  you  tofs'd  in  a  blanket,  for  the  enter- 
tainment of  the  firft  company  of  ladies  you  intrude 
into;  and  then,  like  a  dutiful  fon,  you  may  daggle 
about  with  your  mother,  and  fell  paint :  fhe's  old 
and  weak,  and  wants  fomebody  to  carry  her  goods 
after  her.  How  like  a  dog  will  you  look,  with  '  a 
'  pair  of  plod  (hoes,'  your  hair  cropp'd  up  to  your 
ears,  and  a  band-box  under  your  arm  ? 

Dick.  Why,  faith,  Brafs,  I  think  thou  art  in  the 
right  on't ;  I  muft  fix  my  affairs  quickly,  or  madam 
Fortune  will  be  playing  fome  of  her  bitch-tricks  with 
me  ;  therefore  I'll  tell  thee  what  we'll  .do ;  we'll 
purfue  this  old  rogue's  daughter  heartily  ;  we'll  cheat 
his  family  to  fome  purpofe,  and  they  mail  atone  for 
the  re!t  of  mankind. 

Brafs.  Have  at  her  then,  I'll  about  your  bufinefs 
prefently. 

Dick.  '  One  kifs' and  fuccefs  attend  thee. 

[Exit  Dick. 

Brafs.    A    great  rogue Well,    I   fay  nothing. 

But  when  I  have  got  the  thing  into  a  good  poflure, 
he  mail  fign  and  feal,  or  I'll  have  him  tumbled  out 
of  the  houfe  like  a  cheefe.  Now  for  Flippanta. 

[He  knockt. 
Enter  Flippanta. 
Flip.  Who's  that  ?  Brafs! 
Brafs.  Flippanta  ! 

Flip.  What  want  you,  rogue's  face  ? 
Brafs.  Is  your  miitrefs  drefs'd  ? 
Flip.  What,   already  ?  Is  the  fellow  drunk  ? 
Brafs.  Why,  with  refpecl  to  her  looking-glafs,  it's 
almoit  two. 

Flip.  What  then,  fool? 

Brafs.  Why  then  it's  time  for  the  miflrefs  of  the 
houfe  to  come  down,  and  look  after  her  family. 

Flip.  Pr'ythee  don't  be  an  owl.     Thofe  that  go  to 
bed  at  night  may  rife  in  the  morning ;  we  that  go  to 
bed  in  the  morning,  may  rife  in  the  afternoon. 
Brafs.  When  does  fhe  make  her  vifits  then? 
Flip.  By  candle-light ;  '  it  helps  ofFa  muddy  com- 
« plexion  j'  we  women  hate  inquifuive  fun-fliine :  but 
A  5  do 


jo         THE    CONFEDERACY. 

do  you  know  that  my  lady  is  going  to  irurn  good 

hou&wife  ? 

Brafs.  What,  is  file  going  to  die  ? 

Flip.  Die  ! 

Brafs  Why,  that's  the  only  way  to  fave  money  for 
her  family. 

Flip.  No  ;  but  me  has  thought  of  a  projeft  to  fave 
chair- hire. 

Brafs.   As  how  ? 

Flip.  Why  all  the  company  flie  us'd  to  keep  a- 
Iroad,  (he  now  intends  (hall  meet  her  at  her  own 
lioufe.  Your  mafter  has  advis'd  her  to  fet  up  a  baf- 
iet-table. 

Brafs.  Nay,  if  he  advis'd  her  to  it,  it's  right;  but 
has  (he  acquainted  her  hufband  with  it  yet  ? 

Flip.  What  to  do  ?  When  the  company  meet  he'll 
fee  them. 

Brnfs.  Nay,  that's  true,  as  you  fay,  he'll  know  it 
fccn  enough. 

Flip.  Well,  I  mud  be  gone  ;  have  you  any  bufmefs 
with  rr.y  lady  ? 

Brafs.  Yfs,  as  ambaflador  from  Araminta,  I  have 
a  letter  for  her. 

Flip.  Give  it  me. 

•Rrafi.  Hold and  as  firft  minifter  of  ftate  to  the 

ccionel,  J  have  art  affair  to  communicate  to  thee. 

flip.  Whatis't?  quick. 

Brafs.  Why he's  in  love. 

'  Flip.  With  what  ? 

Brafs.  A  woman— —and  her  money  together. 

Flip.  Who  is  (he  ? 

Krafs.  Corinna. 
'  Flip.  What  wou'd  he  be  at  ? 

Urafs.  At  her if  flic's  at  leifure. 

.  Flip.  Which  way? 

Brnfs.  Honourably— He  has  ordered  me  to  demand 
her  or  thee  in  marriage. 
Flip.  Of  me  ? 

Brafs.   Why,  when  a  man  of  quality  has  a  mind 
to  a  city-fortune,  would'ft  have  him  apply  to  her  fa- 
ther and  mother. 
'  F!tp.  No. 

Jbra/s.  No,  fo  I  think :  men  of  our  end  of  the 

IOVMX 
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town  are  better  bred  than  to  ufe  ceremony.  With  a 
long  perriwig  we  ftrike  the  lady,  with  a  you-know- 
what  we  foften.  the  maid  ;  and  when  the  parfon  has 
done  his  job,  we  open  the  affair  to  the  family.  Will 
you  flip  this  letter  into  her  prayer-book,  my  little 
queen  ?  It's  a  very  paffionate  one— It's  feal'd  with  a 
heart  and  a  dagger  ;  you  may  fee  by  that  what  he  in- 
tends to  do  with  himfelf. 

Flip.  Are  there  any  verfes  in  it  ?  If  not,   I  won't 
touch  it. 

Brafs.  Not  one  word  in  profe,  it's  dated  in  rhyme. 

[She  takes  it. 

Flip.  Well,  but — have  you  brought  nothing  elfe  ? 
Brafs.  Gad  forgive  me  ;  I'm  the  forgetfulleft  dog 
— I  have  a  letter  for  you  too — here  —  'tis  in  a  pude, 
but  it's  in  profs  ;  you  won't  touch  it. 

Flip.  Yes,  hang  it,  it  is  not  good  to  be  too  dainty. 
Brafs.  How  ufeful  a  virtue  is  humility!  Well, 
child,  we  (halt  have  an  anfwer  to-morrow,  Ihan't  we  ? 
Flip.  I  can't  promife  you  that  ;  for  our  young  gen- 
tlewoman is  noffo  often  in  my  way  as  me  would  be. 
Her  lather  (who  is  a  citizen  from  the  foot  to  the  fore- 
head of  him)  lets  her  feldom  converfe  with  her  mo- 
ther-in-law and  me,  for  fear  (he  fhouM  learn  the  airs 
of  a  wcman  of  quality.  But  I'll  take  the  firft  occa- 
fion  :  fee  there's  my  lady,  go  in  and  deliver  vour 
letter  to  her.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     a     Parlour. 
Enter  Clari/Ta,  followed  by  Flippanta  and  Brafs. 

Ciar.  No  mefiages  this  morning  from  any  body, 
Flippanta  ?  Lard,  how  dull  that  is"!  O,  there's  Bra  I!,  ! 
1  did  net  fee  thee,  Brafs.  What  news  dolt  thou  bring  ? 

Brafs.  Only  a  letter  from  Araminta,  madam.  • 

Clar.  Give  it  to  me — Open  it  for  me,  Flippanta, 
I  am  fo  lazy  to-day.  [Sitting  down. 

Brc.fs,  [To  Flip.]  Be  fure  now  you  deliver  my 
inr.lU-r's  as  carefuily  as  I-do  this. 

Flip.  Don't  trouble  thyfeif,  I'm. no  aovice. 

Clc.r,  [To  Brafs.]  'Tis  well ;  there  needs  no  an(\ver, 
fince  file '11  b;  heve  fo  loon. 

-  A  6  Brafs. 
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Brafs.  Your  ladyfhip  has  no  further  commands, 
then  ? 

Clar.  Not  at  this  time,  honeft  Brafs.    Flippanta  ! 

[Exit  Brafs. 
Flip.  Madam. 
Clar.  My  hufband's  in  love. 
Flip.  In  love  ? 
Clar.  With  Araminta. 
Flip.  Impoffible  ! 

Clar.  This  letter  from  her  is  to  give  me  an  account 
of  it. 

Flip.  Methinks  you  are  not  very  much  alarm'd. 
Clar.  No ;   thou  know'ft   I'm  not   much   tortur'd 
with  jealoufy. 

Flip.  Nay,  you  are  much  in  the  right  on't,  madam; 
for  jealoufy's  a  city  pailion,  'tis  a  thing  unknown 
amongft  people  of  quality. 

Clar.  Fy  !  a  woman  muft  indeed  be  of  a  mechanic 
mould,  who  is  either  troubled  or  pleas'd  with  any 
thing  her  hufband  can  do  to  her.  Pr'ythee  mention 

him  no  more  ;  'tis  the  dulleft  theme 

Flip.  '1  is  fplenetic  indeed.  But  when  once  you 
open  your  baflet-table,  I  hope  that  will  put  him  out 
of  your  head. 

Clar.  Alas,    Flippanta,  I   begin    to   grow   weary 
even  of  the  thoughts  of  that  too. 
Flip.  How  fo  ? 

Clar.  Why,  I  have  thought  on't  a  day  and  a  night 
already;  and  four-and,twenty  hours,  thou  know'ft, 
is  enough  to  make  one  weary  of  any  thing. 

Flip.  Now,  by  my  confcience,  you  have  more  wo- 
jnan  in  you  than  all  your  fex  together:  you  never 
know  what  you  would  have. 

Clar.  Thou  miftakeft  the  thing  quite.  I  always 
know  what  I  want,  but  I  am  never  pleas'd  with 
what  I  have.  The  want  of  a  thing  is  perplexing  e- 
nough,  but  the  poflelTion  of  it  is  intolerable. 

Flip.  Well,  I  don't  know  what  you  are  made  of, 
but  other  women  would  think  themfelves  bleft  in 
your  cafe  ;  handfom,  witty,  lov'd  by  every  body, 
and  of  fo  happy  a  compofure,  to  care  a  fig  for  no- 
body. You  have  no  one  paiiion,  but  that  of  your 
pleafures,  and  you  have  in  me  a  fervant  devoted  to 

all- 
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all  your  defires,  let  them  be  as  extravagant  as  they 
will  :  yet  all  this  is  nothing,  you  can  Hill  be  out  of 
humour. 

Clar.  Alas,  I  have  too  much  caufe. 

Flip.  Why,  what  have  you  to  complain  of? 

Clar.  Alas,  I  have  more  fubje&s  for  fpleen  than 
one :  Is  it  not  a  moft  horrible  thing  that  I  mould  be 
but  a  fcrivener's  wife  ? — Come, — don't  flatter  me, 
don't  you  think  Nature  defign'd  me  for  fomething 
plus  ele<vee  ? 

Flip.  Nay,  that's  certain  ;  but  on  th'  other  fide, 
methinks,  you  ought  to  be  in  fome  meafure  content, 
fince  you  live  like  a  woman  of  quality,  tho'  you  are 
none. 

Clar.  O  fy  !   the  very  quinteflence  of  it  is  wanting. 

Flip.  What's  that  ? 

Clar.  Why,  I  dare  abufe  nobody  :  I'm  afraid  to 
affront  people,  tho'  I  don't  like  their  faces  ;  '  or  to 
'  ruin  their  reputations,  tho'  they  pique  me  to  it,  by 
'  taking  ever  fo  much  pains  to  preferve  'em  :'  I  dare 
not  raife  a  lie  of  a  man,  tho'  he  neglects  to  make 
love  to  me  ;  nor  report  a  woman  to  be  a  fool,  tho' 
file's  handfomer  than  I  am.  In  fhort,  I  dare  not  fo 
much  as  bid  my  footman  kick  the  people  out  of  doors, 
tho'  they  come  to  alk  me  for  what  I  owe  them. 

Flip.  All  this  is  very  hard  indeed. 

Clar.  Ah,  Flippanta,  the  perquifites  of  quality  are 
of  an  unfpeakable  value. 

Flip.  They  are  of  fome  ufe,  I  muft  confefs;  but 
we  mull  not  expect  to  have  every  thing.  You  have 
wit  arra  beauty,  and  a  fool  to  your  hufband :  come, 
come,  madam,  that's  a  good  portion  for  one. 

Clar.  Alas,  what  fignines  beauty  and  wit,  when 
one  dares  neither  jilt  the  men,  nor  abufe  the  women? 
'Tis  a  fad  thing,  Flippanta,  when  wit's  confin'd, 
'  'tis  worie  than  the  rifing  of  the  lights;'  I  have  been 
fometimes  almoft  chok'd  with  fcandal,  and  durft  not 
cough  it  up  for  want  of  being  a  countefs. 

Flip.  Poor  lady  ! 

Clar.  O  !  liberty  is  a  fine  thing,  Flippanta,  it's  a 
great  help  in  converfation  to  have  leave  to  fay  what 
one  will.  I  have  feen  a  woman  of  quality,  who  has 
not  had  one  grain  of  wit,  entertain  a  whole  company 

the 
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the  moft  agreeably  in  the  world,  only  with  her  malice. 
Uut  'tis  in  vain  to  repine,  I  can't  mend  my  condition, 
till  my  hufband  dies ;  fo  I'll  fay  no  more  on't,  but 
think  of  making  the  moft  of  the  Hate  I  am  in. 

Flip.  That's  your  beft  way,  Madam ;  and  in  order 
to  it,  pray  confider  how  you'll  get  fom*  ready  money 
to  fet  your  baffet- table  a-going  :   for  that's  neceffary. 
Clar.   Thou  fay'lt  true  :   but  what  trick  I  fhall  play 
my  hufband  to  get  fome,  I  don't  know  :    for  my  pre- 
tence of  lofing  my  diamond  necklace  has  put  the  man 
into  fuch  a  paffion,  I'm  afraid  he  won't  hear  reafon. 
Flip.  No  matter;  he  begins  to  think  'tis  loft  in 
earnelt :   fo  1  fancy  you  may  venture  to  fell  it,  and 
raife  money  that  way. 

Clar.  That  can't  be,  few  he  has  left  odious  notes 
with  all  the  goldfmiths  in  town. 
Flip.  Well,  we  mult  pawn  it  then. 
Clar.  I'm  quite  tir'd  with  dealing  with  thofe  pawn* 
brokers. 

Flip.  I'm  afraid  you'll  continue  the  trade  a  great 
while  for  all  that.  [JjUi. 

Enter  Jefiamin. 

Jejfi  Madam,  there's  the  woman  b«low  that  fells 
paint  and  patches,  iron-bodice,  falfe  teeth,  and  all 
forts  of  things  to  the  ladies ;  I  can't  think  of  her 
name. 

Flip.  'Tis  Mrs.  Amlct  $  fhe  wants  money. 
Clar.  Well,  I  han't  enough  formyfclf,  it's  an  un- 
reafonable  thing  fhe  fhould  think  I  have  any  for  her. 
Flip.  She's  a  troublefome  jade. 
Clar.  So  are  all  people  that  come  a  dunning. 
Flip.  What  will  you  do  with  her  ? 
Clar.  I  have  juft  now  thought  on't.     She's  very 
rich,  that  woman  is,  Flippaata  ;    I'll   borrow   fome 
ir.oney  of  her. 

Flip*  Borrow  !  fure  you  jcft,  madam. 
Clar.  No,  1  'm  in  earneil  j  I  give  thee  commiflion 
to  do  it  for  me. 
Flip.  Me  ! 

Clar.  Why  doft  thou  Hare,  rnd  look  fo  ungainly  ? 
Don't  [  fpeak  to  be  underflocd  ? 
.    Flip.  Yes,  I  underitand  you  well  enough ;  but  Mrs. 
/a  let.. 

Clar. 
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Clar.  But  Mrs.  Amlet  muft  lend  me  fome  money  ; 
where  mall  I  have  any  to  pay  her  elfe  ? 

Flip.  That's  true ;  I  never  thought  of  that  truly. 
Bat  here  (he  is. 

Enter  Mrs.  Amlet. 

Clar,  How  <T  you  do  ?  How  d'  you  do,  Mrs.  Am- 
let ?  I  han't  feen  you  thefe  thoufand  years,  and  yet  I 
believe  I'm  dosvn  in  your  books. 

Ami.  O,  madam,  I  don't  come  for  that,  alack. 

Flip,   Good-morrow,  Mrs.  Amlet. 

Ami,  Good-morrow,  Mrs.  Flippanta. 

Clar.  How  much  am  I  indebted  to  you,  Mrs. 
Amlet  ? 

Ami.  Nay,  if  your  ladyfhip  defires  to  fee  your  bill, 
I  believe  I  may  have  it  about  me. There,  ma- 
dam, if  it  ben't  too  much  fatigue  to  you  to  look  it 
over. 

Clar.  Let  me  fee  it,  far  I  hate  to  be  in  debt,  where 
1  am  obliged  to  pay.  [AJide.] —  [Reads.]  Imprimis. 
For  bolftering  out  the  Count e/s  of  Crump'' 5  left  hip — • — O 
fy,  this  does  not  belong  to  me. 

Ami.  I  beg  your  ladymip's  pardon.  I  miftook  in- 
deed; 'tis  a  countefs's  bill  I  have  writ  out  to  little 
purpofe.  I  furnifh'd  her  two  years  ago  with  three 
pair  of  hips,  and  am  not  paid  for  them  yet :  but 
fome  are  better  cuftomers  than  fome.  There's  your 
ladymip's  bill,  madam. 

Clar.  For  the  idea  of  a  nevj-in*vettted  commode  - 
Ay,  this  may  be  mine,  but  'tis  of  a  prepofterous 
length.  Do  you  think  I  can  vvafte  time  to  read  every 
article,  Mrs.  Amlet?  I'd  as  lief  read  a  fermon. 

Ami.  Alack-a-day,  there's  no  need  of  fatiguing 
yourfelf  at  that  rate  ;  caftan  eye  only,  if  your  honour 
pleafes,  upon  the  fum  total. 

Clar,  Total;  fifty-fix  pound — ^and  odd  things. 

Flip.  But  fix-and-fifty  pound  ! 

Ami.  Nay,  another  body  would  have  made  it  twice 
as  much,  but  there's  a  bleffing  goes  along  with  a 
moderate  profit. 

Clar.  Flippanta,  go  to  my  cafhier,  let  him  give 
you  fix-and-fifty  pound.  Make  hafte :  don't  you 
hear  me  ?  fix-and-fifty  pound.  Is  it  fo  difficult  to  be 
comprehended  ? 

Flip. 
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Flip.  No,  madam,  I,  I  comprehend  fix-and-fifty 
pound,  but 

Clar.  But  go  and  fetch  it  then. 

Flip.  What  me  means,  I  don't  know ;  [Afede.] 
but  I  Ihall.  I  fuppofe,  before  I  bring  her  the  money. 

[Exit  Flip. 

Clar.  [Setting  her  hair  in  a pocket-glafs.~\  The  trade 
you  follow  gives  you  a  great  deal  of  trouble,  Mrs. 
Amlet. 

Ami.  Alack-a-day,  a  world  of  pain,  madam,  and 
yet  there's  fmall  profit,  as  your  honour  fees  by  your 

Clar.  Poor  woman  !  Sometimes  you  have  great 
lofles,  Mrs.  Amlet. 

Ami.  I  have  two  thoufand  pounds  owing  me,  of 
which  I  mall  never  get  ten  killings. 

Clar.  Poor  woman  !  you  have  a  great  charge  of 
children,  Mrs.  Amlet? 

Ami.  Only  one  wicked  rogue,  madam,  who,  I 
think,  will  break  my  heart. 

Clar.  Poor  woman  ! 

Ami.  He'll  be  hang'd,  madam that  will  be  the 

end  of  him.  Where  he  gets  it,  Heav'n  knows;  but 
he's  always  fhaking  his  heels  with  the  ladies,  and 
his  elbows  with  the  lords.  He's  as  fine  as  a  prince, 
and  as  grim  as  the  belt  of  them ;  but  the  ungracious 
rogue  tells  all  he  comes  near  that  his  mother  is  dead, 
and  I  am  but  his  nurfe. 

Clar.  Poor  woman  ! 

And.  Alas,  madam,  he's  like  the  reft  of  the  world; 
every  body's  for  appearing  to  be  more  than  they  are, 
and  that  ruins  all. 

Clar.  Well,  Mrs.  Amlet,  you'll  excufe  me,  I 
have  a  little  bufinefs,  Flippanta  will  bring  you  your 
money  prefently.  Adieu,  Mrs.  Amlet. 

[Exit  Clarifla. 

Ami.  And    I   return    your  honour  many    thanks. 
\Sola.~\  Ah,   there's   my  good   lady,  not  fo  much  as 
read  her  bill  ;  if  the  reil  were  like  her,  I  mould  foou 
lave  money  enough  to  go  as  fine  as  Dick  himfelf. 
Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  Sure  Flippanta  mult  have  given  my  letter  by 

thit 
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this  time;  [Afide, .]  I  long  to  know  how  it  has  been 
received. 

Ami.  Mifericorde  !  what  do  I  fee  ! 

Dick.  Fiends  and  hags the  witch  my  mother  ! 

.Ami.  Nay,  'tis  he  ;  ah,  my  poor  Dick,  what  art 
thou  doing  here  ? 

Dick.  What  a  misfortune——  \_Afide. 

Ami.  Good  Lard  !  how  thou  art  bravely  deck'd ! 
But  it's  all  one,  I  ami  thy  mother  flill !  and  tho'  thou 
art  a  wicked  child,  Nature  will  ipeak,  I  love  thee 
Dick,  ftill;  ah,  Dick,  my  poor  Dick  !  [Embracing  him, 

Dick.  Blood  and  thunder  !  will  you  ruin  me  ? 

[Breakingjrom  her. 

Ami.  Ah,  the  blafphemous  rogue,  how  he  fwears  ! 

Dick.   You  deftroy  all  my  hopes. 

Ami.  Will  your  mother's  kifs  deftroy  you,  varlet  ? 
Thou  art  an  ungracious  bird;  kneel  down,  and  aflc 
me  blefling,  firrah. 

Dick.  Death  and  furies  ! 

Ami.  Ah,  he's  a  proper  young  man  ;  fee  what  3 
ftiape  he  has  !  ah,  poor  child  ! 

[Running  to  embrace  him,  be  ftill  avoiding  her. 

Dick.  Oons !  keep  off,  the  woman's  mad.  If  any 
body  comes,  my  fortune's  loll. 

Ami.  What  fortune,  ha?  fpeak,  Gracelefs.  Ah, 
Dick,  thou'lt  be  hang'd,  Dick. 

Dick.  Good  dear  mother  now,  don't  call  me  Dick 
here. 

Ami.  Not  call  thee  Dick  !  Is  it  not  thy  name  ? 
What  mall  I  call  thee  ?  Mr.  Aralet  ?  ha !  Art  not 
thou  a  prefumptuous  rafcal  ?  Hark  you,  firrah,  I  hear 
of  your  tricks  ;  you  difown  me  for  your  mother,  and 
fay  I  am  but  your  nurfe.  Is  not  this  true  ? 

Dick .  No,  I  love  you  ;  I  refpeft  you  ;  [  Taking  her 
hand.}  I  am  all  duty.  But  if  you  difcover  me  here, 
you  ruin  the  faireft  profpe&that  man  ever  had. 

Ami.  What  profpeft  ?  ha  !   Come,  this  is  a  lie  now. 

Dick .  No,  my  honour'd  parent,  what  I  fay  is  true, 
I'm  about  a  great   fortune.     I'll  bring  you   home   a 
daughter-in-law,  in  a  coach  and  fix  horlcs,  if  you'll 
be  quiet :  I  can't  tell  you  more  now. 
Ami.  Is  it  poflible  ? 
Dick.  'Tis  true,  by  Jupiter. 

Ami* 
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4ml,  My  dear  lad 

Dick.  For  Heav'n's  fake 

Ami.  But  tell  me,  Dick 

Dick.  I'll  follow  you  home  in  a  moment,  and  tell 
you  all. 

Ami.  What  a  fhape  is  there 

Dick.  Pray,  mother,  go. 

Ami.  I  muft  receive  feme  money  hert  firft,  which 
fhall  go  for  thy  wedding-dinner. 

Dick.  Here's  fomebody  coming ;    S'death,    fhe'll 
betray  me. 

Enter  Flippanta. 

[He  makes  figns  to  his  mother. 
Dick.  Good-morrow,  dear  Flippanta ;  how  do  all 
the  ladies  within  ? 

Flip.  At  your  fervice,  colonel  j  as  far  at  leaft  as  my 
intereft  goes. 

Ami.  Colonel  1 Law  you  now,  how  Dick's  re- 

fpeded !  \Afd<. 

Dick.  Waiting  for  thee,  Flippanta  ;  I  was  making 
acquaintance  with  this  old  gentlewoman  here. 
Ami.  The  pretty  lad,  he's  as  impudent  as  a  page. 

\Afde. 

Dick.  Who  is  this  good  woman,  Flippanta  ? 
Flip.  A  gin  of  all  trades  ;  an  old  daggling  cheat, 
that  hobbles  about  from  houfe  to  houfe  to  bubble  the 
ladies  of  their  money.  I  have  a  fmall  bufmefs  of  yours 
in  my  pocket,  colonel. 

Dick.  An  anfwer  to  my  letter? 
Flip.  So  quick  indeed  ?  No,  it's  your  letter  itfelf. 
Dick.  Haft  thou  not  given  it  then  yet  ? 
Flip.  I  han't  had  an  opportunity ;  but  'twon't  be 
long  firlt.     Won't  you  go  in  and  fee  my  lady  ? 

Dick.  Yes,  I'll  go  make  her  a  fhort  vifit.  But, 
dear  Flippanta,  don't  forget :  my  life  and  fortune  are 
in  your  hands. 

Flip.  Ne'er  fear,  I'll  take  care  of  'em. 
Ami.  How  he  traps  'cm  !  let  Dick  alone.       [Jtjr<!c~ 
Dick.  Your  fervant,  good  madam.  [  1  'o  k is  mother. 

[Exit  Dick. 

Ami.  Your  honour's  mod  devoted.— A  prerty,  civil, 
well-bred  gentleman  this,  Mrs.  Flippanta.  Pray, 
ukom  may  he  be  ? 

Sto. 
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Flip.  A  man  of  great  note  ;  Colonel  Shapeley. 

Ami.  Is  it  poflible  !  I  have  heard  much  o/ him  in- 
deed, but  never  faw  him  before  :  One  may  fee  (Dua- 
lity in  every  limb  of  him  :  he's  a  fine  man  truly. 

Flip.  I  think  you  are  in  love  with  him,  Mrs. 
Amlet. 

Ami.  Alas,  thofe  days  are  done  with  me;  but  if 
I  were  as  fair  as  I  was  once,  and  had  as  much  money 
as  fome  folks,  Colonel  Shapely  fhould  not  catch  cold 
for  want  of  a  bedfellow.  I  love  your  men  of  rank, 
they  have  fomething  in  their  air  does  fo  dillinguith 
them  from  the  rafcality. 

Flip.  People  of  quality  are  fine  things  indeed,  Mrs. 
Amlet,  if  they  had  but  a  little  more  money  ;  but  for 
want  of  that,  they  are  forced  to  do  things  their  great 
fouls  are  alham'd  of.  For  example— here's  my  lady — 
ilie  owes  you  but  fu-and-fifty  pounds.  — — 

Ami.  Well! 

Flip.  Well,  and  me  ha*  it  not  by  her  to  pay  you. 

Ami.  How  can  that  be  ? 

FJip.  I  don't  know  ;  her  cam-keeper's  out  of  hu- 
mour, he  fays  he  has  no  money. 

Ami.  What  a  prefumptuous  piece  of  vermin  is  a 
cam-keeper  !  Tell  his  lady  he  has  no  money  ! — Now, 
Mrs.  Flippanta,  you  may  fee  his  bags  are  full,  by 
his  being  fo  faucy. 

Flip.  If  they  are,  there's  no  help  for't ;  he'll  do 
what  he  pleafes,  till  he  comes  to  make  up  his  yearly- 
accounts. 

Ami.  But  Madam  plays  fometimes ;  fo  when  (he 
has  good  fortune,  me  may  pay  me  out  of  her  win- 
nings. 

Flip.  O  ne'er  think  of  that,  Mrs.  Amlet;  if  me 
had  won  a  thoufand  pounds,  fhe'd  rather  die  in  a 
gaol  than  pay  off  a  farthing  with  it. 

Ami.  Why,  what  mail  we  do  then  ?  for  I  han't 
one  penny  to  buy  bread. 

Flip. I'll  tell  you it  juft  now  comes  in  my 

head  :  I  know  my  lady  has  a  liule  occafion  far  mo- 
ney, at  this  time  ;  fo if  you  lend  her  a  hun- 
dred pound — do  you  fee,  then  flic  may  pay  you  your 
fix-and-fifty  out  of  it. 

AmU 
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Ami.  Sure,  Mrs.  Flippanca,  you  think  to  make  a 
fool  of  me. 

Flip.  No,  the  Devil  fetch  me  if  I  do You  mall 

lave  a  diamond  necklace  in  pawn. 

Ami.  O  ho,  a  pawn  !  That's  another  cafe.     And 
when  muft  fhe  have  the  money  ? 

Flip.  In  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Ami.  Say  no  more.     Bring   the  necklace  to   my 
houfe,  it  mail  be  ready  for  you. 

Flip.  I'll  be  with  you  in  a  moment. 

Ami.  Adieu,  Mrs.  Flippanta. 

Flip.  Adieu,  Mrs.  Amlet.  [Exit  Amlet. — Flip- 
panta fola.']  So — this  ready  money  will  make  us  all 
happy.  This  fpring  will  fet  out  our  baflet-table  go- 
ing, and  that's  a  wheel  will  turn  twenty  others.  My 
lady's  young  and  handfome ;  fhe'll  have  a  dozen  in- 
trigues upon  her  hands,  before  fhe  has  been  twice 
at  her  prayers.  So  much  the  better ;  the  more 
the  grift,  the  richer  the  miller.  Sure  never  wench 
got  into  fo  hopeful  a  place  :  here's  a  fortune  to 
be  fold,  a  miftrefs  to  be  debauch'd,  and  a  mafter 
to  be  ruin'd.  If  I  don't  feather  nay  neft,  and  get  a 
good  hulband,  I  deferve  to  die,  both  a  maid  and  a 
beggar.  [Exit. 


A  C  T    II.     SCENE,     Mr.  Gripe'/  boufe. 

Etier  Clariffa  *»/Dick. 

C/«r.  \)[7  HAT  in  the  name  of Dulnefs  is  the  mat- 
VV     ter  with  you,   colonel  ?  You  are  as  ftu- 
dious  as  a  crack'd  chymift. 

Dick.  My  head,  madam,  is  full  of  your  hufband. 
Liar.  The  worft  furniture  for  a  head  in  the  univcrfe. 
Dtck.  I  am  thinking  of  his  paffion  for  your  friend 
Arammta. 

Clar.  Paffion  ! Dear  colonel,  give  it  a  lefs  vio- 
lent name. 

Enter  Brafs. 

Dick    Well,  fir,  what  want  you  ? 
Brafs.  The  affair  I   told   you  of  goes   ill.       [To 
Dick,  afidt.]  There's  an  aftion  out ! 

Dick. 
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Dick.  The  devil  there  is  ! 

Clar.  What  news  brings  Brafs  ? 

Dick.  Before  Gad,  I  can't  tell,  madam  ;  the  dog 
will  never  fpeak  out.  My  Lord  What-d'y'-call-him 
waits  for  me  at  my  lodging  :  is  not  that  it  ? 

Brafs.  Yes,  fir. 

Dick.  Madam,  I  aflc  yonr  pardon. 

Clar.  Your  fervant,  fir.  [Exeunt  Dick  and  Brafs.] 
Jeflamin  !  [She  Jits  dawn. 

Enter  Jeflamin. 

Jeff.  Madam. 

Clar.  Where's  Corinna  !  Call  her  to  me,  if  her  fa- 
ther han't  lock'd  her  up :  I  want  her  company. 

Jeff'.  Madam,  her  guitar-mailer  is  with  her. 

Clar.  Plhaw  !  fhe's  always  taken  up  with  her  im- 
pertinent guitar-man.  Flippanta  Hays  an  age  with 
that  old  fool,  Mrs.  Amlet.  And  Araminta,  before 
fhecan  come  abroad,  is  fo  long  a  placing  her  coquette- 
patch,  that  I  muft  be  a  year  without  company.  How 
infupportableis  a  moment's  uneafinefs  to  a  woman  of 
fpirit  and  pleafure  !  [Enter  Flippanta.]  O,  art  thou 
come  at  laft  ?  Pr'ythee,  Flippanta,  learn  to  move  a 
little  quicker,  thou  know'ft  how  impatient  I  am. 

Flip.  Yes,  when  you  expedl  money :  If  you  had 
fent  me  to  buy  a  prayer-book,  you'd  have  thought  I 
had  flown. 

Clar.  Well,  haft  thou  brought  me  any,  after  all  ? 

Flip.  Yes,  I  have  brought  fome.  There  [Giving 
her  a  purfe.]  the  old  hag  has  ftruck  off  her  bill,  the 
reft  is  in  that  purfe. 

Clar.  'Tis  well  ;  but  take  care,  Flippanta,  my 
hufband  don't  fufpeft  any  thing  of  this,  'twould  vex 
him,  and  I  don't  love  to  make  him  uneafy  :  fo  I 
would  fpare  him  thefe  little  fort  of  troubles,  by  keep- 
ing 'em  from  his  knowledge. 

Flip.  See  the  tendernefs  {he  has  for  him,  and  yet 
he's  always  a  compiaining  of  you. 

Clar.  'Tis  the  nature  of  'em,  Flippanta ;  a  huf- 
band is  a  growling  animal. 

Flip.  How  exactly  you  define  them  ! 

Clar.  O  !  I  know  'em,  Flippanta  :  though  I  con»- 
fefs  my  poor  wretch  diverts  me  fometimts  with  his  ill 
humours.  I  wifti  he  would  quarrel  with  me  to-day  a 

little, 


zz        THE     CONFEDERACY. 

little,  to  pafs  away  the  time,  for  I  find  myfelf  in  a 
violent  fpleen.  My  cardinal  and  gloves,  and  a  coach 
to  the  door. 

Flip.  Why,  whither  are  you  going? 

Clar.  1  can't  tell  yet,  but  1  would  go  fpend  fome 
money,  fince  I  have  it. 

Flip.  Why,  you  want  nothing  that  I  know  of. 

Clar.  How  aukward  an  objection  now  is  that,  as 
if  a  woman  of  education  bought  things  becaufe  fhe 
wanted  'em.  '  Quality  always  diltinguiflies  itfelf ; 

and  therefore,  as  the  mechanic  people  buy  things, 

becaufe  they  have  occasion  for  'em,  you  fee  the  wo- 
men of  rank  always  buy  things  becaufe  they  have 

not  occafion  for  'ejn.     Now  there,  Flippanta,  you 

fee  the  difference  between  a  woman  that  has  breed- 
ing, and  one  that  has  noae.  O  ko,  here's  Aramiuta 

cejsae  at  lall.'  [Enter  Araminta.]  Lard,  what  a  te-- 
dious  while  you  have  let  me  expect  you  ?  I  was  afraid 
you  were  not  well ;  how  d'you  do  to-day? 

Arum.  As  well  as  a  woman  can  do,  that  has  not 
fiept  all  night. 

Flip.  MetUinks,  madam,  you  are  pretty  well  awake, 
however. 

Aram.  O,  'tis  not  a  little  thing  will  make  a  wo- 
man of  my  fpirit  look  drowfy. 

Clar.  But  pr'ythee,  what  was't  difturb'd  you  ? 

Aram.  Not  your  hufband,  don't  trouble  yourfelf ; 
at  leaft,  I  am  not  in  love  with  him  yet. 

Clar.  Well  remember'd,  I  had  quite  forgot  that 
matter.  I  wifh  you  much  joy,  you  have  made  a  noble 
conqueft  indeed. 

Aram.  But  now  I  have  fubdu'dthe  country,  pray  is 
it  worth  my  keeping  ?  You  know  the  ground,  you 
have  try'd  it. 

Clar.  A  barren  foil,  Heaven  can  tell. 

Aram.  Yet  if  it  were  well  cultivated,  it  would  pro- 
duce fomething  to  my  knowledge.  Do  you  know, 
'tis  in  my  power  to  roin  this  poor  thing  of  yours  ?  His 
whole  eftate  is  at  my  fervice. 

Flip.  Cods-fifli,  Itrike  him,  madam,  and  let  my 
lady  go  your  halves.  There's  no  fin  in  plundering  a 
hufljand,  fo  his  wife  has  (hare  of  the  booty. 

Aram.  Whenever  flie  gives  me  her  orders,  I  ihall.be 
very  ready  to  obey  'em.  Clar> 
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Clar.  Why,  as  odd  a  thing  as  fuch  a  project  may 
feem,  Araminta,  I  believe  I  (hall  have  a  little  ferious 
difcourfe  with  you  about  it.  But  pr'ythee  tell  me 
how  you  have  pafs'd  the  night  ?  For  I  am  fure  your 
mind  has  been  roving  upon  fome  pretty  thing  or  other. 

Aram.  Why,  I  have  been  ftudying  all  the  ways  my 
brain  could  prodace  to  plague  my  hufband. 

Clar.  No  wonder  indeed  you  look  fo  frelh.  this 
morning,  after  the  fatisfa&ion  of  fuch  pleafing  ideas 
all  night. 

Aram.  Why,  can  a  woman  do  lefs  ,than  iludy  mif- 
chief,  when  fhe  has  tumbled  and  tofs'd  herfelf 
into  a  burning  fever,  for  want  of  fleep,  and  fees  a 
fellow  lie  fuoring  by  her,  ftock-flill,  in  a  fine  brea- 
thing fweat  ? 

Clar.  Now  fee  the  difference  of  womens  tempers : 
if  my  dear  would  make  but  one  nap  of  his  whole  life, 
and  only  waken  to  make  his  will,  I  fhou'd  be  the 
happieit  wife  in  the  univerfe.  But  we'll  difcourfe 
more  of  thefe  matters  as  we  go,  for  I  muft  make  a 
tour  among  the  mops. 

Aram.  I  have  a  coach  waits  at  the  door,  we'll  talk 
of  'em  as  we  rattle  along. 

Clar.  The  beft  place   in  nature,  for  you  know  a 

hackney-coach  is    a    natural   enemy   to   a  hufband. 

[Exeunt  Clar.  and  Aram. 

Flip.Whzt  apretty  little  pair  of  amiable  perfons  are 
there  gone  to  hold  acouncilofwartogether!  Poor  birds ! 
What  wou'd  they  do  with  their  time,  if  the  plaguing 
their  hufbands  did  not  help 'em  to  employment !  Well, 
if  idlenefs  be  the  root  of  all  evil,  then  matrimony's 
good  for  fomething,  for  it  fets  many  a  poor  woman  to 
work.  But  here  comas  mifs.  I  hope  I  {hall  help  her 
into  the  holy  ftate  too  ere  long.  And  when  {he's 
o.nce  there,  if  me  don't  play  her  part  as  well  as  the 
beft  of  'em,  I'm  miftaken.  Han't  I  loft  the  letter 

I'm  to  give  her  ? No,  here  'tis  ;  fo,  now  we  mall 

fee  how  pure  nature  will  work  with  her,   for  art  me 
knows  none  yet. 

Enter  Corinna. 

Cor.  What  does  my  mother-in-law  want  with  me, 
Flippanta  ?  They  tell  me  me  was  afking  for  me. 

Flip. 
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Flip.  She's  juft  gone  out,  fo  I  fuppofe  'twas  no 
great  bufmefs. 

Cor.  Then  I'll  go  into  my  chamber  again. 

Flip.  Nay,  hold  a  little  if  you  pleafe.  I  have 
Tome  bufmefs  with  you  myfelf,  of  more  concern  than 
what  fhe  had  to  fay  to  you. 

Cor.  Make  hafte  then,  for  you  know  my  father 
won't  let  me  keep  you  company  j  he  fays,  you'll 
Jpoil  me. 

Flip.  I  fpoil  you !  He's  an  unworthy  man  to  give 
you  fuch  ill  impreffions  of  a  woman  of  my  honour. 

Cor.  Nay,  never  take  it  to  heart,  Flippanta,  for  I 
don't  believe  a  word  he  fays.  But  he  does  fo  plague 
me  with  his  continual  fcolding,  I'm  almoft  weary  of 
jny  life. 

Flip.  Why,  what  is't  he  finds  fault  with  ? 

Cor.  Nay,  I  don't  know,  for  I  never  mind  him ; 
when  he  has  babbled  for  two  hours  together,  me- 
thinks  I  have  heard  a  mill  going,  that's  all.  It  does 
not  at  all  change  my  opinion,  Flippanta,  it  only 
makes  my  head  ache. 

Flip.  Nay,  if  you  can  bear  it  fo,  you  are  not  to  be 
pity'd  fo  much  as  I  thought. 

Cor.  Not  pity'd  !  Why,  is  it  not  a  miferable  thing, 
fuch  a  young  creature  as  I  am  fhou'd  be  kept  in  perpe- 
tual folitude,  with  no  other  company  bu*t  a  parcel  of 
old  fumbling  matters,  to  teach  me  geography,  arith- 
metic, philofophy,  and  a  thoufand  ufelefs  things?  Fine 
entertainment,  indeed,  for  a  young  maid  at  fixteen  ! 
methinks  one's  time  might  be  better  employ'd. 

Flip.  Thofe  things  will  improve  your  wit. 

Cor.  Fiddle,  faddle;  han't  I  wit  enough  already  I 
My  mother-in-law  has  learn'd  none  of  this  trumpery, 
and  is  not  me  as  happy  as  the  day  is  long  ? 

Flip.  Then  you  envy  her,  I  find. 

Cor.  And  well  I  may.  Does  me  not  do  what  (he- 
lias  a  mind  to,  in  fpite  of  her  hufband's  teeth  ? 

Flip.  Look  you  there  now:  \_Afiele. ~\  If  me  has  not 
already  conceiv'd  that  to  be  the  fupremebleffingoflife. 

Cor.  I'll  tell  you  what,  Flippanta  ;.  if  my  mother- 
in-law  would  but  Hand  by  me  a  little,  and  encourage 
me,  and  let  me  keep  her  company,  I'd  rebel  agajnft 
my  father  to-morrow,  and  throw  all  0iy  books  in  the 
3  fire, 
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fire.  Why,  he  can't  touch  a  groat  of  my  portion  j 
do  you  know  that,  Flippanta  ? 

Flip.   So 1  fliall  fpoil  her.    [AJtde.]   Pray  He  a- 

ven  the  girl  don't  debauch  me. 

Cor.  Look  you  :  in  fhort,  he  may  think  what  he 
pleafesy  he  may  think  himfelf  wife  ;  bat  thoughts  are 
free,  and  I  may  think  in  my  turn.  I'm  but  a  girl  'tis 
true,  and  a  fool  too,  if  you  believe  him  ;  but  let  him 
know,  a  fooliih  gill  may  make  a  wife  man's  heart 
ach  ;  fo  he  had  as  good  be  quiet Now  it's  out — 

Flip.  Very  well;  I  love  to  fee  a  young  woman  have 
fpirit,  it's  a  fign  fhe'll  come  to  fomething. 

Cor.  Ah,  Flipp*anta,  if  yoa  wou'd  but  encourage 
me,  you'd  find  me  quite  another  thing.  I'm  a  de- 
vilifh  girl  in  the  bottom  ;  I  wifh  you'd  but  let  me 
make  one  amongft  you. 

Flip.  That  never  can  be,  'till  you  are  marry'd. 
Come,  examine  your  flrength  a  little.  Do  you  think 
you  durit  venture  upon  a  hufband  ? 

Cor.  A  hufband !   Why  a if  you  would  but 

encourage  me.  Come,  Flippanta,  be  a  true  friend 
now.  I'll  give  you  advice,  when  I  have  got  a  little 
more  experience.  Do  you  in  your  very  confcience 
and  foul  think  I  am  old  enough  to  be  marry'd  ? 

Flip.  C'd  enough  !  Why,  you  are  fix  teen,  are  you 
not? 

Cor.  Sixteen  !  I  am  fixteen,  two  months,  and  odd 
days,  woman.  I  keep  an  exaft  account. 

Flip.  The  deuce  you  are  ! 

Cor.  Why,  do  you  then  truly  and  fincerely  think  I 
am  old  enough  ? 

Flip.  I  do  upon  my  faith,  child. 

Cor.  Why  then  to  deal  as  fairly  with  you,  Flippanta, 
as  you  do  with  me,  I  have  thought  fo  any  time  thefc 
three  years. 

Flip.  Now  I  find  you  have  more  wit  than  ever 
I  thought  you  had  ;  and  to  fhew  you  what  an  opinion 
I  have  of  your  difcretion,  I'll  (hew  you  a  thing  I 
thought  to  have  thrown  in  the  fire. 

Cor.  What  is  it,  for  Jupiter's  fake  ? 

Flip,  Something  will  make  your  heart  chuck  within 
you. 

Car.  My  dear  Flippanta! 

B  Flip* 
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Flip.  What  do  you  think  it  is  ? 

Cor.  I  don't  know,  nor  I  don't  care,  but  I'm  mad 
to  have  it. 

Flip.  It's  a  four-corner'd  thing. 

Cer.  What,  like  a  cardinal's  cap  ? 

Flip.  No,  'tis  worth  a  whole  conclave  of 'em.  How 
do  you  like  it  ?  [Shelving  the  letter. 

Cor.  O  lard,  a  letter  ! Is  there  ever  a  token  in 

it? 

Flip.  Yes,  and  a  precious  one  too.  There's  a 
handfome  young  gentleman's  heart. 

Cor.  A  handfome  young  gentleman's  heart ! 
Nay,  then  it's  time  to  look  grave.  \Afak* 

Flip.  There. 

Cor.  I  (han't  touch  it. 

Flip.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

Cor.  I  fhan't  receive  it. 

Flip.  Sure  you  jeft. 

Cor.  You'll  find  I  don't.  I  underftand  myfelf  bet- 
ter  than  to  take  letters  when  I  don't  know  who  they 
are  from. 

Flip.  I'm  afraid  I  commended  your  wit  too  fooiu 

Cor.  'Tis  all  one,  I  (han't  touch  it,  unlefs  I  know 
who  it  comes  from. 

Fltp.  Hey-day  !  open  it  and  you'll  fee. 

Cor.  Indeed,  I  (hall  not. 

Flip.  Well then  I  muft  return  it  where  I  had  it. 

Cor.  That  won't  ferve  your  turn,  madam ;  my  fa- 
ther muft  have  an  account  of  this. 

Flip.  Sure  you  are  not  in  earned  ? 

Cor.  You'll  find  lam. 

Flip.  So,  here's  fine  work.  This  'tis  to  deal  with 
girls  before  they  come  to  know  the  diltindion  of  fexes. 

Ctr.  Confefs,  who  you  had  it  from,  and  perhaps, 
for  this  once,  I  mayn't  tell  my  father. 

Flip.  Why  then,  fince  it  mull  out,  'twas  the  co- 
lonel :  but  why  are  you  fo  fcrupulous,  madam  ? 

Cor.  Becaufe,  if  it  had  come  from  any  body  elfe— 
I  would  not  have  given  a  farthing  for  it. 

[Twitching  it  eagerly  out  after  hand. 

Flip.  Ah,  my  dear  little  rogue,  [faffing  her.]  you 
frighten'd  me  out  of  my  wit*. 

Cor.  'Let  me  read  it,  let  me  read  it,  let  me  read  it, 

let 
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lit  me  read  it,  I  fay.  Urn,  urn,  urn,  Cupid's,  um, 
um,  um,  darts,  um,  um,  um,  beauty,  um,  charms, 
um,  um,  um,  angel,  um,  goddefs,  um  —  [Kiffing  the 
letter.~\  unv,  um,  um,  truejl  lover,  hum,  um,  tternal 
conftancy,  um,  um,  um,  cruel,  um,  um,  um,  racks, 
um,  um,  um,  tortures,  um,  um,  ^/^//y  daggers,  um, 
um,  bleeding  heart,  um,  urn,  dead  man. — Very  well, 
a  mighty  civil  letter  I  promife  you  ;  not  one  fmutty 
word  in  it :  I'll  go  lock  it  up  in  my  comb-box. 

Flip.  Well but  what  does  he  fay  to  you  ? 

Ccr.  Not  a  word  of  news,  Flippanta;  'tis  all  about 
bufinefs. 

Flip.  Does  he  r.ot  tell  you  he's  in  lovawhh  you  ? 

Cor.  Ay,  but  he  told  me  that  before. 

Flip.  How  fo  ?  He  never  fpoke  to  you  ? 

Cor.  He  fent  me  word  by  his  eyes. 

Flip.  Did  he  fo  ?  mighty  well.  I  thought  you  had 
been  to  learn  that  language. 

Cor.  O,  but  you  thought  wrong,  Flippanta.  What, 
becaufe  I  don't  go  a  vifitiirg,  and  fee  the  world,  you 
•think  I  know  nothing.  But  you  fhou'd  confider, 
Flippanta,  that  the  more  one's  alone,  the  more  one 
thinks  ;  and  'tis  thinking  that  improves  a  girl.  I'll 
have  you  to  know,  when  I  was  younger  than  I  am 
now,  by  more  than  I'll  boaft  of,  I  thought  of  thing* 
would  have  made  you  flare  again. 

Flip.  Well,  fince  you  are  fo  well  vcrs'd  in  youf 
bufinefs,  I  fuppofe  I  need  not  inform  you,  that  if  you. 

don't  write  your  gallant  an  anfwer he'll  die. 

'  Cor.  Nay,  now,  Flippanta,  I  confefs  you  tell  me 
fomething  I  did  not  know  before.  Do  you  fpeak  in 
ferious  fadnefs  ?  Are  men  given  to  die,  if  their  mil- 
-trefTes  are  four  to  'em  ? 

Flip.  Um 1  can't  fay  they  all    die No,  I 

can't  fay  they  do  ;  but  truly,  I  believe  it  v/ou'd  go 
very  hard  with  the  colonel. 

Cor.  Lard,  I  would  not  have  my  hands  in  blood  fr. 
thoufands  ;  and  therefore,  Flippanta — if  you'll  en- 
courage me 

Flip.  O,   by  all  means  an  anfwer. 

Cor.  Well,  fince  you  fay  it  then,  I'll  e'en  in  and 

do  it,  tho'  I  proteft  to  you  (left  you  mould  think  me 

too  forward  now)  he's    the  only  man  that  wears  a 

B  2  beard, 


23         THE     CONFEDERACY. 
beard,  I'd  ink  my  fingers  for.  May  be,  if  I  marry  him 
in  a     ear  or  two's  time  I  man't  be  fo  nice.      Aide. 


n  a  year  or  two's  tme     mayn'  ^ 

Exit. 

Flippant  a  fola. 

Now  Heaven  give  him  joy  ;  he's  like  to  have  a  rare 
wife  o'thee.  But  where  there's  money,  a  man  has  a 
plafter  to  his  fore.  They  have  a  bleffed  time  on't, 
who  marry  for  love.  See  !  --  here  conies  an  exam- 
ple —  Araminta's  dread  lord. 

Enter  Money-  trap. 

Mon.  Ah,  Flippanta  !  How  do  you  do,  good  F)ip- 
panta  ?  How  do  you  do  ? 

Flip.  Thank  you,  fir,  well,  at  your  fervice. 

Mon.  And  how  docs  the  good  family,  your  mailer 
and  your  fair  miftrefs  ?  Are  they  at  home  ? 

Flip.  Neither  of  them  ;  my  mailer  has  been  gone 
out  thefe  two  hours,  and  my  lady  is  juft  gone  with 
your  wife. 

Mon.  Well,  I  won't  fay  I  have  loft  my  labour, 
however,  as  long  as  I  have  met  with  you,  Flippanta: 
for  I  have  wim'd  a  great  while  for  an  opportunity  to 
talk  with  you  a  little.  You  won't  take  it  amifs,  if  I 
Ihould  aflc  you  a  few  queftions  ? 

Flip.  Provided  you  leave  me  to  my  liberty  in  my 
an  Avers.  What's  this  cot-quean  going  to  pry  into 
now  !  \_Afide. 

Mon.  Pr'ythee,  good  Flippanta,  how  do  your  ma.- 
fler  and  miltrefs  live  together? 

Flip.  Live  !  Why  --  like  man  and  wife,  generally 
out  of  humour,  '  quarrel  often,  feldom  agree,'  com- 
plain of  one  another  ;  and  perhaps,  have  both  reafon. 
In  fliort,  'tis  much  r.s  'tis  at  your  houfe. 

Mon.  Good  lack  !  but  whofe  fide  are  you  generally 
of? 

Flip.  O'  the  right  fide  always,  my  lady's.  And  if 
you'll  have  me  give  you  my  opinion  of  thefe  matters, 
fir,  I  do  not  think  a  huiband  can  ever  be  in  the  right. 

Men.  Ha! 

Flip.  Little,  peeking,  creeping,  fncak:n^,  ftingy, 
covetous,  cowardly,  dirty,  cuckoldly  things. 

Mon.  Ha  ! 

flip.  Hark  you,  fir,  (hall  I  deal  plainly  with  you? 

Had 
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Had  I  got  a  hufband,  I  wou'd  put  him  in  mind  that 
he  was  marry'd  as  well  as  I. 

$ing\ 

For  were  I  the  thing  call'd  a  Wife, 
And  my  fool  grew  too  fond  of  his  power, 
He  ihou'd  look  like  an  cfs  all  his  life, 
For  a  prank  that  I'd  play  him  in  an  hour. 
Tol  lol  la  ra  tol  tol,  &c.— Do  you  obferve  that,  fir  ? 

Man.  1  do ;  and  think  you  wou'd  be  in  the  right 
cn't.  But,  pr'ythee,  why  dolt  not  give  this  advice 
to  thy  miilrefs  ? 

Flip.  For  fear  it  fhould  go  round  to  your  wife,  fir, 
for  you  know  they  are  play- fellows. 

Men.  O,  there's  no  danger  of  my  wife  ;  fhs  knows 
I'm  none  of  thofe  hufbands. 

Flip.  Are  you  fure  me  knows  that,  fir  ? 

Man.  I'm  fure  fhe  ought  to  know  it,  Flippanta,  for 
really  I  have  but  four  faults  in  the  world. 

Flip.  And,  pray,  what  may  they  be  ? 

Mon.  Why,  I'm  a  little  flovenly,  I  fhift  but  once 
a  week. 

Flip.  Fough! 

Man.  I  am  fometimes  out  of  humour. 

Flip.  Provoking  ! 

Mon.  I  don't  give  her  fo  much  money  as  fhc'd  hav«. 

Flip.  Infolent! 

Mon.  And   a perhaps,   I   mayn't  be  quite  fo 

young  as  I  was. 

Flip.   The  devil  ! 

Men.  O,  but  then  confider  how  'tis  on  her  fide, 
Flippanta.  She  ruins  me  with  warning,  is  always 
out  of  humour,  ever  wanting  money,  and  will  never 
be  older. 

Flip.  That  laft  article,  I  muft  confefs,  is  a  little 
hard  upon  you. 

Mon.  Ah,  Flippanta,  didft  thou  but  know  the  daily 
provocations  I  have,  thou'dft  be  the  firft  to  excufe  my 
faults.  But  now  I  think  on't,  thou  art  none  of  my 
friend,  thou  doft  not  love  me  at  all ;  no,  not  at  all. 

Flip.  And  whither  is  this  little  reproach  going  to 
lead  us  now  ? 

Mon.  You  have  power  over  your  fair  miftrefs, 
Flippanta. 

B  3  Flip. 
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Flip.   Sir! 

Mon.  But  what  then  ?  you  hate  me. 

Flip.  I  underftand  you  not. 

Mon.  There's  not  a  moment's  trouble  her  naughty 
hufband  gives  her,  but  I  feel  it  too. 

flip.  I  don't  know  what  you  mean. 

Men.  If  ihe  did  but  know  what  part  I  take  'in  he* 
{offerings — 

Flip.  Mighty  obfcure. 

Mon.  Well,  I'll  fay  no  more  ;  but— 

Flip.  All  Hebrew. 

Mon.  If  thon  wou'dft  but  tell  her  on't. 

Flip.  Still  darker  and  darker. 

Mon.  I  (hou'd  not  be  ungrateful. 

Flip.  Ah,  now  I  begin  to  underftand  you. 

Mon.  Flippanta there's  my  purfe. 

Flip.  Say  no  more  ;.  now  you  explain,  indeed——* 
You  are  in  love  ? 

Man.  Bitterly and  I  do  fwearbyall  the  Gods — 

Flip.  Hold Spare  'em  for  another  time,  you 

ftand  in  no  need  of  'em  now.  An  ufurer  that  parti 
with  his  purfe  gives  fufficient  proof  of  his  fmcerity. 

Man.  I  hate  my  wife,  Flippanta. 

Flip.  That  we'll  take  upon  your  bare  word. 

Mon.  She's  the  devil,  Flippanta. 

Flip.  You  like  your  neighbour's  better. 

Men.  Oh  !  an  *ngel ! 

Flip.  What  pity  it  is  the  law  don't  allow  trucking  ! 

Mon.  If  it  did,  Flippanta  ! 

Flip.  But  fmce  it  don't,  fir keep  the  rein* 

upon  your  paffion  :  don't  let  your  flame  range  too 
high,  left  my  lady  fliou'd  be  cruel,  and  it  mould  dry 
you  up  to  a  mummy. 

Man.  'Tis  impoffible  me  can  be  fo  barbarous,  to 
let  me  die.  Alas,  Flippanta,  a  very  fmall  matter 
wou'd  fave  my  life. 

Flip.  Then  y 'are  dead for  we  women  never 

grant  any  thing  to  a  man  who  will  be  fatisfied  with  a 
little. 

Mon.  Dear  Flippanta,  that  was  only  my  modefty  ; 

but  fmce  you'll  have  it  out 1  am  a  very  dragon  ; 

and  fo  your  lady'll  find if  ever  me  think  fit  to 

be— —Now,  J  hope  you'll  ftand  iny  friend. 
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Flip.  Well,  fir,  as  far  as  my  credit  goes,  it  mall  be 
employ'd  in  your  fervice. 

Moa.  My  belt  Flippanta  ! fell  her I'm  all 

hers tell  her my  body's  hers tell  her 

my  foul's  hers-. and  tell  her my  eftate's  hers. 

Lard  have  mercy  upon  me,  how  I'm  in  love  ! 

Flip.  Poor  man  !  what  a  fweat  he's  in  !  But  hark— 
I  hear  my  mailer ;  for  Heaven's  fake  compofe  your- 
felf  a  little,  you  are  in  fuch  a  fit,  o'  my  confcience 
he'll  fmell  you  out. 

Man.  Ah  dear,  I'm  in  fuch  an  emotion,  I  dare  not 
be  feen  ;  put  me  in  this  clofet  for  a  moment. 

Flip.  Clofet,  man  !  it's  too  little,  your  love  wou'd 
ftifte  you.  Go  air  yourfelf  in  the  garden  a  little,  you 
have  need  on't,  i'faith.  •  [She  put:  him  out. 

A  rare  adventurer,  by  my  troth.  This  will  be  cu- 
rious news  to  the  wives.  Fortune  has  now  put  their 
hufbands  into  their  hands,  and  I  think  they  are  too 
fharp  to  negleft  its  favours. 

Eater  Gripe. 

Gripe.  O,  here's  the  right  hand  ;  the  reft  of  the  bo- 
dy can't  be  far  off.  Where's  my  wife,  hufwife  ? 

Flip.  An  admirable  queftion  ! Why,  (he's  gone 

abroad,  fir. 

Gripe.  Abroad,  abroad,  abroad  already  ?  Why, 
fhe  ufes  to  be  Hewing  in  her  bed  three  hours  after  this 
time,  as  late  as  'tis :  What  makes  her  gadding  fo 
foon? 

Flip.  Bufmefs,  I  fuppofe. 

Gripe.  Bufmefs !  fhe  has  a  pretty  head  for  bufinefs 
truly:  Oho,  let  her  change  her  way  of  living,  or  I'll 
make  her  change  a  light  heart  for  a  heavy  one. 

Flip.  And  why  would  you  have  her  change  her  way 
of  living,  fir  ?  you  fee  it  agrees  with  her.  She  never 
Icok'd  better  in  her  life. 

Gripe.  Don't  tell  me  of  her  looks,  I  have  done 
with  her  looks  long  fince.  But  I'll  make  her  change 
her  life,  or 

Flip.  Indeed,  fir,    you  won't. 

Gripe.  Why,  what  (hall  hinder  me,  Infolence  ? 

Flip.  That  which  hinders  moft  hulbands  ;  contra- 

B  4  Gripe, 


jz         THE    CONFEDERACY. 

Gripe.  Suppofe  I  refolve  I  won't  be  contradicted  ? 

Flip.  Suppofe  {he  refolves  you  fhall  ? 

Gripe.  A  wife's  refolution  is  not  good  by  law. 

Flip.  Nor  a  hufband's  by  cuftom. 

Gripe.  I  tell  thee  I  will  not  bear  it. 

Flip.  I  tell  you,  fir,  you  will  bear  it. 

Gripe.  Oons,  I  have  borne  it  three  years  already. 

Flip.  By  that  you  fee  'tis  but  giving  your  mind  to 
it. 

Gripe.  My  mind  to  it !  Death  and  the  Devil  !  My 
mind  to  it ! 

Flip.  Look  ye,  fir,  you  may  fwcar  and  damn,  and 
call  the  Furies  to  afiifl  you  ;  but,  till  you.  apply  the 
remedy  to  the  right  place,  you'll  never  cure  the  dif- 
eafe.  You  fancy  you  have  got  an  extravagant  wife, 
is't  not  fo  ? 

Gi-ipe,  Pr'ythee,  change  me  that  word  fancy,  and 
it  js  fo. 

Flip.  Why  there's  it.  Men  are  flrangely  troubled 
with  the  vapours  of  late.  You'll  wonder  now,  if  I 
tell  you,  you  have  the  moft  reafonable  wife  in  town  : 
and  that  all  the  diforders  you  think  you  fee  in  her, 
are  only  here,  here,  here  in  your  own  head. 

[Thumping  bis  forehead. 

Gripe.  She  is  then,  in  thy  opinion,  a  reafonable 
woman  ? 

Flip.  By  my  faith  I  think  fo. 

Gripe.  I  fhall  run  mad Name  me  an  extra- 
vagance in  the  world  fhe  is  not  guilty  of. 

Flip.  Name  me  an  extravagance  in  the  world  fhe  is 
guilty  of. 

Gripe.  Come  then  :  Does  not  fhe  put  the  whole 
houfe  in  diforder  ? 

Flip.  Not  that  I  know  of,  for  fhe  never  comes  into 
it  but  to  fleep. 

Gripe.  "Tis  very  well  :  Does  fhe  employ  any  one 
moment  of  her  life  in  the  government  of  her  family? 

Flip.  She  is  fo  fubmiffive  a  wife,  fhe  leaves  it  en- 
tirely  to  you. 

Gripe.  Admirable  !  Does  not  fhe  fpend  more  mo- 
ney in  coach-hire  and  chair-hire,  than  would  main- 
tain fix  children. 

Flif. 
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Flip.  She's  too  nice  of  your  credit  to  be  feen  dag- 
ling  in  the  itreets. 

Gripe.  Good  !  Do  I  fet  eye  on  her  fometimes  in  a 
week  together  ? 

Flip.  That,  fir,  is  becaufe  you  are  never  ftirring  at 
the  fame  time ;  you  keep  odd  hours  ;  you  are  always 
going  to  bed  when  fhe's  riling,  and  rifing  juft  when 
Ihe's  coming  to  bed. 

Gripe.  Yes  truly,  night  into  day,  and  day  into 
night,  '  bawdy-houfe  play,'  that's  her  trade  ;  but 
thefe  are  trifles  :  has  me  not  loft  her  diamond  neck- 
lace ?  Anfwer  me  to  that,  Trapes. 

Flip.  Yes ;  and  has  fent  as  many  tears  after  it,  as 
if  it  had  been  her  hufband. 

Gripe.  Ah  ! the  devil  take  her  ;  but  enough. 

'Tis  refolv'd,  and  I  will  put  a  flop  to  the  courfe  of 
her  life,  and  fo  me  mall  know,  the  firft  time  I  meet 
with  her;  \_AJide. ~\  which,  tho'  we  are  man  and  wife, 
and  lie  under  one  roof,  'tis  very  poffible  may  not  be 
this  fortnight.  [Exit  Gripe. 

Flippanta  fola. 

Nay,  thou  haft  a  bleflcd  time  on't,  that  muft  be 
confefs'd.  What  a  miferable  devil  is  a  hu(band  !  in- 
fupportable  to  himfelf,  and  a  plague  to  every  thing 
about  him.  But  he'd  as  good  be  Hill,  for  he'll  mifs 
of  his  aim.  If  I  know  her,  (which  I  think  I  do)  fhe'll 
fet  his  blood  in  fuch  a  ferment,  it  ftiall  bubble  out 
at  every  pore  of  him  ;  whilft  hers  is  fo  quiet  in  her 
veins,  her  pulfe  fhall  go  like  a  pendulum.  [Exit. 


ACT    III.      SCENE   Mrs.  Amlet's  Ha*fe. 

Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  IT  7 HERE'S  this  old  woman  ? A-hey. 

W    What  the  devil,  nobody  at  home  !  Ha  ! 
her  ftrong   box  ! — and  the  key  in't !  'tis  fo.     Now 

Fortune  be  my  friend.      What  the  deuce not  a 

penny  of  money  in  cafh  ! — Nor  a  checker  note  ! — Nor 

a  bank-bill  ! [fearches  the  ftrong  box.] Nor  a 

crooked  ftick  !  Nor  a Mum here's  feme- 
Is  5  thing 
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thing  -A  diamond  necklace,  by  all  the  Gods  !' 

Cons  the  old  woman Zeft.   [Claps  the  necklace  in 

his  pocket,  [Enter  Mrs.  Amlet.  Dick  runs  and  ajks  her 
tie/pug.]  Pray,  mother,  pray  to,  &c. 

4ml.   Js   it   poffible  ! Dick  upon   his   humble 

knee!  Ah!  my  dear  child  ! May  Heaven  be 

good  unto  thee. 

Dick.  I'm  come,  my  dear  mother,  to  pay  my  duty 
to  you,  and  to  afk  your  confent  to 

4ml.  What  a  fhape  is  there  ! 

Dick.  To  afk  your  confent,  I  fay,  to  marry  a  great 
fortune;  for  what  is  riches  in  this  world,  without  a 
bleffing  ?  and  how  can  there  be  a  bleffing,  without 
refpeft  and  duty  to  parents  ? 

Ami,  What  a  nofe  he  has  ! 

Dick.  And  therefore  it  being  the  duty  of  every 
good  child  not  todifpofeof  himfelf  in  marriage,  with- 
out the 

Ami.  Now  the  Lord  love  thee  [Kijfing  him."] 

for  thou  art  a  goodly  young  man.  Well,  Dick 

and  how  goes  it  with  the  lady  ?  are  her  eyes  open  to 
thy  charms  ?  does  fhe  fee  what's  for  her  own  good  ?• 
Js  fhe  fenfible  of  the  bleflings  thou  haft  in  ftore  for 
her  ?  Ha  !  is  all  fure  ?  Haft  thou  broke  a  piece  of 
money  with  her  ?  Speak,  bird,  do:  don't  be  modefr, 
and  hide  thy  love  from  thy  mother,  for  I'm  an  in- 
fulgent  parent. 

Dick.  Nothing  under  heaven  can  prevent  my  good 
fortune,  but  it's  being  difcover'd  lam  your  fon 

Ami.  Then  thou  art  ftill  afham'd  of  thy  natural 
Mother Gracelefs  !  Why,  I'm  no  whore,  firrah. 

Dick.  I  know  you  are  not A  whore  !  Blefs 

us  all — "  Who  the  devil  would  wake  you  one.   [AJide.]" 

Ami.  No ;  my  reputation's  as  good  as  the  beft  of 
them  ;  and  tho'  I  am  old,  I'm  chafte,  you  rafcal,  you. 

Dick.  Lord,  that  is  not  the  thing  we  talk  of,  mo- 
ther ;  but> 

Ami.  I  think,  as  the  world  goes,  they  may  be 
proud  of  marrying  their  daughter  into  a  vartuous 
family. 

Dick.  Oons,  vartue  is  not  the  cafe.» 

Aral.  Where  Hie  may  have  a  good  example  before 
ker  eyes. 

V*. 
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Dick.  O  Lord  !  O  Lord  !  O  Lord  ! 

Ami.  I'm  a  woman  that  don't  fo  much  as  encourage 
an  incontinent  look  towards  me. 

Dick.  I  tell  you,  s'death,   I  tell  yoir 

AmL  If  a  man  ihou'd  make  an  uncivil  motion  to 
me,  I'd  fpit  in  his  lafcivious  face :  and  all  this  you 
may  tell  them,  firrah, 

Dick.  Death  and  furies !  the  woman's  out  of  her — 

Ami.  Don't  you  fwear,  you  rafcal  you,  don't  you 
fwear  ;  we  fl''al"l  have  thee  hang'd  at  lait,  and  then  I 
fliall  be  di%rac'd. 

Dick.  Why  then  in  cold  blood  hear  me  fpeak  to 
you  :  I  tell  you  it's  a  city  fortune  I'm  about;  me  cares 
not  a  fig  for  your  virtue,  fhe'll  hear  of  nothing  but 
quality;  me  has  quarrelled  with  one  of  her  friends 
for  having  a  better  complexion,  and  is  refolv'd  ihe'll 
marry,  to  take  place  of  her. 

Ami.  What  a  cherry  lip  is  there  ! 

Dick.  Therefore,  good  dear  mother,  now  have  a 
care,  and  don't  difcover  me  ;  for  if  you  do,  all's  loft. 

AmL  Dear,  dear,  how  thy  fair  bride  will  be  de- 
lighted ;  go,  get  thee  gone,  go  :  go  fetch  her  home, 
go  fetch  hejp  home ;  I'll  give  her  a  fack-poflet,  and  a 
pillow  of  down  (he  mail  lay  her  head  upon.  Go, 
fetch  her  home,  I  fay. 

Dick.  Take  care  then  of  the  main  chance,  my  dear 
juother  ;  remember  if  you  difcover  me 

Ami.  Go  fetch  her  home,  I  fay 

Dick.  You  ffromife  me  then 

Ami.   March. 

Dick.  But  fwear  to  me—— 

Ami.   Be  gone,   firrah. 

Dick.  Well,  I'll  rely  upon  you  — But  one  kifs  before 
I  go.  [Ki/es  her  heartily,  and  runs  off'. 

AmL  Now  the  Lord  love  thee  j  for  thou  art  a  com- 
fortable yoang  man.  '[Exit  Mrs.  Amlet. 

SCENE      Gripe's   Houfs. 

E>:ter    Corinna   and  Flippanta. 

Cor.  But  hark  you,  Flippanta,  if  you  don*t  tnirsk 

ie  loves  me  dearly,  don't  give  him  my  letter,  after  all. 

B  6  Jlip. 
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Flip.  Let  me  alone. 

Cor.  When  he  has  read  it,  let  him  give  it  you  again. 
Flip.  Don't  trouble  yourfelf. 
Cor.  And  not  a  word  of  the  pudding  to  my  mother- 
in-law. 

Flip.  Enough. 

Cor.  When  we  come  to  love  one  another  to  the  pur- 
pofe,  me  mall  know  all. 

Flip.  Ay,  then  'twill  be  time. 
Cor.  But  remember  'tis  you  make  me  do  all  thi» 
now,  fo  if  any  mifchief  come's  on't,  'tis  you  muft  an- 
iwer  for't. 

Flip.  I'll  be  your  fecurity. 

Cor.  I'm  young,  and  know  nothing  of  the  matter  ; 
but  you  have  experience,  fo  it's  your  bufmefs  to  con- 
duft  me  fafe. 

Flip.   Poor  innocence  ! 

Cor.  But  tell  me,  in  ferious  fadnefs,  Flippanta,  doea 
he  love  me  with  the  very  foul  of  him  ? 

Flip*  I  have  told  you  fo  an  hundred  times,  and  yet 
you  are  not  fatisfied. 

Cor.  But,  methinks,  I'd  fain  have  him  tell  me  fo 
himfelf. 

Flip.  Have  patience,  and  it  (hall  be  done. 
Cor.  Why,  patience  is  a  virtue ;  that  we  muft  all 
eonfefs — But  I  fancy,  the  fooner  it's  done  the  better, 
Flippanta. 

Enter  Jeflamin. 

Jtff.  Madam,  yonder's  your  geography-matter 
waiting  for  you.  [Exit. 

Cor.  Ah  !  how  I  am  tir'd  with  thefe  old  fumbling 
fellows,  Flippanta. 

Flip.  Well,  don't  let  them  break  your  heart,  you 
fhall  be  rid  cf  them  all  ere  long. 

Cor.  Nay,  'tis  not  the  ftudy  I'm  fo  weary  of,  Flip- 
panta, 'tis  the  odious  thing  that  teaches  me.  Were 
the  colonel  my  mafter,  I  fancy  I  could  take  pleafure 
in  learning  every  thing  he  could  mew  me. 

Flip.  And  he  can  Ihew  you  a  great  deal,  I  can  tell 
you  that.     But  get  you  gone  in,  here's  fomebody 
coming;  we  muft  not  be  feen  together. 
»     Cor.  I  will,  I  will,  I  will— Q  the  dear  colonel. 

[Runscf. 
Znttz 
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Enter  Mrs.   Amlet. 

flip.  O  ho,  it's  Mrs.  Amlet -What  brings  you 

fo  foon  to  us  again,   Mrs.  Amlet  ? 

Ami.  Ah,  my  dear  Mrs.  Flippanta,  I'm  in  a  furious 
fright. 

Flip.  Why,  what's  come  to  you  ? 
Ami.   Ah  !  mercy  on  us   all — Madam's  diamond 
necklace— 

Flip.  What  of  that  ? 

Ami.  Are  you  fure  you  left  it  in  my  houfe  ? 
Flip.  Sure  I  left  it  !   a  very  pretty  quellion  truly  ! 
Ami.  Nay,  don't  be  angry  ;   lay  nothing  to  madam 
of  it,  I  befeech  you:  it  will  be  found  again,  if  it  bev 
Heav'n's  good  will.     At  leaft,  'tis  I  muft  bear  the  lofs 
on't.     'Tis  my  rogue  of  a  fon  has  laid  his  birdlime 
fingers  on't, 

Flip.  Your  fon,  Mrs.  Amlet !  Do  you  breed  your 
children  up  to  fuch  tricks  as  thefe  then  ? 

Ami.  What  fliall  I  fay  to  you,  Mrs.  Flippanta  ? 
Can  I  help  it  ?  He  has  been  a  rogue  from  his  cradle, 
Dick  has.  But  he  has  his  deferts  too.  And  now  it 
comes  in  my  head,  mayhap,  he  may  have  no  ill  defign 
in  this  neither. 

Flip.  No  ill  defign,  woman  !  He's  a  pretty  fellow 
if  he  can  fteal  a  diamond  necklace  with  a  good  one. 

Ami.  You  don't  know  him,  Mrs.  Flippanta,  fo 
well  as  I  that  bore  him.  Dick's  a  rogue,  'tis  true, 
but— Mum — 

Flip.  What  does  the  woman  mean  ? 
Ami.  Hark  you,    Mrs.   Flippanta,  is   not  here   a 
young  gentlewoman  in  your  houfe  that  wants  a  huf- 
bandi 

Flip.  Why  do  you  afk  ? 

Ami.  By  way  of  converfation  only,  it  does  not  con- 
cern me ;  but  when  me  marries,  I  may  chance  to 
dance  at  the  wedding.  Remember,  I  tell  you  fo ;  I 
who  am  but  Mrs.  Amlet. 

Flip.  You  dance  at  her  wedding  !  you  ! 

Ami.  Yes  I,  I ;  but  don't  trouble  madam  about  her 

necklace,    perhaps   it  mayn't  go  out  of  the  family. 

Adieu,  Mrs.  Flippanta.  [Exit  Mrs.  Amlet. 

Flip.  What — what — what  does  the  woman  mean  ? 

The  necklace  loft  ;  and  her  fon  Dick  j  and  a  fortune 

to 

" 
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to  marry  ;  and  fhefhall  dance  at  the  wedding;  and—- 
She does  not  intend,  I  hope,  to  propofe  a  match  be- 
tween her  Ton  Dick  and  Corinrar  By  my  confcience 
1  believe  ftie  does.     An  old  beldam  ! 
Enter  Brafs. 

Brafs.  Well,  huffy,  how  fland  our  affairs?  Has. 
mifs  writ  us  an  anfwer  yet  ?  My  matter's  very  impa- 
tient yonder. 

Flip.  And  why  the  deuce  does  not  he  come  hrmfelf  ? 
What  does  he  fend  fuch  idle  fellows  as  thee  of  his  er- 
rand s  ?  Here  I  had  her  alone  juft  now  :  he  won't  have 
fuch  an  opportunity  again  this  month,  I  can  tell  him 
that. 

Srafe.  So  much  the  worfe  for  him  ;  'tis  his  bnfi- 
nefs But  now,  my  dear,  let  thee  and  I  talk  a  lit- 
tle of  our  own  :  I  grow  moft  damnably  in  love  with 
thee,  doft  hear  that  ? 

Flip*  Phu  !  thou  art  always  timing  things  wrong  ; 
my  head  is  full,  at  prefent,  of  more  important  things 
than  love  > 

Brafs.  Then  it's  full  of  important  things  indeed: 
dort  want  a  privy  counfellor  ? 

Flip.  I  want  an  affiftant. 

Brafs.  To  do  what  ? 

Flip.  Mifchief. 

Brafs.  I'm  thy  man — touch. 

Flip.  But  before  I  venture  to  let  thee  into  my  pro- 
ject, pr'ythee  tell  me,  whether  thou  find'lt  a  natural 
difpofition  to  ruin  a  hufband  to  oblige  his  wife  ? 

Brafs.  Is  me  handfome  ? 
-     Flip.  Yes. 

Brafs.  Why  then  my  difpofition's  at  her  fervice. 

Flip.  She's  beholden  to  thee. 

Brafs.  Not  me  alone,  neither,  therefore  don't  let 
her  grow  vain  upon't !  for  I  have  three  or  four  affairs 
of  that  kind  going  at  this  time. 

Flip.  Well,  go  carry  this  epiftle  from  mifs  to  thy 
mailer;  and  when  thou  com'lt  back,  I'll  tell  thee  thy 
bufinefs. 

Brafs.  I'll  know  it  before  I  go,  if  you  pleafe. 

Flip.  Thy  matter  waits  for  an  anfwer. 

Brafs.  I'd  rather  he  fhou'd  wait  than  L 

Flip. 
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Flip.  Why  then,  in  fhort,  Araminta's  hufband  is 
in  love  with  my  lady. 

Brafs.  Very  well,  child,  we  have  a  Rowland  for 
her  Oliver  :  thy  lady's  hufband  is  in  love  with  Ara- 
minta. 

Flip.  Who  told  you  that,  firrah? 

Brafs.  'Tis  a  negotiation  I  am  charg'd  with,  Pert, 
Did  not  I  tell  thee  I  did  bufinefs  for  half  the  town  i  I 
have  manag'd  mailer  Gripe's  little  affairs  for  him 
thefe  ten  years,  you  flut  you. 

Flip.  Hark  thee,  Brafs,  the  game's' in  our  hands, 
if  we  can  but  play  the  cards» 

Rrafs.  Pique  and  repique,  you  jade  you,  if  the 
wives  will  fall  into  a  good  intelligence. 

Flip.  Let  them  alone ;  I'll  anfwer  for  them  they 
don't  flip  the  occafion — See  here  they  come.  They 
little  think  what  a  piece  of  good  news  we  have  for 
them. 

Enter  ClarifTa,  Araminta,  and  JefTamin. 

Clar.  JefTamin  !  here  boy,  carry  up  thefe  things 
into  my  drefling-roorn,  and  break  as  many  of  them 
by  the  way  as  you  can,  be  fure.  [Exit  Jeff.]  O  ! 
art  thou  there,  Brafs  !  What  news  ? 

Brafs.  Madam,  I  only  call'd  in  as  I  was  going  by. 
But  fome   little  propofuions   Mrs.  Flippanta 
has  been  flarting,  have  kept  me  here  to  offer  your  la- 
dyfhip  my  humble  fervice. 

Clar.  What  propofuions  ? 

Brafs.  She'll  acquaint  you,   madam. 

Aram.  Is  there  any  thing  new,   Flippanta  ? 

Flip.  Yes,  and  pretty  too. 

Clar.  That  follows  of  courfe ;  but  let's  have  it, 
quick. 

Flip.  Why,  madam,  you  have  made  a  conqueft. 

Clar.  Huffy But  of  who?  quick.. 

Flip.  Of  Mr.  Moneytrap,  that's  all. 

Aram.  My  hufband  ! 

Flip.  Yes,  your  hufband,  madam  :  you  thought" 
fit  to  corrupt  ours,  fo  now  we  are  even  with  you. 

Aram.  Sure  thou  art  in  jeft,  Flippanta. 

Flip.  Serious  as  my  devotions. 

Brafs.  And  the  crofs  intrigue,  ladies,  is  what  our 
Groins  have  been  at  work  about.. 
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Aram.  My  dear  !  [To  Clarifla. 

Clar.   My  life  ! 

Aram.  My  angel ! 

Clar.  My  foul !  [Hugging  ene  another. 

Aram.  The  ftars  have  done  this. 

Clar.  The  pretty  little  twinklers. 

Flip.  And  what  will  you  do  for  them  now  ? 

Clar.  What  grateful  creatures  ought ;  ftiew  'em  we 
don't  defpife  their  favours. 

Aram.  But  is  not  this  a  wager  between  thefe  two 
blockheads  ? 

Clar.  I  would  not  give  a  flailing  to  go  the  winner's 
halves. 

Aram.  Then  'tis  the  mofl  fortunate  thing  that  ever 
could  have  happen'd. 

Clar.  All  your  laft  night's  ideas,  Araminta,  were 
trifles  to  it. 

Aram.  Brafs  (my  dear)  will  be  ufeful  to  us. 

Brafs.  At  your  fervice,  madam. 

Clar.  Flippanta  will  be  neceflary,  my  life  ! 

Flip.  She  waits  your  commands,  madam. 

Aram.  For  my  part  then,  I  recommend  my  hufband 
to  thee,  Flippanta,  and  make  it  my  earneft  requeft 
thou  won't  leave  him  one  half  crown. 

Flip.  I'll  do  all  I  can  to  obey  you,  madam. 

Brafs.  [To  Clarifla.]  If  your  ladyfhip  wou'd  give 
me  the  fame  kind  orders  for  yours. 

Clar.  O if  thou  fpar'ft  him,    Brafs,    I'm   thy 

enemy  till  I  die. 

Brafs.  'Tis  enough,  madam,  I'll  be  fure  to  give 
you  a  reafonable  account  of  him.  But  how  do  you 
intend  we  (hall  proceed,  ladies  ?  Muft  we  ftorm  the 
purfe  at  once,  or  break  ground  in  form,  and  carry  it 
by  little  and  little  ? 

•Clar.  Storm,  dear  Brafs,  ftorm  :  ever  whilft  you 
live,  ftorm. 

Aram.  O,  by  all  means  ;  muft  it  not  be  fo,  Flip- 
panta ? 

"     Flip.  In  four-and-twenty  hours,  two  hundred  pounds 
a-piece,  that's  my  fentence. 

Brafs.  Very  well.  But,  ladies,  you'll  give  me 
leave  to  put  you  in  mind  of  fome  little  expcnce  in 

favours. 
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favours,  'twill  be  neceflary  you  are  at,  to  thefe  honeft 
gentlemen. 

Aram.  Favours,  Brafs  ! 

Brafs.  Um— a— fome  fmall  matters,  madam,  I 
doubt  muft  be. 

Clar.  Now  that's  a  vile  article,  Araminta  ;  for 
that  thing  your  hufband  is  fo  like  mine > 

Flip.  Pha,~there's  a  fcruple  indeed.  Pray,  madam, 
don't  be  fo  fqueamifli  ;  tho'  the  meat  be  a  little  flat, 
we'll  find  you  favoury  fauce  to  it. 

Clar.  This  wench  is  fo  mad. 

Flip.  Why,  what  in  the  name  of  Lucifer  is  it  you 
have  to  do,  that's  fo  terrible  ? 

Brafs.  A  civil  look  only. 

Aram.  There's  no  great  harm  in  that  I 

Flip.   An  obliging  word. 

Clar.  That  one  may  afford  'em. 

Brafs.  A  little  fmile,  apropos. 

Aram.  That's  but  giving  one's  felf  an  air. 

Flip.  Receive  a  little  letter  perhaps. 

Clar.  Women  of  quality  do  that  from  fifty  odious 
fellows. 

Brafs.  Suffer  (may  be)  a  fqueeze  by  the  hand. 

Aram.  One's  fo  us'd  to  that,  one  docs  not  feel  it. 

Flip.  Or  if  a  kifs  wou'd  do't. 

Clar.  I'd  die  firft. 

Brafs.  Indeed,  ladies,  I  doubt  'twill  be  neceflary 
to 

Clar.  Get  their  wretched  money,  without  paying  fo 
dear  for  it. 

Flip.  Well,  juft  as  you  pleafe  for  that,  my  ladies  : 
but  I  fuppofe  you'll  play  upon  the  fquare  with  your 
favour,  and  not  pique  yourfelves  upon  being  one  more 
grateful  than  another. 

Brafs.  And  ftate  a  fair  account  of  receipts  and  dif- 
burfements. 

Aram.  That  I  think  Ihou'd  be,  indeed. 

Clar.  With  all  my  heart,  and  Brafs  (hall  be  our 
book-keeper.  So  get  thee  to  work,  man,  as  faft  a* 
thou  canft  ;  but  not  a  word  of  all  this  to  thy  mafter. 

Brafs.  I'll  obferve  my  order,  madam.     [Exit  Brafs. 

Clar.  I'll  have  the  pleafure  of  telling  him  myfelf; 
he'll  be  violently  delighted  with  k  ;  'tis  the  belt  man 

in 
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in  the  world,  Araminta  ;  he'll  bring  us  rare  company 
to-morrow,  all  forts  of  gamefters ;  and  thou  (halt  fee 
my  huiband  will  be  fuch  a  beaft  to  be  out  of  humour 
at  it. 

Aram.  The  monfter — But  hum,  here's  my  dear 
approaching;  pr'ythee  let's  leave  him  to  Flippanta. 

•Flip.  Ay,  pray -do;  I'll  bring  you  a  good  account 
of  him,  I'll  warrant  you. 

Clar.  Difpatch  then,  for  the  baflet- table's  in  hafte. 
[Exeunt  Clar.  and  Aram. 
Flippanta  fola. 

So,  now  have  at  him  ;  here  he  comes :  we'll  try  if 
we  can  pillage  the  ufurer,  as  he  does  other  folks. 
Enter  Money  trap. 

Mon.  Well,  my  pretty  Flippanta,  is  thy  miftref* 
come  home  ? 

Flip.  Yes,  fir. 

Mon.  And  where  is  fhe,  pr'ythre  f 

Flip.  Gone  abroad,  fir. 

Mon.  How  doft  mean  ? 

Flip.  I  mean  right,  fir  ;  my  lady'll  come  home 
and  go  abroad  ten  times  in  an  hour,  when  me  is  either 
in  very  good  humour,  or  very  bad. 

Mon.  Good-lack  !  But  I'll  warrant,  in  general, 
'tis  her  naughty  hufband  that  makes  her  houfe  uneafy 
to  her.  But  haft  thou  faid  a  little  fomething  to  her, 
chicken,  for  an  expiring  lover  ?  ha  f 

Flip.  Said yes,  I  have  faid,  much  good  may  it 

dome. 

Mon.  Well!   and  how? 

Flip.   And  how  ! And  how  do  you  think  you 

wou'd  have  me  do't  ?  and  you  have  fuch  a  way  with 
you,  one  can  refufe  you  nothing.  But  1  have  brought 
myfelf  into  a  fine  bufinefs  by  it. 

Mon.  Good  lack But  I  hope,  Flippanta      •     .. 

Flip.  Yes,  your  hopes  will  do  much,  when  I  ant 
turn'd  out  of  doors. 

Mon.  Was  me  then  terribly  angry  ? 

Flip.  Oh!  had  you  feen  how  fhe  flew,  when  me 
faw  where  I  was  pointing  ;  for  you  muft  know  I  went 
round  the  bum,  and  round  the  bum,  before  I  came 
to  the  matter. 

Mon.  Nay,  'tis  a  ticklifh  point,  that  muft  beown'd. 
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Flip.  On  my  word  is  it — I  mean  where  a  lady's 
iruly  virtuous  ;  for  that's  our  cafe,  you  muft  know. 

Men.  A  very  dangerous  cafe  indeed. 

Flip.  But  I  can  tell  you  one  thing — Ihe  has  an  in- 
clination to,  you. 

Man.  Is  it  poflible  ! 

Flip.  Yes,  and  I  told  her  fo  at  laft. 

Mon.  Well,  and  what  did  Ihe  anfwer  thee  ? 

Flip.  Slap— and  bid  me  bring  it  to  you  for  a  token* 
\Gwing  him  a  flap  on  the  face. 

Mon.  And  you  have  loft  none  on't  by  the  way,  with 
a  pox  t'ye.  [-4/ide. 

Flip.  Now  this,  I  think,  looks  the  beft  in  the 
world. 

Mon.  Yea,  but  really  it  feels  a  little  odly. 

Flip.  Why,  you  muft  know,  ladies  have  different 
ways  of  exprefling  their  kindnefs,  according  to  the 
humour  they  are  in:  if  fhe  had  been  in  a  good  one, 
it  had  been  a  kifs ;  but  as  long  as  fhe  fent  you  fome- 
thing,  your  affairs  go  well. 

Mon.  Why,  truly,  I  am  a  little  ignorant  in  the 
myfterious  paths  of  love,  fo  I  muft  be  guided  by  thee. 
But,  pr'ythee,  take  her  in  a  good  humour  next  token 
file  fends  me. 

Flip.  Ah good  humour? 

Mon.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Flip.  Poor  lady  ! 

Mon.  Ha. 

Flip.  If  I  durft  tell  you  all 

Mon.  What  then  ? 

Flip.  You  wou'd  not  exped  to  fee  her  in  one  a  good 
while. 

Mon.  Why,  I  pray  ? 

Flip.  I  muft  own  I  did  take  an.  unfeafonable  time 
to  talk  of  love-matters  to  her. 

Mon.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Flip.  Nothing. 

Mon.  Nay,  pr'ythee  tell  me  r 

Flip.  I  dare  not. 

Mon.  You  muft  indeed. 

Flip.  Why,  when  women  are  in  difficulties,  now 
can  they  think  of  pleafure? 

M)in.  Why,  what  difficulties  can  (he  be  in  ? 
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Flip.  Nay,  I  do  but  guefs,  after  all;  for  fhe  ha$ 
that  grandeur  of  foul,  fhe'd  die  before  fhe'd  tell.' 

Moa.  But  what  doft  thou  fufpeft  i 

Flip.  Why,  what  fhould  one  fufpeft,  where  a  huf- 
band  loves  nothing  but  getting  of  money,  and  a  wife 
nothing  but  fpending  on't  ? 

Mon.  So  (he  wants  that  fame  then  ? 

Flip.  I  fay  no  fuch  thing,  I  know  nothing  of  the 
.matter  ;  pray  make  no  wrong  interpretation  of  what 
I  fay,  my  lady  wants  nothing  that  I  know  of.  'Tis 
true — fhe  has  had  ill  luck  at  cards  of  late,  I  believe 
Hie  has  not  won  once  this  mouth  :  but  what  of  that  ? 

Men.    Ha  ! 

Flip.  'Tis  true,  I  know  her  fpirit's  that,  (he'd  fee 
her  hafband  hang'd  before  fhe'd  afk  him  for  a  far- 
thing. 

Mon.  Ha! 

Flip.  And  then  I  know  him  again,  he'd  fee  her 
drown'd  before  he'd  give  her  a  fartliing ;  but  that'* 
a  help  to  your  affair,  you  know. 

Mon.  Tis  fo,  indeed. 

Flip.  Ah well,  I'll  fay  nothing  ;  but  if  (he  had 

Hone  of  thefe  things  to  fret  her — — - 

•Mon.  Why  really,  Flippanta 

Flip.  I  know  what  you  are  going  to  fay  now  ;  you 
are  going  to  offer  your  fervice,  but  'twon't  do;  you 
have  a  mind  to  play  the  gallant  now,  but  it  muft  not 
be  ;  you  want  to  be  mewing  your  liberality,  but 
'twon't  be  allow'd  ;  you'll  be  preffing  me  to  offer  it, 
and  (he'll  be  in  a  lag^-.  We  fhall  have  the  devil  to 
do. 

Mon.  You  miftake  me,  Flippanta;  I  was  only 
going  to  fay  .  . 

Flip.  Ay,  I  know  what  you  were  going  to  fay,  well 
enough  ;  but  I  tell  you  it  will  never  do  fo.  If  one 
could  find  out  fome  way  now ay let  me  fee  — 

Mon.  Indeed  I  hope 

Flip.  Pray  be  quiet no but  I'm  thinking- 
hum — (he'll  fmoke  that  tho' — let  us  confider — If  one 

cou'd  find  a  way  to 'Tis  the  nicefl  point  in  the 

world  to  bring  about,  fhe'll  never  touch  it  if  fhe  knows 
from  whence  it  comes. 

Jfrc. 
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Men.  Shall  I  try  if  I  can  reafon  her  hufband  out  of 
twenty  pounds,  to  make  her  eafy  the  reft  of  her  life  ? 

Flip.  Twenty  pounds,  man  ? why  you  fhall  fee 

her  let  that  upon  a  card.  O — flie  has  a  great  foul. — 
JBefides,  if  her  hufband  fhould  oblige  her,  it  might 
in  time  take  off  her  averfion  to  him,  and  by  confe- 
quence,  her  inclination  to  you.  No,  no,  it  muft  ne- 
ver come  that  way. 

Man.  What  fhall  we  do  then  r 

Flip.  Hold  (till 1  have  it.  I'll  tell  you  what 

you  fhall  do. 

Man.    Ay. 

Flip.  You  fhall  make  her — a  reftitution of  two 

hundred  pounds. 

Man.  Ha  ! a  reftitution  ! 

Flip.  Yes,  yes,  'tis  the  luckieft  thought  in  the 
world  :  madam  often  plays,  you  know,  and  folks  who 
do  fo,  meet  now-and-then  with  fharpers.  Now  you 
fliall  be  a  fharper. 

Men.   A  fharper  ! 

Flip.  Ay,  ay,  a  fharper  ;  and  having  cheated  her 
of  two  hundred  pounds,  fhall  be  troubled  in  mind, 
and  fend  it  her  back  again.  You  comprehend  me  ? 

Man.  Yes  I,  I  comprehend,  but  a won't  fht 

fufpeft  if  it  be  fo  much  ? 

Flip.  No,  no,  the  more  the  better. 

Man.  Two  hundred  pounds  ! 

Flip.  Yes,  two  hundred  pounds — Or,  let  me  fee — 
fo  even  a  fum  may  look  a  little  fufpicious — ay  — let  it 
be  two  hundred  and  thirty;  that  odd  thirty  will  make 
it  look  fo  natural,  the  devil  won't  find  it  out. 

Men.  Ha  ! 

Flip.  Pounds,  too,  look  I  don't  know  how ;  gui- 
neas, I  fancy,  were  better  —  ay,  guineas,  it  fhall  be 
guineas.  You  are  of  that  mind,  are  you  not  ? 

Men.   Um a  guinea  you  know,  Flippanta,  is— 

Flip.  A  thoufand  times  genteeler,  yon  are  certainly 
in  the  right  on't ;  it  fhail  be  as  you  fay,  two  hundred 
and  th-rty  guineas. 

Man.  Ho well,  if  it  muft  be  guineas,  let's  fee, 

two  hundred  guineas. 

Fhp.  And  thirty;  two  hundred  and  thirty  :  if  you 

miftake  the  fum,  you  fpoil  all.     So  go  put  them  in  a 

3  P«fe, 
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purfc,  while  it's  frefh  in  your  head,  and  fend  'em  to 
me,  with  a  penitential  letter,  defiring  I'll  do  you 
the  favour  to  reftore  them  to  her. 

Man.  Two  hundred  and  thirty  pounds  in  a  bag  ! 

Flip.  Guineas,  I  fay,  guineas. 

Mon.  Ay,  guineas,  that's  true.  But,  Flippanta,  if 
{he  don't  know  they  come  from  me,  then  i  give  my 
money  for  nothing,  you  know. 

Flip.  Phu,  leave  that  to  me,  I'll  manage  the  flock 
for  you  ;  I'll  make  it  produce  fomething,  I'll  warrant 
you. 

Mon.  Well,  Flippanta,  'tis  a  great  fum  indeed  ; 
but  I'll  go  try  what  I  can  do  for  her.  You  fay,  two 
hundred  guineas  in  a  purfe  ? 

Flip.  And  thirty;  if  the  man's  in  his  fenfes. 

Mon.  And  thirty,  'tis  true,  1  always  forget  that 
thirty.  [£v//Mon. 

Flip.  So,  get  thee  gone,  thou  art  a  rare  fellow, 
i'faith.     Brafs  ! — it's  thee,  is't  not  I 
Inter  Brafs. 

Brafs.  It  is,  houfwife.  How  go  matters  ?  I  ftaid 
till  thy  gentleman  was  gone.  Haft  done  any  thing 
towards  our  common  purfe  ? 

Flip.  I  think  I  have  ;  he's  going  to  make  us  a  re- 
ftitution  of  two  or  three  hundred  pounds. 

Brafs.  A  reftitution  ! good. 

Flip.  A  new  way,  firrah,  to  make  a  lady  take  a 
prefent  without  putting  her  to  the  blu-fli. 

Brafs.  'Tis  very  well,  mighty  well  indeed.  Pr'y- 
thee  where's  thy  mafter  ?  let  rne  try  if  I  can  perfuade 
him  to  be  troubled  in  mind  too. 

Flip.  Not  fo  hafty ;  he's  gone  into  his  clofet  to 
prepare  himfelf  for  a  quarrel,  1  have  advis'd  him  to — 
with  his  wife. 

Brafs.  What  to  do  ? 

Flip.  Why,  to  make  her  ftay  at  home,  now  fhe 
has  refolv'd  to  do  it  beforehand.  You  muft  know, 
firrah,  we  intend  to  make  a  merit  of  our  baflet-table, 
and  get  a  good  pretence  for  the  merry  companions  we 
intend  to  All  his  houie  with. 

Brafs.  Very  nicely  fpun,  truly ;  thy  huiband  will  be 
a  happy  man. 

Flip. 
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Flip.  Hold  your  tongue,  you  fool  you.  See  here 
comes  your  mailer. 

Brafs.  He's  welcome. 

Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  My  dear  Flippanta  !  how  many  thanks  have 
I  to  pay  thee  ? 

Flip.  Do  you  like  her  ftile  ? 

Dick.  The  kindeft  little  rogue  !  there's  nothing 
but  Ihe  gives  me  leave  to  hope.  I  am  the  happiell 
man  the  world  has  in  its  care. 

Flip.  Not  fo  happy  as  you  think  for  neither,  per- 
haps ;  you  have  a  rival,  fir,  I  can  tell  you  that. 

Dick.  A  rival ! 

Flip.  Yes,  and  a  dangerous  one  too. 

Dick.  Who,  in  the  name  of  terror ,? 

Flip.  A  devilifh  fellow,  one  Mr.  Amlet. 

Dick.  Amlet  !  I  know  no  fuch  man. 

Flip.  You  know  the  man's  mother  tho' ;  you  met 
her  here,  and  are  in  her  favour,  I  can  tell  you.  If  he 
worft  you  in  your  miftrefs,  you  fhall  e'en  marry  her, 
and  difjnherit  him. 

Dick.  If  I  have  no  other  rival  but  Mr.  Arnlet,  I 
believe  I  (han't  be  much  difturb'd  in  my  amour.  But 
can't  I  fee  Corinna  ? 

Flip.  I  don't  know  ;  fhe  has  always  feme  of  her 
matters  with  her  :  but  I'll  go  fee  if  fhe  can  fpare  you 
a  moment,  and  bring  you  word.  \Exit. 

Dick.  I  wifh  my  old  hobbling  mother  han't  been 
blabbing  fomething  here  me  fhould  not  do. 

Brafs.  Fear  nothing,  all's  fafe  on  that  fide  yet. 
But  how  fpeaks  young  miftrefs's  epiftle  .*  foft  and 
tender  ? 

Dick.  As  pen  can  write. 

Brafs.  So  you  think  all  goes  well  there  ? 

Dick.   As  my  heart  can  wifh. 

Brafs.  You  are  fure  on't  ? 

Dick.  Sure  on't  ! 

Brafs.  Why  then,  ceremony  afide,  [putting  on  hit 
kat.]  you  and  I  mull  have  a  little  talk,  Mr.  Amlet. 

Dick.  Ah,  Brafc,  what  art  thou  going  to  do  ?  wo't 
ruin  me  ? 

Brafs.  Look  you,  Dick,  few  words  ;  you  are  in  a 
fmooth  way  of  making  your  fortune  j  I  hope  all  will 

toll 
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roll  on.     But  how  do  you  intend  matters  (hall  pafs 
'twixt  you  and  me  in  this  bufmefs  ? 

Dick.  Death  and  furies !  What  a  time  doft  take  to 
talk  on't  ? 

Brafi.  Good  words,  or  I  betray  you  ;  they  have  al- 
ready heard  of  one  Mr.  Amlet  in  the  houfe. 

Dick.  Here's  a  fon  of  a  whore  !  \_AJtde. 

Brafs.  In  Ihort,  look  fmooth,  and  be  a  good  prince. 
I  am  your  valet,  'tis  true  :  your  footman,  Ibmetimes, 
which  I'm  enrag'd  at  ;  but  you  have  always  had  the 
afcendant,  I  confefs :  when  we  were  fchoel-fello\vs, 
you  made  me  carry  your  books,  make  your  exercifr, 
own  your  rogueries,  and  fometimes  take  a  whipping 
for  you.  When  we  were  fellow-prentices,  tho'  I  was 
your  fenior,  you  made  me  open  the  mop,  clean  my 
matter's  (hoes,  cut  laft  at  dinner,  and  eat  all  the  cruft. 
In  our  fins  too,  I  muft  own  you  Hill  kept  me  under; 
you  foar'd  up  to  'adultery  with'themiftrefs,  while  I  was 
'  at'  humble  *  fornication'  with  the  maid.  Nay,  in  our 
punifhments  you  ftill  made  good  your  poft  ;  for  when 
once  upon  a  time  I  was  fentenc'd  but  to  be  whipp'd,  I 
cannot  deny  but  you  were  condemned  to  be  hang'd.  So 
that  in  all  times,  I  muft  confefs,  your  inclinations  have 
been  greater  and  nobler  than  mine ;  however,  I  can- 
not confent  that  you  fhou'd  at  once  fix  fortune  for 
life,  and  I  dwell  in  my  humilities  for  the  reft  of  my 
days. 

Dick.  Hark  thee,  Brafs,  if  I  do  not  moft  nobly  by 
the^,  I'm  a  dog. 

Brafs.  And  when  ? 

Dick.  As  foon  as  cvdr  I  am  married. 

Brafs.  Ay,  the  pox  take  thee. 

Dick.  Then  you  miftruft  me  ? 

Brafs.  I  do,  by  my  faith.  Look  you,  fir,  fome 
folks  we  miftruft,  becaufe  we  don't  know  them : 
others  we  miftruft,  becaufe  we  do  know  them :  and 
for  one  of  thele  rcafons  I  dcfire  there  may  be  a  bargain 
beforehand:  .if  not,  [Raifing  his  voice.]  look  ye,  Dick- 
Amlet 

Dick.  Soft,  my  dear  friend  and  companion.  The 
dog  will  ruin  me.  \AJide. \  Sav,  what  is't  will  content 
thee  ? 

Brafs.  O  ho ! 

Ditk, 
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J)ick.  But  how  canft  thou  be  fuch  a  barbarian? 

JBrafs.  I  learnt  it  at  Algiers. 

Dick.  Come,  make  thy  Turkilh  demand  then. 

Brafs.  You  know  you  gave  me  a  bank-bill  this 
morning  to  receive  for  you. 

Dick .  I  did  fo,  of  fifty  pounds,  'tis  thine.  So,  novr 
thou  art  fatisfy'd,  all's  fix'd. 

Bra/3.  It  is  not  indeed.  There's  a  diamond  neck- 
lace you  robb'd  your  mother  of  e'en  now. 

-Dick.  Ah,  you  Jew  ! 

Urafs.  No  words. 

Dick .  My  dear  Brafs ! 

Brafs.  I  infift. 

Dick .  My  old  friend  ! 

Brafs.  Dick  Amlet,  \Raijing  bis  •voice.}  I  infift. 

Dick.  Ah,  the  cormorant— Well,  'tis  thine  :  but 
thou'lt  never  thrive  with  it. 

Brafs.  When  I  find  it  begins  to  dome  mifchief,  I'll 
give  it  you  again.  But  I  mull  have  a  weddine-fiit. 

Dick.  Well. 

Brafs.  Some  good  lace. 

*Dick.  Thou  flu't. 

Brafs.  A  flock  of  line*. 

Dick.  Enough. 

Brafs.  Not  yet a  filver  hiked  fword. 

Dick.  Well,  thou  flia't  have  that  too.  Now  thq» 
Jiall  every  thing. 

Brafs.  God  forgive  me,  I  forgot  a  ring  of  remem- 
brance ;  I  wou'd  not  forget  all  thefe  favours  for  the 
\vorld  :  a  fparkling  diamond  will  be  always  playing 
in  my  eye,  and  put  me  in  mind  of  them. 

•Dick.  This  unconfcionable  rogue  !  [A/iile.]  Well, 
I'll  befpeak  one  for  thee. 

Brafs.   Brilliant. 

Dick.  It  mall.  But  if  the  thing  don't  fucceed  afi,er 
.all 

Brafs.  I'm  a  man  of  honour,  and  reflore  :  and  fo 
the  treaty  being  finifli'd,  I  ftrikemy  flag  of  defiance, 
And  fall  into  my  refpe&s  again.  [Taking  off  his  hat. 

Enter  Flippanta. 

Flip.  I  have  made  you  wait  a  little,  but  I  could 
not  help  it,  her  mailer  is  but  juft  gone.  He  has  been 
Chewing  her  prince  Eugene's  march  into  Italy. 

C  Dick. 
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Dick .  Pr'ythee  let  me  come  to  her,  I'll  (hew  her  a 
part  of  the  world  he  has  never  fhevvn  her  yet. 

Flip.  So  I  told  her,  you  muft  know ;  and  fhe  faid 
fhe  cou'd  like  to  travel  in  good  company  :  fo  if  you'll 
flip  up  thofe  back  .Hairs,  you  fhaJl  try  if  you  can  a- 
gree  upon  the  journey. 

Dick.  My  dear.Flippanta  ! 

Flip.  None  of  your  dear  acknowledgments,  I  be- 
feech  you,  but  upftairs  as  hard  as  you  can  drive. 

Dick .  I'm  gone.  [Exit  Dick. 

Flip.  And  do  you  follow  him*  Jack-a-dandy,  and 
fee  he  is  not  furpris'd. 

Brafs.  I  thought  that  was  your  port,  Mrs.  Ufeful : 
but  if  you'll  come  and  keep  me  in  humour,  I  don't 
care  if  I  mare  the  duty  with  your 

Flip.  No  words,  firrah,  but  follow  him,  I  have 
fomewhat  elfe  to  do. 

Brafs.  The  jade's  fo  abfolute  there's  no  contefting 
with  her.  One  kifs  tho',  to  keep  the  centinel  warm. 
[Civet  her  a  long  kifs.}  —  So.  [Exit  Brafs. 

Flip.  '  A  nafty  rogue.'  [Wiping  her 

moutb.~\  But,  let  me  fee,  what  have  I  to  do  now  ? 
This  r^ftitution  will  be  here  quickly,  I  fuppofe  :  in 
the  mean  time,  I'll  go  know  if  my  lady's  ready  for 
the  quarrel  yet.  Mailer,  yonder,  is  fo  full  on't,  he's 
ready  to  burft ;  but  we'll  give  him  vent  by-and-by 
with  a  witnefs.  [Exit. 


ACT    IV.     SCENE    Gripe's  Hcufe. 
Enter  Corinna,  Dick,  and  Brafs. 

Brafs.   THVON't  fear,  I'll  give  you  timely  notice. 
J.  J  [Goes  to  the  door. 

Dick.  Come,  you  muft  confent,  you  (hall  confent. 
How  can  you  leave  me  thus  upon  the  rack  ?  A  man 
who  loves  you  to  that  excefs  that  I  do. 

Cor.  Nav,  that  you  love  me,  fir,  that  I  am  fatif- 
fy'd  in,  for  you  have  fworn  you  do:  and  I'm  fo 
pleas'd  with  it,  I'd  fain  have  you  do  fo  as  long  as  you 
live,  Co  we  muft  nerer  marry. 

Dick. 
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Dick.  Not  marry,  my  dear  !  why,  what's  our  love 
good  for,  it"  we  don't  marry  ? 

Cor.  Ah I'm  afraid  'twill  be  good  for  little, 

if  we  do. 

Dick.  Why  do  you  think  fo  > 

Cor.  Becaufe  1  hear  my  father  and  mother,  and  my 
uncle  and  aunt,  and  Araminta  and  her  hufband,  and 
twenty  other  married  folks  fay  fo  from  morning  to 
night. 

Dick.  Oh,  that's  becaufe  they  are  bad  hufbands 
and  bad  wives  ;  but  in  our  cafe  there  will  be  a  good 
hufband  and  a  good  wife,  and  fo  we  fliall  love  for  ever. 

Cor.  Why,  there  may  be  fomething  in  that  truly  ; 
and  I'm  always  willing  to  hear  reafon,  as  a  reafon- 
able  young  woman  ought  to  do.  But  are  you  fure, 
fir,  tho'  we  are  very  good  now,  we  (hall  be  fo  when 
we  come  to  be  better  acquainted  ? 

Dick.  I  can  anfwer  for  myfelf,  at  lea'ft. 

Cor.  I  wi(h  you  cou'd  anfwer  for  me  too.  You  fee 
I  am  a  plain-dealer,  fir,  I  hope  you  don't  like  me 
the  worfe  for  it. 

Dick.  O,  by  no  means,  'tis  a  fign  of  admirable  mo- 
rals, and  I  hope,  finceyou  pra&ife  ityourfelf,  you'll 
approve  of  it  in  your  lover.  In  one  word  therefore, 
(for  'tis  in  vain  to  mince  the  matter)  my  refolution's 

£x'd,  and  the  world  can't  ftagger  me,  I  marry or 

J  die. 

Cor.  Indeed,  fir,  I  have  much  ado  to  believe  you  ; 
the  difeafe  of  love  is  feldom  fo  violent. 

Dick.  Madam,  I  have  two  difeafes  to  end  my  mi- 
feries  ;  if  the  firft  don't  do't,  the  latter  fliall  ;  [Draw- 
ing his  fword.]  one's  in  my  heart,  t'other's  in  my 
fcabbard. 

Cor.  Not  for  a  diadem.  [Catching  hold  of  him.]  Ah, 
put  it  up,  put  it  up. 

Dick.  How  abfolute  is  your  command  !  [Dropping 
his  f*u;prd,~\  A  word,  you  fee,  difarms  me. 

Cor.  What  a  power  I  have  over  him  ?  [A/ide.]  The 

wondrous  deeds  of  love! Pray,  fir,  let  me  have  no 

more  of  thefe  ram  doings  tho'  j  perhaps  I  mayn't  be 
always  in  the  faving  humour.— ^Pm  fure,  if  I  had 
let  him  ftick  himfelf,  I  ftiou'd  have  been  envy'd  by- 
all  the  great  ladies  in  the  town.  \Afitle. 
C  2  Dick. 
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Dick.  Well,  madam,  have  I  then  your  promife  ? 
You'll  make  me  the  happieft  of  mankind  ? 

Cor.  I  don't  know  what  to  fay  to  you  ;  but  I  be- 
lieve I  had  as  good  promife,  for  I  find  I  mail  certainly 
do't. 

Dick.  Then  let  us  feal  the  contrail  thus.  [KiJ/es  her. 

Cor.  Urn— He  has  almoft  taken  away  my  breath; 
lie  kifles  purely.  [Afede. 

Dick.  Hark — fomebody  comes.     [Brafs  peeping  in. 

Brafs.  Gard  there,  the  enemy— —no,  hold,  y'are 
fafe,  'tis  Flippanta. 

Enter  Flippanta. 

'Flip.  Come,  have  you  agreed  the  matter  ?  if  not, 
•rou  muft  end  it  another  time,  for  your  father's  in 
motion,  fo  pray  kifs  and  part. 

Cor.  That's  fweet  and  four.  [They  kife.}  Adieu 
t'ye,  fir.  [Exeunt  Dick  and  Cor. 

Enter  Clarifla. 

Clar.  Have  you  told  him  I'm  at  home,  Flippanta? 

Flip.  Yes,  madam. 

Clar.  And  that  I'll  fee  him  ? 

Flip.  Yes,  that  too :  but  here's  mews  for  you ;  I 
have  juft  now  receiv'd  the  reftitution. 

CJzr. ' That's  killing  pleafure  ;  and  how  much  ha« 
he  reftor'd  me  ? 

flip:  Two  hundred1  and  thirty. 

Clar.  Wretched  rogue  !  but  retreat,  your  mafter'j 
•coming  to  quarrel. 

Flip.  I'll  be  within  call,  if  things  run  high.   [Exit. 
Eater  Gripe. 

dripe.   O   ho  ! are   you  there  i'faith  ?  Madam, 

your  humble  fervant,  I'm  very  glad  to  fee  you  at 
home,  I  thought  I  fhou'd  never  have  had  that  honour 
again. 

Clar.  Good-morrow,  my  dear,  how  d'ye  do  ?  Fiip- 
panta  fays  you  are  out  of  humour,  and  that  you 
have  a  mind  to  quarrel  with  roe  :  Is  it  true  ?  ha  ! — - 
I  have  a  terrible  pain  in  my  head,  1  give  you  notice 
•on't  beforehand. 

Gripe.  And  how  the  pox  fhou'd  it  be  otherwife  ? 
it's  a  wonder  you  are  not  dead,  as  a'  wou'd  you  were. 
{Afije.}  with  the  life  you  lead.  Are  you  not  aftiam'd  f 
and  do  you  not  blulh  to  • 

2  CUr. 
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Clar.  My  dear  child,  you  crack  my  brain ;  foften  , 
the   harfhnefs  of  your  voice ;  fay  what  thou  won't, 
but  let  it  be  in  an  agreeable  tone 

Gripe.  Tone,  madam!  don't  tell  me  of  a  tone — — 

Clar.  O — if  you  will  quarrel,  do  it  with  tempe- 
rance; let  it  be  all  in  cool  blood,  eyen.and.  fmooth, 
as  if  you  were  not  mov'd  with  what  you  faid  ;  and 
then  I'll  hear  you,  as  if  I  were  not  moved  with  ii 
neither. 

Gripe.  Had  ever  man  fuch  need  of  patience  ?  Ma- 
dam, madam,  1  mult  tell  you,  madam • 

Clar.  Another  key,  or  I'll  walk  off. 

Gripe.  Don't  provoke,  me. 

Clar.  Shall  you  be  long,  my  dear,  in  your  remon- 
ftrances  ? 

Gripe.  Yes,  madam,  and  very  long. 

Clar.  If  you  wou'd  quarrel  en  Abregte,  I  Ihoulii 
have  a  world  of  obligation  to  you. 

Gripe.  What  I  have  to  fay,  forfooth,  is  not  to  be 
exprefs'd  en  Abregee,  ray  complaints  are  too  nume- 
rous. 

Clar.  Complaints !  of  what,  rny  dear  ?  Have  1 
ever  given  you  fubjeft  of  complaint,  my  life  ? 

Gripe.  O  pox  !  my  dear  and  my  life.  I  I  defire  none 
of  your  tenures. 

Clar.  How  !  find  fault  with  my  kindrvefs,  *  and 
*  my  expreflions  of  affeflion  and  refpeft  ?'  the  worM 
will  guefs  by  this  what  the  reft. of  your  co  nip  feint, 
may  be.  I  muft  tell  you,  I'm  fcandaliz'd  at  yocir 
procedure. 

Gripe.  I  rauft  tell  you,  I  am  running  mad  with 
yours, 

Clar.  Ha  !  how  infupportable  are  the  humours  o£ 
fome  hufbands,  fo  full  of  fancies,  and  fo  ungovern- 
able :  what  have  you  in  the  world  to  difturb  you  ? 

Gripe.  What  have  I  to  difturb  me  !  I  have  you, 
death  and  the  devil  ! 

Clar.  Ay,  merciful  Heaven  !  how  he  fwears  !  You 
fhou'd  never  accuftom  yourfelf  to  fuch  words  as  thefe  ; 
indeed,  my  dear,  you  mou'd  not ;  your  mouth's  al- 
ways full  of  them. 

Gripe,  Blood  and  thunder,  madam 

Clar.  Ah,   he'll  fetch  the   houfe  down :    do  yo* 
C  3  know 
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know  you  make  me   tremble  for  you  I  Flippanta ! 
who's  there  ?  Flippanta  ! 

Gripe.  Here's  a  provoking  devil  for  you  ! 
Enter  Flippanta. 

Flip.  What,  in  the  name  of  Jove's  the  matter  ? 
you  raife  the  neighbourhood.' 

Clar.  Why,  here's  your  matter  in  a  moft  violent 
fufs,  and  no  mortal  foal  can  tell  for  what. 

Gripe.  Not  tell  for  what  ! 

Clar.  Nc,  my  life.  I  have  begg'd  him  to  tell  me 
his  griefs,  Flippanta  ;  and  then  he  fwears,  good 
Lord  !  how  he  does  fwear. 

Gripe.  Ah,  you  wicked  jade  !  Ah,  you  wicked 
jade  ! 

Clar.  Do  you  hear  him,  Flippanta  !  Do  you  hear 
him  ! 

Flip.  Pray,  fir,  let's  know  a  little  what  puts  you  in 
«;i  this  fury  ? 

Clar.  Pr'ythee  {land  near  me,  Flippanta,  there's 
an  odd  froth  about  his  mouth,  looks  as  if  his  poor 
head  were  going  wrong,  I'm  afraid  he'll  bite. 

Gripe.  The  wicked  woman,  Flippanta,  the  wicked 
woman. 

Clar.  Can  any  body  wonder  I  fliun  ray  own  houfe, 
when  he  treats  me  at  this  rate  in  it  ? 

Gripe.  At  this  rate  !  Why,   in  the  devil's  name  !— 

Clar.  Do  you  hear  him  again  ? 

Flip*.  Come,  a  little  moderation,  fir,  and  try  what 
that  will  produce. 

Gripe.  Hang  her,  *tis  alt  a  pretence  to  juftify  her 
foing  abroad. 

Clar.  A  pretence  !  a  pretence !  Do  you  hear  how 
black  a  charge  he  loads  me  with  ?  Charges  me  with 
a  pretence  ?  *  Is  this  the  return  for  all  my  downright 
•  open  actions  ?'  You  know,  my  dear,  J  fcorn  pre- 
tences :  whene'er  I  go  abroad,  it  is  without  pretence. 

Gripe.  Give  me  patience. 

Flip.  You  have  a  great  deal,  fir. 

Clar.  And  yet  he's  never  content,  Flippanta.. 

Gripe.  What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Clar.  What  a  reafonable  man  wou'd  do ;  own 
yourfelf  in  the  wrong,  and  be  quiet.  Here's  Flip- 

panta 
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panta  has  underftanding,  and  I  have  moderation  ; 
I'm  willing  to  make  her  judge  of  our  difterencesl 

Flip.  You  do  me  a  great  deal  of  honour,  madam  : 
but  I  tell  you  beforehand,  I  lhall  be  a  little  on  maf- 
ter'a  fide. 

Gripe.  Right,  Flippanta  has  fenfe.  Come,  let  her 
decide.  Have  I  not  reafon  to  be  in  a  paffion  ?  tell  me 
that  ? 

Clar.  You  muft  tell  her  for  what,  my  life. 

Gripe.  Why,  for  the  trade  you  drive,  my  foul. 

Flip.  Look  you,  fir,  pray  take  things  right  ;  I 
know  madam  does  fret  you  a  little  now  and  then, 
that's  true;  but  in  the  fund  me  is  the  fofteft,  fweeteft, 
gentleft  lady  breathing.  Let  her  but  live  entirely  to 
her  own  fancy,  and  fhe'll  never  fay  a  word  to  you  from 
morning  to  night. 

Gripe.  Oons!  let  her  but  ftay  at  home,  and  flie 
fhall  do  what  fhe  will  ;  in  reafon,  that  is. 

Flip.  D'ye  hear  that,  madam  ?  Nay,  now  I  mult 
be  on  mailer's  fide ;  you  he  how  he  loves  you,  he  dc- 
fires  only  your  company  :  pray  give  him  that  fatis- 
faftron,  or  I  muft  pronounce  againft  you. 

Clar.  Well,  I  agree.  Thou  know'it  I  don't  love 
to  grieve  him  :  let  him  be  always  in  good  humour, 
and  I'll  be  always  at  home. 

Flip.  Look  you  there,  fir,  what  wou'd  you  have 
more  ? 

Gripe.  Well,  let  her  keep  her  word,  and  I'll  have 
done  quarrelling. 

Clar.  I  muft  not,  however,  '  fo  far  lofe  the  merit 
*  of  my  confent,  as  to'  let  you  chink  I  am  weary  of 
going  abroad,  my  dear  :  what  I  do  is  purely  to  oblige 
you  :  which,  that  I  may  be  able  to  perform,  without 
a  relapfe,  Pll  invent  what  ways  I  can  to  make  my 
prifon  fupportable  to  me. 

Flip.  Her  prifon '.  pretty  bird!  her  prifon  !  don't 
that  word  melt  you,  fir  ? 

Gripe.  I  muft  confefs  I  did  not  expeft  to  find  her  fo 
reafbnable. 

Flip.  O,  fir,  foon  or  late  wives  come  into  good 
humour  :  hufbands  muft  only  have  a  little  patience  to 
wait  for  it. 

Clar.  The  innocent  little  diverfions,  dear,  that  I 
C  4  mall 
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Aiall    content  myfeif  with,  will  be  chiefly  play  an-tf 
company. 

Gripe.  O,  I'll  find  you  employment,  your  time- 
frurv't  lie  upon  your  hands,  tho',  if  you  have  a  mind 

now  for  fuch  acompanioa  as  a let  me  fee 

Araminta,  for  example  ;  why,  I'flian't'be  againft  her 
bein^  with  you  from  morning  till  night'. 

Clar.  You  can't  oblige  me  more,-  'tis  the  befl  wo- 
man in  the  world. 
Grift'.  Is  no:  flic  ? 

Clar.  Then,  my  dear,  to  mnke  our  home  plcafant> 
we'll  have  conforts  of  mufic  fomctimes. 
Gripe.  Mufic,  in  my  houfe  ! 

Clar.  Yes,  my  child,  we  muft  have  mufic,  or  the 
h«ufe  will  be  fo  dull,  I  mail  get  the  fpleen,  and  be 
going  abroad  again. 

Flip.  Nay,  me  has  fo  much  complaifance  for  yon, 
fir,  you  can't  difpute  fuch  things  with  her. 

Gripe.  Ay,  but  if  I  have  mufic — 

Clar.   Ay,  but,  fir,  I  mud  have  mufic 

Flip.  Not  every  day,  madam,  don't  mean  ? 
Clar.    No,   blefs  me,    no ;    but    three   con  forts  a 
week  :  three"  days  more  we'll  play  '  after  dinner,'  at 
ombre,   piquet,   bafTet,   and  fo  forth,  and  clofc  the 
evening  with  a  handfome  fupper  and  a  ball. 
Gripe,  A  ball  ! 

Clar.  Then,  my  love,  you  know  there  is  but  ont 
day  more  upon  our"  hands,  and  that  mall  be  the  day 
of  converfation,  we'll  read  verfes,  talk  of  books,  in- 
vent m'odes,  tell  lies,  fcandalize  our  friends,  '  be 
•  pert  upon  religion  ;'  and  in  fhort,  employ  every 
ipornent  of  it,  in  fome  pretty  witty  exercife  or  other. 
Flip.  What  order  you  fee  'tis  me  purpofes  to  live 
in  !  A  moft  wonderful  regularity  ! 

Gripe.  Regularity  with  a  pox——  \AJlde. 

Clar.  And  as  this  kind  of  life,  fo  foft,  fo  fmooth, 
fo  agreeable,  muft  needs  invite  a  vaftdeal  of  company 
to  partake  of  it,  'twill  be  neceflary  to  have  the  de- 
cency of  a  porter  at  our  door,  you  know. 

Grift.  A  porter — a  fcrivener  have  a  porter,  ma- 
dam ! 

CJar.  Pofitively,  a  porter. 

Gripe. 
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Grift.  Why,  no  fcrivener  fince  Adam  ever  had  a 
porter,  woman  ! 

Clar.  You  will  therefore  be  renown'd  in  ftory,  for 
having  the  firft,  my  life. 

Gripe.   Flippanta. 

Flip.  Hang  it,  fir,  never  difpute  a  trifle,  if  you 
vex  her,  perhaps,  fhe'll  infift  upon  a  Swifs. 

[AJide  to  Gripe. 

Gripe.  But,  madam 

Clar.  But,  fir,  a  porter,  pofitively,  a  porter  ;  with- 
•ut  that  the  treaty's  null,  and  I  go  abroad  this  mo- 
ment. 

Flip.  Come,  fir;  never  lofe  fo  advantageous  a 
peace  for  a  pitiful  porter. 

Gripe.  Why,  I  fliall  be  hooted  at,  the  boys  will 
throw  ftones  at  my  porter.  Befides,  where  lhall  I 
have  money  for  all  this  expence  ? 

Clar.  My  dear,  who  afks  you  for  any  ?  Don't  be 
in  a  fright,  chicken. 

Gripe.  Don't  be  in  a  fright,  madam!  But  where, 
I  fay 

Flip.  Madam  plays,  fir,,  think  on  that ;  women 
that  play  have  inexhauftible  mines,  and  wives  who 
receive  leall  money  frpm  their  huibands  are  many 
times  thofe  who  fpend  the  moft. 

Clar.  So,  my  dear,  let  what  Flippanta  fays  content 

u.  Go,  rny  life,  trouble  yourfelf  with  nothing, 
ut  let  me  do  juil  as  I  pleafe,  and  all  will  be  welk 
I'm  going  into  my  clofet  to.  cpnfider  of  fome  more 
things  to  enable  me  to  give  you  the  pleafure  of  my 
company  at  home,  '  without  making  it  too  great  a 
•  mifery  to  a  yielding  wife/  [Exit  Clarifla. 

Flip.  Mirror  of  goodnefs  !  Pattern  to  all  wives  t 
Well,  fure,  fir,  you  are  the  happieft  of  all  hufbands. 

Gripe.  Yes — and  a  miferable  dog  for  all  that  too, 
perhaps. 

Flip.  Why,  what  can  you  afk  more  than  this  match  - 
lefs  complaifance  ? 

Gripe.  I  don't  know  what  I  can  aflc,  and  yet  I'm 
not  fatisfy'd  with  what  I  have  neither ;  the  devil 
mixes  in  it  all,  I  think;  complaifant  or  perverfe,  it 
feels  juft  as't  did. 

Flip*  Why,  then  your  uneafinef*  is  only  a  difeafe,. 
C  5  fir, 
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fir,  perhaps  a  little  bleeding  and  purging,  wou'd  re- 
lieve you. 

Clar.  Flippanta  !  [ClarifTa  calls  within. 

Flip.  Madam  calls.     I  come,  madam.     Come,  be 

merry,  be  merry,  fir,  you  have  caufe,  take  my  word 

for't.     Poor  devil.    {Afide.}  {Exit  Flip. 

Gripe.  I  don't  know  that,  I  don't  know  that :  but 

-  this  I  do  know,  that  an  honeft  man,  who  has  married 

a  jade,  whether  me's  pleas'd  to  fpend  her  time  at 

home  or  abroad,  had  better  have  liv'd  a  bachelor. 

Enter  Brafs. 

Braft,  O,  fir,  I  am  mighty  glad  I  have  found  you. 
Gripe.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  pr'ythee? 
Brafs.  Can  nobody  hear  us  ? 
Gripe .  No,  no,  fpeak  quickly. 
Brafs.  You  han't  feen  Araminta,  fi nee  the  laft  let- 
ter I  carry'd  her  from  you  ? 

Gripe.  Not  I,  I  go  prudently  ;  I  don't  prefs  things 
like  your  young  firebrand  lovers. 

Brafs.  But  ferioufly,  fir,  are  you  very  much  in 
love  with  her  ? 

Gripe.  As  mortal  man  has  been.. 
Brafs.  I'm  forry  for't. 
Gripe.  Why  fo,  dear  Brafs  ? 

Brafs.  If  you  were  never  to  fee  her  more  no\v?; 
Suppofe  fuchathing,  d'you  think  'twould  break  your 
leart  ? 

Gripe.  Oh  I 

Brafs.  Nay,  now  I  fee  you  love  her ;  wou'd  you 
did  not. 

Gripe.  My  dear  friend. 

Brafs.  I'm  in  your  interefl  deep  ;  you  fee  it. 
(•nj>e.  Idoj  but  fpeak,  what  miserable  ftory  had 
thou  for  me  ? 

Brafs.  I  had  rather  the  devil  had,  phu flown 

away  with,  you  quick,  than  to  fee  you  fo  much  ia 
love,  as  I  perceive  you  are,  fince  •• 

Gripe.  Since  what  ? ho. 

JSrafs.  Araminta,  fir—  — - 

Gripe.  Dead? 

£rafs.  No. 

Grife.  How  then  ?_• 

Brafs.  Woife. 

10  Grift. 
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Gripe.  Outwith't. 

Brafs.  Broke. 

Gripe.  Broke  ! 

Brafs.  She  is,  poor  lady,  in  the  moll  unfortunate 
fituation  of  affairs.  But  I  have  faid  too  much. 

Gripe.   No,  no,  'tis  very  fad,  but  let's  hear  it. 

Brafs.  Sir,  me  charg'd  me,  on  my  life,  never  to 
mention  it  to  you,  of  all  men  living. 

Gripe.  Why,  who  (houldit  thou  tell  it  to,  but  to 
the  belt  of  her  friends  ? 

Brafs.  Ay,  why,  there's  it  now,  it's  going  juft  as 
Ifancy'd.  Now  will  I  be  hang'd  if  you  are  not 
enough  in  love  to  be  engaging  in  this  matter.  But  I 
muft  tell  you,  fir,  that  as  much  concern  as-I  have  for 
rhat  molt  excellent,  beautiful,  agreeable,  diflrefs'd,. 
unfortunate  lady,  I'm  too  much  your  friend  and  fer- 
vant,  ever  to  let  it  be  faid,  'twas  the  means  of  your 

being  ruin'd  for   a  woman by  letting  you  know, 

me  efleem'd  you  more  than  any  other  man  upon 
earth. 

Gripe.  Ruin'd  !  what  dofl  thou  mean  ? 

Brafs.  Mean  !  Why,  I  mean  that  women  always 
ruin  thofe  that  love  'em,  that's  the  rule. 

Gripe.  The  rule  ! 

Brafs.  Yes,  the  rule  ;  why,  wou'd  you  have  'em 
ruin  thofe  that  don't?  Plow  mail  they  bring  that 
about  ? 

Gripe.  But  is  there  a  neceflity  then,  they  fliould 
ruin  lomebody  ? 

Brafs.  Yes,  marry  is  there  ;  how  wou'd  you  have 
'cm  fupport  their  expence  elfe  ?  Why,  fir,  you  can't- 

conceive  now you  can't  conceive  what  Ara- 

minta's  privy- purfe  requires.  Only  her  privy-purfe, 
fir  !  Why,  what  do  you  imagine  now  me  gave  me 
for  the  latl  letter  I  carried  her  from  you  ?  'Tis  true, 
•'twas  from  a  man  fhe  lik'd,  elfe,  perhaps,  I  had  had 
my  bones  broke.  But  what  do  you  think  me  gave 
me  ? 

Gript.  Why,  mayhap a  milling. 

Brafs.  A  guinea,  fir,  a  guinea.     You  fee  by  that 

i.'mv  fond  me  was  on't,  by  the  bye.     But  then,  fir, 

her  coach-hire,   her  chair-hire,   her  pin-money,   her 

i^ay- money,   her.  china,  and  her  charity— —wou'd 

C  6  con  fume 
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confume  peers :  a  great  foul,  a  very  great  foul !  bttt 
what's  the  end  of  all  this  ? 

Gripe.  Ha! 

Brafs.  Why,  I'll  tell  you  what  the  end  is 

a  nunnery. 

Gripe.  A  nunnery  ! 

JSra/s.  A  nunnery In  fhort,  Ihe  is  at  laft  re- 
duced to  that  extremity,  and  attack'd  with  fuch  a 
battalion  of  duns,  that  rather  than  tell  her  hulband 
{who  you  know  is  fuch  a  dog,  he'd  let  her  go  if  me 
did)  (he  has  e'en  determin'd  to  turn  Papift,  and  bid 
the  world  adieu  for  life. 

Gripe.  O  terrible  !  a  Papift  ! 

Brafs.  Yes,  when  a  handfome  woman  has  brought 
herfelf  into  difficulties,  the  Devil  can't  help  her  out 
of To  a  nunnery,  that's  another  rule,  fir. 

Gripe.  But,  but,  but,  pr'ythee,  Brafs,  but 

Brafs.  But  all  the  Buts  in  the  world,  fir,  won't  flop 
her  ;  (he's  a  woman  of  a  noble  rcfolution.  So,  fir, 
your  humble  fervant ;  I  pity  her,  I  pity  you.  Turtle 
and  mate  ;  but  the  Fates  will  have  it  fo,  all's  packt 
Hp,  and  I  am  now  going  to  call  her  a  coach,  for  (he 
refolves  to  flip  off  without  faying  a  word  :  and  the 
nextvifit  ihe  receives  from  her  friends  will  be  through 
a  melancholy  grate,  with  a  veil  inftead  of  a  top-knot. 

[Going. 

Gripe.  It  rrtuft  not  be,  by  the  powers,  it  mult  not ; 
fhe  was  made  for  the  world,  and  the  world  was  made 
for  her. 

Brafs.  And  yet  you  fee,  fir,  how  fmall  a  fhare  (he 
has  on't. 

Gripe.  Poor  woman  !  Is  there  no  way  to  fave  her  ? 

Brafs.  Save  her  !  No,  how  can  (he  be  fav'd  ?  Why, 
fiie  owes  above  five  hundred  pounds. 

Gripe.  Oh  ! 

Brafs.  Five  hundred  pounds,  fir ;  (he's   like  to  be 

fav'd  indeed. Not  but  that  I  know  them  in  thi* 

to,wn  wou'd  give  me  one  of  the  five,  if  I  would  per- 
fuade  her  to  accept  of  th'  other  four  :  but  (he  had  for- 
bid me  mentioning  it  to  any  foul  living  ;  and  I  have 

difobey'd  her  only  to  you  ;  and  fo I'll  go  and  call 

a  coach. 

Grip*.  Hold— dgft  thick,  my  poor  Brafs,   one 

might 
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ttight  not  order  it  fo,  as  to  compound  thofe  debts  for 
i for twelve  pence  in  the  pound  ? 

Brafs.  Sir,  d'ye  hear  ?  I  have  already  try'd  'em 
with  ten  fhillings,  and  not  a  rogue  will  prick  up  his 
ear  at  it.  Tho',  after  all,  for  three  hundred  pounds, 
all  in  glittering  gold,  I  could  fet  their  chaps  a  water- 
ing. But  where's  that  to  be  had  with  honour  ?  there's 
the  thing,  fir I'll  go  and  call  a  coach. 

Gripe.  Hold,  once  more  :  I  have  a  note  in  my  clo- 
fet  of  two  hundred,  ay— and  fifty,  I'll  go  and  give 
it  her  myfelf. 

Brafs.  You  will ;  very  genteel,  truly.  Go,  flap 
dafh,  and  offer  a  woman  of  her  fcruples,  money  !  bolt 
in  her  face  ;  why,  you  might  as  well  offer  her  a  fcor- 
pion,  and  fhe'd  as  foon  touch  it. 

Gripe.  Shall  I  carry  it  to  her  creditors  then,  and 
treat  with  them  ? 

Brafs.  Ay,  that's  a  rare  thought. 

Gripe.  Is  not  it,  Brafs  ? 

Brafs.  Only  one  little  inconvenience  by  the  way. 

Gripe.   As  how  ? 

Brafs.  That  they  are  your  wife's  creditors  as  well  as 
hers ;  and  perhaps,  it  might  not  be  altogether  fo  well 
to  fee  you  clearing  the  debts  of  your  neighbour's  wife, 
and  leaving  thofe  of  your  own  unpaid. 

Gripe.  Why,  that's  true,  now. 

Brafs.  I'm  wife,  you  fee,  fir. 

Gripe.  Thou  art ;  and  I'm  but  a  young  lover  :  but 
what  fhall  we  do  then  ? 

Brafs.  Why,  I'm  thinking,  that  if  you  give  me  the 
note,  do  you  fee  ;  and  that  I  promife  to  give  you  an 
account  of  it 

Gripe.  Ay,  but  look  you,  Brafs 

Brafs.  But  look  you! Why,  what,  d'ye  think 

I'm  a  pick-pocket  ?  D'ye  think  I  intend  to  run  away 
with  your  note  ?  your  paltry  note. 

Gripe.  I  don't  fay  fo 1  fay  only,  that  in  cafe— • 

Brafs.  Cafe,  fir !  there's  no  cafe  but  the  cafe  I 
have  put  you ;  and  fince  you  heap  cafes  upon  cafes, 
where  there  is  but  three  hundred  rafcally  pounds  in 
the  cafe I'll  go  and  call  a  coach. 

Grift.  Pr'ythee,  don't  be  fo  tefty ;  come,  no  more 

words, 
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words,  follow  me  to  my  clofet,  and  I'll  give  thee  tlfc 
money. 

Brafs.  A  terrible  effort  yon  make  indeed;  you  are 
fo  much  in  love,  your  wits  are  all  upon  the  wing,  juft 
a  going  ;  and  for  three  hundred  pounds  you  put  a  ftop' 
to  their  flight :  fir,  your  wits  are  worth  that,  or  your 
wits  are  worth  nething.  Come  away. 

Gripe.  Well,  fay  no  more,  thou  lhalt  be  fatisfy'd.. 

\Exeunt* 
Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  Hift Brafs!    Hift 

Re-enter  Brafs-. 

Brafs.  Well,  fir! 

Dick.  'Tis  not  well,  fir,  'tis  very  ill,  fir;  we  fliall 
be  all  blown  up. 

Bfaft.  What,  with  pride- and  plenty  ? 

Dick.  No,  fir,  with  an  officious  flut  that  will  fpoif 
all.  In  fhort,  FJfppanta  has  been  telling  hermiftrefs 
and  Araminta  of  my  paflion  tor  the  young  gentlewo- 
man ;  and,  truly,  to  oblige  me  (fuppos'd  no  ill  match 
by  the  bye)  they  are  refoiv'd  to  propofe  it  immediately 
to  her  father. 

Brafs.  That's  the  devil  !  we  mall  come  to  paper? 
snd  parchments,  jointures,  and  fettlements,  relationa 
meet  on  both  fides ;  that's  the  devil. 

Dick.  I  intended  this  very  day  to  propofe  to  Flip- 
panta  the  carrying  her  off:  and  I'm  fure  the  young 
houfewife  wou'd  have  tuck'd  up  her  coats,  and 
have  marched. 

Brafs.  Ay,  with  the  body  and  the  foul  of  her. 

Dick*  Why  then,  what  damn'd  luck  is  this? 

Brafs.  'Tis  your  damn'd  luck,  not  mine:  I  have- 
always  feen  it  in  your  ugly  phizr,  in  fpite  of  your 

powder'd  periwig Pox  take  ye he'll  be  hang'd 

at  laft.     Why  don't  you  try  to  get  her  off  yet? 

Dick.  I  have  no  money,  you  dog;  you  know  you' 
have  ftript  me  of  every  penny. 

Brafs.  Come,  damn  it,  I'll  venture  one  cargo  more 
upon  yourrotten  bottom  :  but  if  ever  I  fee  one  glance- 
of  your  hempen  fortune  again,  I'm  off  of  your  part-- 
nerfliip  fcr  ever 1  fliall  never  thrive  with  him. 

Dick.  Ah  impudent  rogue,  but  he's  in  poffofiion  of 
ay  eftate,  fol  muft  bear  with  him.  [AJid*+ 
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Brafs.  Well,  come,  I'll  raife  a  hundred  pounds 
for  your  ufe,  upon  my  wife's  jewels  here  ;  \Pullir.g 
out  the  necklace .]  her  necklace  fhall  pawn  for't. 

Dick.  Remember  tho',  that  if  things  fail,  I'm  to 
have  the  necklace  again ;  you  know  you  agreed  to 
that. 

Brafs.  Yes,  and  if  I  make  it  good,  you'll  be  the 
better  for't ;  if  not,  I  (hall :  fo  you  fee  where  the 
caufe  will  pinch. 

Ditk*  Why,  you  barbarous  dog,  you  won't  offer 
to 

Brafs.  No  words  now;  about  your  bufinefs,  march. 
Go  ilay  for  me  at  the  next  tavern ;  I'll  go  to  Flip- 
panta,  and  try  what  I  can  do  for  you. 

Dick .  Well,  I'll  go,  but  don't  think  to— O  pov, 
fir [Exit  Dick. 

Brafs.  Will  you  be  gone  ?  a  pretty  title  you'd  have 
to  fue  me  upon  truly,  if  I  fliou'd  have  a  mind  to  ftand 
upon  the  defenfive,  as  perhaps  I  may,  I  have  done 
the  rafcal  fervice  enough  to  lull  myconfcience  upon't, 
I'm  fure  :  but  'tis  time  enough  for  that.  Let  me  fee — 
Firft  I'll  go  to  Flippanta,  and  put  a  flop  to  this  fa- 
mily-way of  match-making,  then  fell  our  necklace 
for  what  ready  money  'twill  produce  ;  and  by  this 
time  to-morrow  Ihope  we  (hall  be  in  pofleflion  of — 
t'other  jewel  here ;  a  precious  jewel,  as  fhe's  fet  in 
gold  :  I  believe  for  the  ilone  itfelf  we  may  part  wich't 
again  to  a  friend for  a  tefter.  [Exit. 


ACT    V.     SCENE,     Gripe';  boufe. 
Enter  Brafs  and  Flippanta. 

Srafs.   \T7  ELL,  you  agree  I'm  in  the  right,  don't 

W    you.? 

Flip.  I  don't  know,  if  your  mailer  has  the  eWte 
he  talks  of,  why  not  do't  all  above-board  ?  Well, 
tho'  I  am  not  much  of  his  mind,  I'm  much  in  his  in- 
tereit,  and  will  therefore  endeavour  to  ferve  him  in  his 
own  way. 

Rrafs.  That's  kindly  faid,  mychiUL,  and  I  believe- 

lihait 
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I  fhall  reward  thee  one  of  thefe  days  with  as  pretty  a 
fellow  to  thy  hufband  for't,  as 

Flip.  Hold  your  prating,  Jackadandy,  and  leave 
me  to  my  bufmefs. 

Erafs.  I  obey— adieu.  [Kffis  her.]      [Exit  Brafs. 

Flip.  Rafcal! 

Enter  Corinna. 

Cor.  Ah,  Flippanta,.  I'm  ready  to  fink  down,  my 
legs  tremble  under  me,  my  dear  Flippy. 

Flip.  And  what's  the  affair  ? 

Cor.  My  father's  there  within  with  my  mother  and 
Aramintaj  I  never  faw  him  in  fb  good  a  humour  in 
my  life. 

Flip.   And  is  that  it  that  frightens  you  fo  ? 

Cor.  Ah,  Flippanta,  they  are  jutl  going  to  fpeak  to 
him  about  my  marrying  the  colonel. 

Flip.  Are  they  fo  }  ib  much  the  worfe ;  they're  too 
hafty. 

Cor.  O  no,  not  a  bit ;  I  flipt  out  on  purpofc,.  you 
muft  know,  to  give  'em  an  opportunity  ;  wou'd  'twere 
done  already. 

Flip.  I  tell  you  No ;  get  you  in  again  immediatelyr 
and  prevent  it. 

Cor.  My  dear,  dear,  I  am  not  able ;  I  never  was 
in  fuch  a  way  before. 

Flip.  Never  in  a  way  to  be  marry'd  before,  ha  ?  is 
not  that  it  ? 

Car.  Ah,  Lord  !  if  I'm  thus  before  I  come  to'tj 
Flippanta,  what  fhall  I  be  upon  the  very  fpot  ?  De 
but  feel  with  what  a  thumpaty  thump  it  goes. 

[Putting  her  hand  to  her  heart. 

Flip.  Nay,  it  docs  make  a  filthy  buttle,  that's  ttye 
truth  on't,  child.  But  I  believe  I  fhall  make  it  leap 
another  way,  when  I  tell  you,  I'm  cruelly  afraid 
your  father  won't  confent,  after  all. 

Cor.  Why,  he  won't  be  the  death  o'me,  will  he  ? 
, ..  Tip.  I  don't  know,  old  folks  are  cruel ;  but  we'll 
have  a  trick  for  him.     Brafs  and  I  have  been  confult- 
ing  upon  the  matter,  and  agreed  upon  a  furer  way  of 
doing  it  in  fpite  of  his  teeth. 

Cor.  Ay,  marry,  fir,   that  were  fomething. 

Flip.  But  then  he  muft  not  know  a  word  of  any 
thin?  towards  it. 
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Cor.  No,  no. 

Flip.  So,  get  you  in  immediately. 

'  Cor.  One,  two,  three  and  away.' 

Flip.  And  prevent  your  mother's  fpeaking  ont. 

Cor.  But  is  t'other  way,  fure,  Flippanta? 

Flip.  Fear  nothing,  'twill  only  depend  upon  you. 

Cor.  Nay  then Oho,    ho,   ho,  how  pure  that 

is  !  [Exit  COF« 

Flippanta  fola. 

Poor  child  !  we  may  do  what  we  will  with  her,   as 
far  as  marrying  her  goes :  when  that's  over,  'tis  poffi- 
b!e   Ihe  mayn't  prove  altogether  fo   traftable.     But 
who's  here  i*  my  fharper,  t  think  :  yes. 
Enter  Moneytrap. 

Mon.  Well,  ray  beft  friend,  how  go  matters  ?  Has 
the  reinitiation  been  received,  ha  ?  Was  me  pleas'd 
with  it  ? 

Flip.  Yes,  truly;  that  is,  me  was  pleas'd  to  fee 
there  was  fo  honeft  a  man  in  this  immoral  age. 

Mon.  Well,  bat  a does  (he  know   that  'twas  I 

that 

Flip.  Why*,  yon  mulVknow  I  begun  to  give  her  a 
little  fort  of  a  hint,  and and  fo why,  and  fo 


fhe  begun  to  put  on  a  fort  of  a  fevere,  haughty,  re- 
ferv'd,  angry,  forgiving  air.  But  foft ;  here  fhe 
comes  :  yon'll  fee  how  you  ftand  with  her  prefentlyt 


but  don't  be  afraid.     Courage. 

Mon.  He,  hem.  [Eater  Clarifla.]  'Tis  no  fmall 
piece  of  good  fortune,  madam,  to  find  you  at  home  : 
I  have  often  endeavour'd  it  in  vain. 

Clar.  'Twas  then  unknown  to  me,  for  if  I  ctra'd 
often  receive  the  vifits  of  fo  good  a  friend  at  home,  I 
fliou'd  be  more  reafonably  blam'd  for  being  fo  much, 
abroad. 

Mon.  Madam,  you  make  me 

Clar.  You  are  the  man  of  the  world  whofe  company, 
I  think,  is  moft  to  be  defir'd.  I  don't  compliment 
you  when  I  tell  you  fo,  I  affure  you. 

Mon.  Alas,  madam,   your  poor  humble  fervant— 

Clar.  My  poor  humble  fervant  however  (with  all 
the  efteem  I  have  for  him)  ftands  fufpedled  with  me 
for  a  vile  trick,  I  doubt  he  haa  play'd  me,  which  if  I 

could 
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could   prove  upon   him,  I'm  afraid  I  Ihould  puniili 
him  very  feverely. 

Man.  I  hope,  madam,  you'll  believe  I  am  not  ca- 
pable of 

Flip.  No  fine  fpeeches,  you'll  fpoil  all. 

Men.  Thou  art  a  moft  incomparable  perfon. 

Flip.  Nay,  it  goes  rarely  ;  but  get  you  in,  and  I'll 
fay  a  little  fomething  to  my  lady  for  you,  while  fhe's 
warm. 

Afon.  But,  S't,  Flippanta,  how  long  doft  think  ihe 
may  hold  out  ? 

Flip.  Phu,  not  a  twelvemonth. 

Man.  Boo. 

'Flip.  Away,  I  fay.  [Pujbing  him  out. 

Clar.  Is  he  gone  ?  What  a  wretch  it  is  ?  he  never 
was  quite  fuch  a  beaft  before. 

Flip.  Poor  mortal,  his  money's  finely  laid  out  truly. 

Clar.  I  fuppofe  there  may  have  been  much  fuch 
another  fcene  within,  between  Araminta  and  my 
dear:  but  I  left  him  fo  unfupportably  briflt,  'us  im- 
poffible  he  can  have  parted  with  any  money:  I'm 
afraid  Brafs  has  not  fucceeded  as  thou  haft  done,  Flip* 
panta. 

Flip.  By  my  faith  but  he  has,  and  better  too ;  he 
prefents  his  humble  duty  to  Araminta,  and  has  fent 
her this.  [Shewing  the  note. 

Clar.  A  bill  from  my  love  for  two  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds.  The  monfter  !  he  wou'd  net  part  with, 
ten  to  fave  his  lawful  wife  from  everlafting  torment. 

Flip.  Never  complain  of  his  avarice,  madam,  as 
long  as  you  have  his  money. 

Clar.  But  is  not  he  a  beaft,  Flippanta  ? 

Flip.  Madam,  the  man's  beaft  enough,  that's  cer- 
tain ;  but  which  way  will  you  go  to  receive  his  beaftly 
money,  for  I  muft  not  appear  with  his  note  ? 

Clar.  That's  true  ;  why,  fend  for  Mrs.  Aralct ; 
that's  a  mighty  ufeful  woman  that  Mrs.  Amlet. 

Flip.  Marry,  is  me  ;  we  fhou'd  have  been  bafely 
puzfcled  how  to  difpofe  of  the  necklace  without  her, 
'twould  have  been  dangerous  offering  it  to  fale. 

Clar.  It  wou'd  fo,  for  I  know  ycur  matter  has  been 
laying  out  cfor't  amongft  the  goldfmiths.  But  I  Hay 

here 
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here  too  long,  I  muft  in  and  coquette  it  a  little  more 
to  my  lover,  Araminta  will  get  ground  on  me  elfe. 

[Exit  Clarifla. 
Flip.  And  I'll  go  fend  for  Mrs.  Amlet.  [Exit  Flip. 

Araminta,  Corinna,  Gripe,  and  Moneytrap,  at  a  ttct- 

table,  <very  gay  and  laughing.   Clariffa.  come s  in  to  'em* 

Omnes.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  ha! 

Man.  Mighty  well,  O  mighty  well  indeed  ! 

Clar.  Save  you,  fave  you,  good  folks,  you  are  all 
in  rare  humour,  methinks. 

Gripe.  Why,  what  fhou'd  we  be  otherwife  for, 
madam  ? 

Clar.  Nay,  I  don't  know,  not  I,  my  dear ;  but  I 
han't  had  the  happinefs  of  feeing  you  fo  fmce  our 
honey-moon  was  over,  I  think. 

Gripe.  Why,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  my  dear,  'tis 
the  joy  ef  feeing  you  at  home;  [Kijfis  htr.~\  You  fee 
what  charms  you  have,  when  you  are  plcafed  co  make 
ufe  of 'em. 

Aram.  Very  galant,  truly. 

Clar.  Nay,  and  what's  more,  you  muft  know,  he's 
never  to  be  otherwife  henceforwards  j  we  have  come 
to  an  agreement  about  it. 

Mon.  Why,  here's  my  love  and  I  have  been  upon 
juft  fuch  another  treaty  too. 

Aram.  Well,  fure  there's  fome  very  peaceful  ftar 
rules  at  prefent.  Pray  Heav'n  continue  its  reign. 

Men.  Pray  dp  you  continue  its  reign,  you  ladies, 
for  *tis  all  in  your  power.  [Leering  at  Clarifia. 

Gripe.  My  neighbour  Moneytrap  fays  true,  at  leafl 
I'll  confefs  frankly,  [Ogling  Araminta.]  'tis  in  one 
lady's  power  to  make  me  the  beft-humour'd  man  on 
earth. 

Mon.  And  I'll  anfwer  for  another,  that  has  the- 
fame  over  me.  [Ogling  ClariiTa. 

Clar.  'Tis  mighty  fine,  gentlemen  ;•  mighty  civil 
hulbands  indeed  ! 

Gripe.  Nay,  what  I  fay's  true,  and  fo  true,  that 
all  quarrels  being  now  at  an  end,  I  am  willing,  if  yoa 
pleafe.todifpenfe  with  all  that  fine  company  we  talk'd 
of  to-day,  be  content  with  the  friendly  converfation 
of  our  two  good  neighbours  here,  and  fpend  all  myr 
tqying  hours  alone  with  my  fwect  wife. 
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Men.  Why,  tiuly,  I  think  now,  if  thefe  good  wo- 
men pleas'd,  we  might  make  up  the  prettiert  little 
neighbourly  company,  between  our  two  families,  and 
fet  a  defiance  to  all  the  impertinent  people  in  the 
world. 

*  Clar.  The  rafcals.  [AfiJi.9 

Aram.  Indeed  I  doubt  yeu'd  foon  grow  weary,  if 
we  grew  fond. 

Gripe.  Never,  never,  for  oar  wives  have  wit,  neigh- 
bour, and  that  never  palls. 

Clar.  And  our  hufbands  have  generofity,  Araminta, 
and  that  feldom  palls. 

Gripe.  So,  that's  a  wipe  for  me  now,  becaufe  I  did 
not  give  her  a  new-year's  gift  laft  time  ;  but  be  good, 
and  I'll  think  of  foine  tea-cups  for  you,  next  year. 
Man.  And  perhaps  I  mayn't  forget  a  fan,  or  as  good 

a  thing hum,  hufly. 

Clar.  Well,  upon  thefe  encouragements,  Araminta, 
we'll  try  how  good  we  can  be. 

Gripe.  Well,  this  gees  moil  rarely  :  poor  Money- 
trap,  he  little  thinks  what  makes  his  wife  fo  eafy  in 
Iris  company.  [Afede. 

Men.  I  can  but  pity  poor  neighbour  Gripe.  Lard, 
lard,  what  a  fool  does  his  wife  and  I  make  of  him  ? 

[AJiJe. 

Clar.  Are  not  thefe  two  wretched  dogs,  Araminta  ? 

[Ajide  to  Araminta. 

Aram.  Tiey  are  indeed.  \Afede  to  Clarifla. 

Eater  Jeflamin. 

Jeff:  Sir,  here's  Mr.  Clip,  the  goldfmith,  defiret 
to  fpealc  with  you.  [£xit* 

Gripe.  Cods  fo,  perhaps  feme  news  of  your  neck- 
lace, my  dear. 

Clar.  That  would  be  news  indeed. 
Gripe.  Let  him  come  in. 

later  Mr.  Clip. 

Grtfe.  Mr.  Clip,  your  fervant,  I'm  glad  to  fee 
you  :  how  do  you  do  ? 

Clip.  At  your  fervice,  fir,  very  well.  Your  fervant, 
Madam  Gripe. 

Clar.  Horrid  fellow!  [Aftde. 

Gripe,  Well,  Mr.  Clip,  no  news  yet  of  my  wife's 
tecklace ? 
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Clip.  If  you  pleafe  to  let  me  fpeak  vyith  you  in  the 
next  room,  I  have  fomething  to  fay  to  you. 

Gripe.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart.  Neighbour  Money- 
trap,  be  fo  good  as  to  take  the  ladies  into  the  next 
room.  [Exeunt  Moneytrap  and  Ladies,]  Well,  any 
news  ? 

Clip.  Look  you,  fir,  here's  a  necklace  brought  me 
to  fell,  at  Icaft  very  like  that  you  defcrib'd  to  me. 

Gripe.  Let's  fee't Victoria  !  the  very   fame. 

Ah,    my   dear   Mr.  Clip [K'Jfe*  him.]  But  who 

brought  it  you  ?  you  mould  have  feiz'd  him. 

Clip.  'Twas  a  young  fellow  that  I  know:  I  can't 
tell  whether  he  may  be  guilty,  tho'  it's  like  enough. 
But  he  has  only  left  it  me  now,  to  fhew  a  brother  of 
eur  trade,  and  will  call  upon  me  again  prefently. 

Gripe.  Wheedle  him  hither,  dear  Mr.  Clip.  Here's 
my  neighbour  Moneytrap  in  the  houfe ;  he's  a  jultice, 
and  will  commit  him  prefently. 

Clip.  'Tis  enough. 

Enter  Brafs. 

Gripe.  O,  my  friend  Brafs  ! 

Brafs.  Hold,  fir,  I  think  that's  a  gentleman  I'm 
looking  for.  Mr.  Clip  !  O,  your  fervant ;  what,  are 
)ou  acquainted  here  ?  I  have  juft  been  at  your  fliop. 

Clip.  I  only  Itept  here  to  fiiew  Mr.  Gripe  the  neck- 
lace you  left. 

Brafs.  Why,  ftr,  do  you  underftand  jewels  !  [7V 
Gripe.]  I  thought  you  only  dealt  in  gold.  But  I 
fmoke  the  matter,  hark  you a  word  in  your  ear—- 
you are  going  to  play  the  galant  again,  and  make  a 
purchafe  on't  for  Araminta  ;  ha,  ha  ? 

Gripe.  Where  had  you  the  necklace  ? 

Brafs.  Lock  you,  don't  you  trouble  yourfelf  about 
that.;  it's  in  commiflion  with  me,  and  I  can  help  you 
•to  a  pennyworth  on't. 

Gripe.  A  pennyworth  on't,  villain  ?    [Strikes at  him. 

Brafs.  Villain  !  a  hey,  a  hey.  Is't  you  or  rne^ 
Mr.  Clip,  he's  pleas'd  to  compliment  ? 

Clip.  What  do  you  think  on't,    fir  ? 

Brafs.  Think  on't,  now  the  devil,  fetch  me  if  I 
itnow  what  to  think  on't. 

Gripe.  You'll  fell  a  pennyworth,  rogue  !  of  a  thing 
.you  have  ftol'n  from  me. 
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Brafs.  Stol'n!  pray,  fir what  wine    have  you 

drank  to-day  ?  It  has  a  very  merry  effea  upon  you. 
Gripe.  You  villain  !  either  give  me  an  account  how 

y°!W/  O  hoTfir,  if  y°u  Pleafe>  don>t  Carry  y°Uf 
ieft  too  far,  I  don't  underitand  hard  words  I  give 
you  warning  on't :  if  you  han't  a  mind  to  buy  the 
Lcklace,  you  may  let  it  alene,  \  know  how  to  dif- 
pofe  onxt.  What  a  pox 

Gripe.  O  you  (han't  have  that  trouble,  fir.  Dear 
Mr.  Clip,  you  may  leave  the  necklace  here.  I  11  call 
at  your  {hop  and  thank  you  for  your  care. 

Clip.  Sir,  your  humble  fervant.  [Going. 

Brafs.  O  ho,  Mr.  Clip,  if  you  pleafe,  fir  tins 
won't  do,  [Sleeping  him.-]  I  don't  underftand  rallery 
in  fuch  matters. 

Clip.  I  leave  it  with  Mr.  Gripe,  do  you  and  he 

difpuie  it. 

Brafs.  Ay,  but  'tis  from  you,  by  your  leave,  f»r, 
thatlexpedit.  [Gcing  after  him. 

Gripe.  You  expeft,  you  rogue,  to  make  your  eicape. 
4o  you  ?  But  1  have  other  accounts  befides  this,  to 
make  up  with  you.  To  be  fure  the  dog  has  cheated 
me  of  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds.  Come,  villain, 
.give  me  an  account  of 

Brafs.  Account  of! Sir,  give  me  an  account  of 

my  necklace,  or  I'll  make  fuch  a  noife  in  your  houfe, 
J'll  raife  the  devil  in't. 

Gripe.  Well  faid,   courage. 

Brafs.  Blood  and  thunder  give  it  me,  or - 

Gripe.  Come,  hum,  be  wife,  and  J'll  make  no 
noife  of  this  affair. 

Brafs.  You'll  make  no  noife  ;  but  I'll  make  a 
noife,  and  a  damn'd  noife  too.  O,  don't  think  to— 

Gripe.  I  tell  thee  1  will  not  hang  thee. 

Brafs.  But  I  tell  you  I  will  hang  you,  if  you  don  I 
jjive  me  my  necklace,  I  will,  rot  me. 

Gripe.  Speak  foftly,  be  wife  ;  how  came  it  thine  ? 
who  gave  it  thee  ? 

Brafs.  A  gentleman,   a  friend  cf  mine. 

Gripe.  What's  his  name  ? 

Braj's,  His  name !— I'm  in  fuch  a  paflion,!  have 
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Gripe.  Ah,  brazen  rogue thou  haft  dole  it  from 

jny  wife  :   'tis  the  fame  ihe  loll  fix  weeks  ago. 

£rafs.  This  has  not  been  in  England  a  month. 

Gripe.  You  are  a  fon  of  a  whore. 

Brafs.  Give  me  my  necklace. 

Gripe.  Give  me  my  two  hundred  and  fifty  pound  note. 

Brafs.  Yet  I  offer  peace  :  one  word  without  paflion. 
The  cafe  Hands  thus:  Either  I'm  out  of  my  wits,  or 
you  are  out  of  yours ;  now  'tis  plain  I  am  not  out  of 
"my  wits,  ergo 

Gripe.  My  bill,  hang-dog-,  or  I'll  ftrangle  thee. 

\_Tbey  ft  ruggl,. 

Brajs.  Murder,  murder! 

Enter  Clariffa,    Araminta,    Corinna,    Flippanta,  and 
Moneytrap. 

Flip.  What's  the  matter  ?  What's  the  matter  here  ? 

Gripe.  I'll  matter  him. 

Clar.  Who  makes  thee  cry  out  thus,  poor  Brafs  ? 

Brafs.  Why,  your  hulband,  madam,  he's  in  his 
altitudes  here. 

Gripe.  Robber. 

Eraj'i.  Here  he  has  cheated  me  of  a  diamond  neck- 
lacc. 

Cor.  Who,  papa  ?  Ah,  dear  me  ! 

Clar.  Pr'ythee  what's  the  meaning  of  this  great 
^motion,  my  dear? 

Gripe.  The  meaning  is  that I'm  quite  out  of 

breath this  fon  of  a  whore  has  got  your  neck- 

Jace,  that's  all. 

Clar.  My  necklace ! 

Gripe.  That  birdlime  there ftole  it. 

Clar.  Impoflible! 

Brafs.  Madam,  you  fee  matter's  a  little — touch'd, 
that's^all.  Twenty  ounces  of  blood  let  loofc,  wou'd 
fet  all  right  again. 

Gripe.  Here,  call  a  conflable  prefently.  Neigh- 
bour Moneytrap,  you'll  commit  him. 

Brafs.  D'ye  hear?  d'ye  hear?  See  how  wild  he 
looks  :  how  his  eyes  roll  in  his  head :  tie  him  down^ 
or  he'll  do  fome  mifchief  or  other. 

Gripe.  Let  me  come  at  him. 

Clar.  Hold pr'ythee,   my  dear,  reduce  things 

to 
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to  a  little  temperance, and  let  us  coolly  into  the  fecret 
of  this  difagreeable  rupture. 

Gripe.  Well,  then,  without  paffion  :  why,  you  muft 
know,  (but  I'll  have  him  hang'd)  you  muft  know  that 
he  came  to  Mr.  Clip,  to  Mr.  Clip  the  dog  did — with 
a  necklace  to  fell ;  fo  Mr.  Clip  having  notice  before 
that  (can  you  deny  this,  iirrah  ?)  that  you  had  loll 
yours,  brings  it  to  me.  Look  at  it  here,  do  you 
know  it  again  ?  Ay,  you  traitor  !  [To  Brafs. 

JBra/s.  He  makes  me  mad.  Here's  an  appearance 
•f  fomething  now  to  the  company,  and  yet  nothing 
in't  in  the  bottom. 

Clar.  [AJide  to  Flippanta,  Jhewing  the  necklace. 
Flip.  'Tis  it,  faith !  here's  fome  myflery  in  this, 
•we  muft  look  about  us. 

Clar.  The  fafeft  way  is  point  blank  to  difown  the 
necklace. 

Flip.  Right,  Hick  to  that. 

Gripe.  Well,  madam,  do  you  know  your  old  ac- 
quaintance, ha  ? 

Clar.  Why,  truly,  my  dear,  tho'  (as  you  may  all 
imagine)  I  fhou'd  be  very  glad  to  recover  fo  valuable 
a  thing  as  my  necklace,  yet  I  muft  bajuft  to  all  the 
world,  this  necklace  is  not  mine. 

"  Flip.  No,  that's  not  my  lady's  necklact." 

Brafs.  Huzza Mr.  Juftice,  Idemand  my  neck- 

>lace,  and  fatisfaftion  of  him, 

Gripe.  I'll  die  before  1  part  with  it,  I'll  keep  it, 
and  have  him  hang'd. 

Cl«r.  But  be  a  little  calm,  my  dear ;  do,  my  bird, 
and  then.thou'lt -be  able  to  judge  rightly  of  things. 
Gripe.  O  good  lack  !  O  good  lack  ! 
Clar.   No,   but  don't  .give  way  to  fury  and  intereft 
toth,  either  of  'em  are  paifions  rtrong  enough  to  lead 
SL  wife  man  out -of  tke  way.     The  necklace  not  being 
really  mine,  give  it  the  man  again,    and  come  drink 
a  difli  of  tea. 

Brafs.  Ay,  madam  fays  right. 
Gripe.  Oons,  if  you  with  your  addle  head  don't 
know  your  own  jewels,  I  with  my  folid  one  dc.     AnTd 
if  I  part  with  it,  may  famine  be  my  portion. 

Clar.  But  don't  fwcar  and  curfe  thyfelf  at  this  fear- 
ful rate ;  don't,  my  dove :  be  temperate  in  your  words, 

and 
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and  juft  in  ajl  your  aftions,  'twill  bring  a  bleflingup- 
on  you  and  your  family. 

Gripe.  Bring  thunder  and  lightning  upon  me  and 
my  family,  if  I  part  with  my  necklace. 

Clar.  Why,  you'll  have  the  lightning  burn  your 
houfe  about  your  ears,  my  dear,  if  you  go  on  in  thefe 
practices. 

Man.  A  moft  excellent  woman  this  !  {Afide. 

Enter  Mrs.  Amlet. 

Gripe.  I'll  keep  my  necklace. 

Brafs.  Will  you  fo  ?  Then  here  comes  one  has  a 
title  to  it,  if  I  an't ;  let  Dick  bring  himfelf  off  with 
her  as  he  can.  Mrs.  Amlet,  you  are  come  in  a  very 
good  time,  you  loft  a  necklace  t'other  day,  and  who 
do  you  think  has  got  it  ? 

Ami.  Marry,  that  I  know  not,  I  wifh  I  did. 

Brafs.  Why  then  here's  Mr.  Gripe  has  it,  and 
fwears  'tis  his  wife's. 

Gripe .  And  fo  I  do,  firrah look  here,  miftrefs, 

do  you  pretend  this  is  yours  ? 

Ami.  Not  for  the  round  world,  I  wou'd  not  fay  it ; 
I  only  kept  it  to  do  madam  a  fmall  courtefy,  that'a 
all. 

Clar.  Ah,  Flippanta,  all  will  out  now. 

[Afede  to  Flippanta. 

Gripe.  Courtefy  !  what  courtefy  ! 

Ami.  A  little  money  only  that  madam  had  pre- 
fent  need  of,  pleafe  to  pay  me  that,  and  I  demand 
no  more. 

Brafs.  So,  here's  frefti  game,  I  have  ftarted  a  new 
hare,  I  find.  [Afide. 

Gripe.  How  forfooth,  is  this  true?       [To  Clarifla. 

Clar.  You  are  in  a  humour  at  prefent,  love,  to 
believe  any  thing,  fo  I  won't  take  the  pains  to  con- 
tradict it. 

Brafs.  This  damn'd  necklace  will  fpoil  all  our  af- 
fairs, this  is  Dick's  luck  again.  [Afide-. 

Gripe.  Are  you  not  afham'd  of  thefe  ways  ?  Do 

CM  fee  how  you  are  expos'd  befoie  your  beft  friends 
re?  don't  you  blulh   at  it  ? 

Clar.  I  do  blufli,  my  dear,  but  'tis  for  you,  that 
here  it  fhou'd  appear  to  the  world,  you  keep  me  fo 
Ijare  of  money,  I'm  forc'd  to  pawn  my  jewels. 

D  Gripe. 
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Gripe .  Impudent  houfewife  ! 

{Raijtng  his  band  to  fir  ike  her. 

Clar.  Softly,  chicken  ;  you  might  have  prevented 
all  this,  by  giving  me  the  two  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds,  you  fent  to  Araminta  e'en  now. 

Brafi.  You  fee,  fir,  1  deliver'd  your  note :  how  I 
have  been  abus'd  to-day  ! 

Griff.  I'm  betray 'd Jades  on  both  fides,  I  fee 

that.  [Afute. 

Man.  But  madam,  madam,  is  this  true  that  I  hear  ? 
Have  you  taken  a  prefent  of  two  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  ?  Pray  what  were  you  to  return  for  thefe 
pounds,  madam,  ha  ? 

Aram.  Nothing,  my  dear,  I  only  took  'em  to  rc- 
hnburfe  you  of  about  the  fame  fum  you  fent  to  Cla- 
rifla. 

Men.  Hum,  hum,  hum. 

Gripe.  How,  gentlewoman,  did  you  receive  money 
from  him  ? 

Clar.  O,  my  dear,  'twas  only  in  jeft,  I  knew  you'J 
give  it  again  to  his  wife. 

Ami.  But  amongft  all  this  buftle,  I  don't  hear  a 
word  of  my  hundred  pounds.  Is  it  madam  will  pay 
me,  or  mafter  ? 

Gripe.  I  pay  !  The  devil  fhall  pay. 

Clar.  Look  you,  my  dear,  malice  apart,  pay  Mrs. 
Ainlec  her  money,  and  I'll  forgive  you  the  wrong  you 
intended  my  bed  with  Araminta :  am  not  I  a  good 
wife  now  ? 

Gripe.  I  burft  with  rage,  and  will  get  rid  of  this 
rieofe,  tho'  I  tuck  my  fell"  up  in  another. 

Men.  Nay,  pray  e'en  tuck  me  up  \vich  you. 

[Exeunt  Mon.  and  Gripe. 

Clar.  &  Aram.  B'y,  dearies. 
Enter  Dick. 

Cor.  Look,  look,  Flippanta,  here's  the  colonel 
come  at  laft. 

Dick.  Ladies,  I  afk  your  pardon,  I  have  ftay'd  fo 

Ami.  Ah,  rogue's  face,  have  I  got  thee,  old  good- 

for-naught  ?  Sirrah,  firrah,  do  you  think  to  amufe 

me  with   your  marriages,  and  your  great  fortunes  ? 

Thou  haft  pray'd  me  a  rare  prank,  by  my  confcience. 

9  Why, 


frtti  CONFEDERACY.  75 
Why,  you  ungracious  rafcal,  what  do  you  think  will 
be  the  end  of  all  this  ?  Now  HCM  -  'orgive  me,  but 
I  have  a  great  mind  to  hang  thee  for't. 

Cor.  She  talks  to  him  very  familiarly,  Flippanta. 

Flip.  So  methinks,  by  my  faith. 

Brafs.  Now  the  rogue's  ftar  is  making  an  end  qf 
him.  \Afidt. 

Dick.  What  mall  I  do  with  her  ?  [jjMt. 

Ami.  Do  but  look  at  him,  my  dames,  he  has  the 
tountenancc  of  a  cherubim,  bn:  he's  a  rogue  in  hia 
heart. 

Clar.  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this,  Mrs.  Am- 
let? 

Ami.  The  meaning,  good  lack  ?  Why,  this  all-to- 
be-powder'd  rafcal  here  is  my  fon,  an't  pleafe  you  ( 
ha,  Gracelefs?  Now  I'll  make  you  own  your  mother, 
vermin. 

Clar.  What,  the  colonel  your  fon  ? 

Ami.  'Tis  Dick,  m?.dam,  that  rogue  Dick,  I  have 
fo  often  told  you  of,  with  tears  trickling  down  my  old 
cheeks. 

Aram.  The  woman's  mad,  it  can  never  be. 

Ami.  Speak,  rogue,  am  I  not  thy  mother,  ha  ? 
Did  I  not  bring  thee  forth,  fay  then  ? 

Dick.  What  will  you  have  me  fay  ?  you  had  a  mind 
to  ruin  me,  and  you  have  don't ;  wou'd  you  do  any 
more  ? 

Clar.  Then,  fir,  you  are  fon  to  good  Mrs.  Amlet  ? 

Aram.  And  have  had  the  aflurance  to  put  npon  us 
all  this  while  ? 

Flip.  And  the  confidence  to  think  of  marrying  Co- 
rinna  ? 

Brafs.  And  the  impudence  to  hire  me  for  your  fer- 
yant,  who  am  as  well  born  as  yourfelf. 

Clar.  Indeed,  I  think  he  mould  be  corrected. 

Aram.  Indeed,  I  think  he  deferves  to  be  cudgelled. 

Flip.   Indeed,  I  think  he  might  be  purnp'd. 

Brafs.  Indeed,  I  think  he  will  be  haiig'u. 

Atfil.  Good  lack-a-day,  good  lack-a-day  !  there's 
no  need  to  be  fo  fmart  upon  him  neither:  if  he  is  not 
a  gentleman,  he's  a  gentleman's  fellow.  Come  hi- 
ther, Dick,  they  fliun't  run  thee  down  neither  ;  cock 
up  thy  hat,  Dick,  srnd  tell  them,  tho'  Mrs.  Amlet  i« 
D  -z  Jhy 
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thy  mother,  me  can  make   thee  amends,   with   ten 
thoufand  good  pounds,  to  buy  thee  fome  lands,  and 
build  thee  a  houfe  in  the  midft  on't. 

Omncs.   How  ! 

Clar.  Ten  thoufand  pounds,  Mrs.  Amlet  ? 

Ami.  Yes,  forfooth  ;  though  I  fhou'd  lofe  the  hun- 
dred you  pawn'd  your  necklace  for.  Tell  'em  of  that, 
Dick. 

Cor.  Look  you,  Flippanta,  I  can  hold  no  longer, 
and  I  hate  to  fee  the  young  man  abus'd.  And  fo,  fir, 
if  you  pleafe,  I'm  your  friend  and  fervant,  and 
what's  mine  is  yours  ;  and  when  our  eftates  are  put 
together,  I  don't  doubt  but  we  mail  do  as  well  as  the 
belt  of  'em. 

Dick.  Say'ft  thou  fo,  my  little  queen  ?  Why  then, 
if  dear  mother  will  give  us  her  bleffing,  the  parfon 
fhall  give  us  a  tack.  We'll  get  her  a  fcore  of  grand- 
children, and  a  merry  houfe  we'll  make  her. 

[They  kneel  to  Mrs.  Amlet. 

Ami.  Ah ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  the  pretty  pair,  the 

pretty  pair  !  rife,  my  chickens,  rife,  rife,  and  face  the 
proudelt  of  them.  And  if  madam  does  not  deign 
to  give  her  confent,  a  fig  for  her,  Dick — Why,  how 
now  ? 

Clar.  Pray,  Mrs.  Amlet,  don't  be  in  a  paflion,  the 
girl  is  my  hufband's  girl,  and  if  you  can  have  his  con- 
fent, upon  my  word  you  mall  have  mine,  for  any 
thing  belongs  to  him. 

Flip.  Then  all's  peace  again,  but  we  have  been 
more  lucky  than  wife. 

Aram.  And  I  fuppofe  for  us,  ClarifTa,  we  are  to  go 
on  with  our  dears  as  we  us'd  to  do. 

Clar.  Juft  in  the  fame  tradl,  '  for  this  late  treaty 
'  of  agreement  with  'em  was  fo  unnatural,  you  fee  it 
•'  cou'd  not  hold.  But  'tis  juft  as  well  with  us,  as  if 
'  it  had.'  Well,  'tis  aftrange  fate,  good  folks.  But 
while  you  live,  every  thing  gets  well  out  of  a  broil, 
but  a  hufband. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 

FINIS. 


EPILOGUE. 


^fE  beard 'wife  men  in  politicks  lay  down  1 

What  feats  by  little  England  might  be  done,  £• 

ere,  all  agreed,  and  all  would  aft  as  one.  j 


Were  all  agreed 

Ye  wives  a  ufeful  hint  from  this  might  take, 

The  heavy,  old,  defpotick  kingdom  Jhake, 

And  make  your  matrimonial  monfieurs  quake. 

Our  heads  are  feeble,  and  we're  cramp' d  by  laws  ; 

Our  hands  are  weak,  and  not  too  Jirong  our  caufe  : 

Yet  would  thofe  beads  and  hands,  fuch  as  they  are, 

In  firm  confed'racy  refolve  on  war, 

You  d  find  your  tyrants -what  I've  found  my  dear* 

What  only  Two  united  can  produce 

You've  feen  to-night  a  f ample  for  your  ufe  : 

Single,  we  found  we  nothing  could  obtain  j 

We  join  our  force— —and  we  fubdu'd  our  men* 

Believe  me  (my  dear  fex)  they  are  not  brave  ; 

Try  each  your  man,  you'll  quickly  find  your  Jlave. 

1  know  they'll  make  campaigns,   rijk  blood  and  Ufe  ; 

But  this  is  a  more  terrifying  Jirife  '. 

They'll  Jiand  a  Jhot,  who'll  tremble  at  a  wife. 

Beat  then  your  drums,  and  your  jhr  ill  trumpets  found,  7 

Let  all  your  vijlts  of  your  feats  refound,  > 

And  deeds  of  war  in  cups  of  tea  go  round  :  J 

The  Jlars  are  with  you,  fate  is  in  your  hand, 

In  twelvemonths  time  you've  vanquifh'd  half  the  land; 

Be  'wife,  and  keep  'em  under  good  command. 

This  year  -will  to  your  glory  long  be  known, 

And  deathlefs  ballads  hand  your  triumphs  down  ; 

Your  late  atchievements  ever  will  remain, 

Fortho' you  cannot  boafl  of  many  Jlain, 

Ycur  pris'ners  Jbewyouve  made  a  brave  campaign 


\ 
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Royal  Merchant,  by  Beau- 
mont 
Rule  a  Wife  and  have  a 

Wife 

School  Boy,  by  Gibber 
Scornful  Lady,  by  Beau- 
mont and  Fletcher 
She  would  and  (he  would 

not,  by  Gibber 
Shewould  iflhe  could,  by 

Etherege 
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Hughes 
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Sir    Harry    Wildair,    by 
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Dry  den 
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Sufpicious    Hufband,    by 
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Tamerlane,  by  Rowe 
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Two  Gentlemen  of  Ve- 
rona 

Venice  Preferved,  by  Ot- 
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Way  of  the  World,  by 
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Wit  without  Money 
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Gentleman  Dancing  Maf- 
ter,  is 
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Plain  Dealer,    is 
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5"  The  Reader  .is  defired  to  obferve,  that  the  Paflagea 
omitted  in  the  Reprefentation  at  the  Theatre,  are 
here  prefejved,  and  marked  with  inverted  Commas; 
as  at  Page  7  to  the  end  of  Page  iz. 


TO     HIS     GRACE 

WILLIAM, 

DUKE  OF   DEVONSHIRE, 
LORD     CHAMBERLAIN 

OF      HIS 

MAJESTY'S    HOUSHOLD. 

MY  LOR  D, 

TH  E  MINOR,    who    is    indebted    for    his 
appearance   on  the  Stage  to  your  Grace's 
indulgence,  begs  leave  to  defire  your  fur- 
ther protection,  at  his  entering  into  the  world. 

Though  the  allegiance  due  from  the  whole 
dramatic  people  to  your  Grace's  ftation,  might 
place  this  addrefs  in  the  li^ht  of  a  natural  tribute  j 
yet,  my  Lord,  I  fhould  not  have  taken  that 
liberty  with  the  Duke  of  Devonshire,  if  I  could 
not,  at  the  fame  time,  plead  fomc  little  utility 
in  the  defign  of  my  Piece;  and  add,  that  the 
public  approbation  has  {tamped  a  value  on  the 
execution. 

A  2  The 


The  law,  which  threw  the  Stage  under  the 
abfolute  government  of  a  Lord  Chamberlain, 
could  not  fail  to  fill  the  minds  of  all  the  objects 
of  that  power  with  very  gloomy  apprehenfions ; 
they  found  themfelves  (through  their  own  licen- 
tioufnefs,  it  muft  be  confefled)  in  a  more  precarious 
dependent  ftate,  than  any  other  of  his  Majefty's 
fubje&s.  But  when  their  direction  was  lodged 
in  the  hands  of  a  Nobleman,  whofe  anceltors  had 
fo  fuccefsfully  ftruggled  for  national  liberty,  they 
ceafed  to  fear  for  their  own.  It  was  not  from 
a  Patron  of  the  liberal  Arts  they  were  to  expect 
an  oppreflbr;  it  was  not  from  the  Friend  of 
Freedom,  and  of  Man,  they  were  to  dread  partial 
.monopolies,  or  the  eftabliihment  of  petty  ty- 
rannies. 

Their  warmeft  wimes  are'accomplimed ;  none 
of  their  rights  have  been  invaded,  except  what, 
without  the  firft  poetic  authority,  I  (hould  not 
venture  to  call  a  right,  the  Jus  Nocendi. 

Your  tendernefs,  my  Lord,  for  all  the  Followers 
of  the  Mufes,  has  been  in  no  inflance  more  con- 
fpicuous,  than  in  your  late  favour  to  me,  the 
meaneft  of  their  train;  your  Grace  has  thrown 
open  (for  thofe  who  are  denied  admittance  into 
the  palaces  of  Parnaflus)  a  cottage  on  its  borders, 
where  the  unhappy  migrants  may  be,  if  not 
magnificently,  at  leaft,  hofpitably  entertained. 

I  {hall  detain  your  Grace  no  longer,  than  juft 
K>  echo  the  public  voice,  that,  for  the  honour, 

progrefs, 


(     v     ) 

progrcfs,  and  perfection  of  letters,  your  Grace 
may  long  continue  their  candid  CENSOR,  who 
have  always  been  their  generous  Protedtor. 

I  have  the  honour,  my  Lord,  to  be,  with  the 
greateft  refpeft,  and  gratitude, 

Your  Grace's  mod  dutiful, 
moft  obliged, 

and  obedient  Servant, 

SAMUEL  FOOTE. 
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*  Emtr  Canker  ml 


«  Smart, 

«  "T~*\  U  T  are  you  fure  he  has  leave  ? 

i-C       «  CW.  Certain. 

JLJ'  '  SWr/.  I'm  damn'd  glad  on't.  For  now 
«  we  ihall  have  a  laugh  either  with  him,  or  at  him,  it 
«  does  not  fignify  which. 

*  Cank.  Not  a  farthing. 

*  Smart.  D'you  know  his  fcheme  ? 

'  Cank.  Not  I.  But  is  not  the  door  of  the  Little 
«  Theatre  open  ? 

'  Smart.  Yes.  Who  is  that  fellow  that  feems  to  ftand 
*  fentry  there  ? 

*  Cank.  By  his  tatter'd  garb  and  meagre  vifage,  he 
«  muft  be  one  of  the  troop. 

'  Smart.  I'll  call  him.     Hallo,  Mr. 

A  4  4  Eatjr 
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•  Enter  Pearfe. 

•  What,  is  there  any  thing  going  on  over  the  way  ? 

Pear.  A  rehearfal. 

Smart.  Of  what  ? 

Peer.  A  new  piece. 

Swart.  Foote's  ? 

Pear.  Yes. 

Cank.  fs  he  there  ? 

Pear.  He  is. 

Smart.  Zounds,  let's  go  and  fee  what  he  is  about. 

Cank.  With  all  my  heart. 

Smart.  Come  along  then.  \Extunt. 

*  Enter  Foote  and  an  43or. 

«  Focte.  Sir,  this  will  sever  do  j  you  rotift  get  rid  of 
'  your  high  notes,  and  country  cant.  Oh,  *iu  the  true 

•  itroiling 

*  Enter  Smart  and  Canker, 

'  Smart.  Ha !  ha !  ha!  what,  hard  at  it,  my  boy  !— 

•  Here's  your  our  old  friend  Canker  and  1  come  for  a 
'  peep.     Well,  and  hey,  what  is  your  plan  ? 

'  Foote.  Plan  ? 

'  Smart.  Ay,  what  are  your  chara&ers  ?  Give  us  your 
'  group ;  how  is  your  cloth  fill'd  ? 

*  Foote.  Characters! 

'  Smart.  Ay. — Come,  come,  communicate.  What, 
«  man,  we  will  lend  thee  a.  lift.  1  have  a  damn'd  fine 
«  original  for  thee,  an  aunt  of  my  own,  juit  come  from 
«  the  North,  with  the  true  Newcaftle  bur  in  her  throat ; 
'  and  a  nofe  and  a  chin — I  am  afraid  (he  is  not  well 
*  enough  ifnown :  But  I  have  a  remedy  for  that.  I'll 
«  bring  her  the  firfl  night  of  your  piece,  place  her  in 
«  a  confpicuous  ftation,  and  whifper  the  fecret  to  the 
«  whole  houfe.  That  will  be  damn'd  fine,  won't  it  ? 

'  Focte. 
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'  Foote.  Oh,  delicious ! 

4  Smart.  But  don't  name  me.  For  if  fhe  fmokes  me 
'  for  the  author,  I  mall  be  dafh'd  out  of  her  codicil  in 

*  a  hurry. 

'  Foote.  Oh,  never  fear  me.     But  I  mould  think  your 
4  uncle  Tom  a  better  character. 
4  Smart.  What,  the  politician  ? 
*  Foote.  Aye  ;  that  every  day,  after  dinner,  as  foon  as 

*  the  cloth  is  remov'd,  fights  the  battle  of  Minden,  bat- 
4  ters  the  French  with  cherry-ftone?,  and  purfues  !em  to 
'  the  banks  of  the  Rhine  in  a  ftream  of  fpilt  Port. 

4  Smart.  Oh,  damn  it,  he'll  do. 

'  Focte.  Or  what  fay  you  to  your  father-in-law,  Sir 

*  Timothy  ?  who,  though  as  broken-winded  as  a  Houn- 
4  flow  poil-horfe,  is  eternally  chaunting  Venetian  bal- 
4  lads.     Kata  tore  cara  higlia. 

4  Smart.  Admirable!  by  heavens!  —  Have  you  got 
«  'em  ? 

4  Foote.  No. 

4  Smart.  Then  in  with  'em,  my  boy. 

4  Foote .  Not  one. 

4  Smart.  Pr'ythee  why  not  ? 

4  Foote.  Why  look'e,  Smart,  though  you  are,  in  the 
'  language  of  the  world,  my  friend,  yet  there  is  one 
4  thing  you,  I  am  fure,  love  better  than  any  body. 

4  Smart.  What's  that  ? 

'  Foots.  Mifchief. 

4  Smart.  No,  pr'ythee 

'  Facts.  How  now  am  I  fure  that  you,  who  fo  readily 

*  give  up  ycur  relations,  may-  not  have  fome  defign  upon 

*  me  ? 

4  Smart.  I  don't  umleriland  you. 

'  Foote.  Why,,  as  foon  as  my  characters  begin  to  cir- 
'  cuh\te  a  little  fuccefbfully,  my  mouth  is  ftopp'd  in  a 
"minute,  by  the  clamour  of  your  relations, Oh, 

*  damme, — 'tis  a   fliame, — it  mould  not  be, — people  of 
'  dillinftion   brought  upon  the  ftage. — And  fo  out  of 

*  compliment  to  your  coufms,  I  am  to  be  beggar'd  for 
4  treating  the  public  with  the  follies  of  your  family,  at 

*  your  own  requelt. 

A  5  *  Smart. 
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*  Smart.  How  can  you  think  I  wou'd  be  fuch  a  dog? 
«  What  the  devil,   then,  are  we  to  have  nothing  perfo- 

*  nal  ?     Give  us  the  Aftors,  however. 

'  Foote.  Oh,  that's  ftale.     Befides,  I  think  they  hav«, 

*  of  all  men,  the  beft  right  to  complain. 

4  Smart.  How  fo  ? 

4  Foote.  Becaufe,  by  rendering  them  ridiculous  in  their 

*  profeffion,  you  at  the  fame  time  injure  their  pockets. 

*  Now,  as  to  the  other  gentry,  they  have  providentially 

*  fomething  befides  their  underftanding  to  rely  on  ;  and 

*  the  only  injury  they   can   receive  is,  that  the  whole 

*  town  is  then  diverted  with  what  before  was  only  the 

*  .amufement  of  private  parties. 

'  Cank.  Give  us  then  a  national  portrait :  a  Scotch- 
«  man  or  an  Iriftiman. 

'  Foote.  If  you  mean  merely  the  dialecl  of  the  two 
4  countries,  I  can't  think  it  either  a  fubjedb  of  fatire  or 

*  humcrur  ;  it  is  an  accidental  unhappinefs,  for  which  a 

*  man  is  no  more  accountable  than   the  colour  of  his 

*  hair.     Now  affe&ation  I  take  to  be  the  true  comic  ob- 

*  je&.     If,  indeed,  a  North  Briton,  ftruck  with  a  fcheme 
4  of  reformation,  mould  advance  from  the  banks  of  the 
'  Tweed,  to  teach  the  Englim  the  true  pronunciation  of 

*  their  own  language,   he   would,  I  think,  merit  your 
'laughter:  nor  would  a  Dublin  mechanic,   who,   from 
4  heading  the  Liberty  Boys  in  a  fkirmifli  on  Ormond 

*  Quay,  fiiould  think  he  had  a  right  to  prefcribe  military 

*  laws  to  the  firil  Commander  in  Europe,  be  a  lefs  ridi- 

*  culous  objeft. 

*  Smart.  Are  there  fuch  ? 

*  Foaie.  If  you  mean  that  the  blunders  of  a  few  pea- 
4  fants,  or  the  partial  principles  of  a  fmgle  fcoundrel, 

*  are  to  ftand  as  charafteriflical  marks  of  a  whole  coun- 

*  try  ;  your  pride  may  produce  a  laugh,  but,  believe  me, 
«  it  is  at  the  expenceof  your  underilanding. 

*  Cank.    Heydey,   what  a  fyftem  is  here  !     Laws  for 

*  laughing!     And  pray,  fagc  Sir,  inflruft  us  when  we 
'  may  laugh  with  propriety  ? 

«  Fccie.  At  an  old  beau,  a  fuperannuated  beauty,  a 
4  military  coward,  a  fluttering  orator,  or  a  gouty  dancer. 
4  IQ  fhort,  whoever  afkfts  to  be  what  he  is  not,  or  ftrivcs 


THE      M    I    N    O    R.  fi 

»'  to  be  what  he  cannot,  is  an  objeft  worthy  the  Poet's 

*  pen,  and  your  mirth. 

4  Smart.  Plha,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  by  your 

*  is   nots   and  cannots — damn'd  abftrufe  jargon.     Ha, 
4  Canker  ! 

'  Cank.  Well,  but  if  you  will  not  give  us  perfons,  let 
4  us  have  things.  Treat  us  with  a  modern  amour,  and 
4  a  ftate  intrigue,  or  a • 

*  Foote.  And  fo  amufe  the  public  ear  at  the  expence  of 
4  private  peace.     You  muft  excufe  me. 

4  Cank,  And  with  thefe  principles  you  expeft  to  thrive 
4  on  this  fpot  ? 

4  Smart.  No,  no,  it  won't  d'o.  I  tell  thee,  the  plain 
4  roaft  and  boil'd  of  the  Theatres  will  never  do  at  this 
4  table.  We  muft  have  high-feafon'd  ragouts-,  and  rich 
4  fauces. 

4  Foote.  Why,  perhaps,  by  way  of  defert,  I  may  pro- 
'  duce  fomething  that  may  hit  your  palate. 

4  Smart.  Your  bill  of  fare? 

*  Foote.  What  think  you  of  one  of  thofe  itinerant  field 
'  Orators,  who,  though  at  declared  enmity  with  common 
'  fenfe,  have  the  addrefs  to  poifon  the  principles,   and 
'  at  the  fume  time  pick  the  pockets  of  half  our  induftri- 
4  ous  fellow-fubjefts  ? 

*  Cank.    Have  a  care.     Dangerous  ground.     Ludere 
1  cum  facris,  you  know. 

4  Foote.  Now  I  look  upon  it   in   a  different  manner. 

*  I  confider  thefe  Gentlemen  in  the  light  of  public  Per- 
'  formers,  like  myfelf;  and  whether  we  exhibit  at  Tot- 

*  tenham-court,  or  the  Hay-market,  our  purpofe  is  the 
'  fame,  and  the  place  is  immaterial. 

*  Cank.  Why,  indeed,  if  it  be  coniidered  — 

4  Foote.  Nay,  more,  I  muft  beg  leave  to  aflert,  th-.t 
'  ridicule  n  the  otsly  amidote  again  ft  this  pernicious 
'  poifon.  This  r.  a  ma3nel?TEat  argument  cannot  cure  : 
'  and  mould  a  little  wholefome  fevcrity  be  applied,  per-  . 

*  fccutioa  would  be  the  immediate  cry  :  where  then  can 
4  w(  have  recourfe,    but  to  the  Comic  Mule  ?     Perhaps 
4  the  archnefs  and  feventy :""of  Ker'Krnife  may  redrefs  an 

*  evil  that  the  laws  cannot  reach,  or  reafon  reclaim. 
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*  Cank.  Why,  if  it  does  not  cure  thofe  already  dif- 
«  temper'd,  it  may  be  a  means  to  flop  the  infection. 

'  Smart.  But  how  is  your  fcheme  conducted  ? 
'  Foote.  Of  that  you  may  judge.     We  are  juft  going 
«  upon  a  repetition  of  the    Piece.     I  mould  be  glad  to 

*  have  your  opinion. 

'  Smart.  We  will  give  it  you. 

'  Foote.  One  indulgence :  As  yon  are  Englishmen,  I 
'  think  I  need  not  beg,  that,  as  from  neceflity,  moil  of 
4  my  Performers  are  new,  you  will  allow  for  their  inex- 

*  perience,  and  encourage  their  timidity. 

'  Smart.  But  reafonable. 

4  Foote.  Come,  then,  Prompter,  begin. 

*  Pear.  Lord,  Sir,  we  are  all  at  a  ftand. 
'  Foote.  What's  the  matter? 

*  Pear.  Mrs.  O-Schohnefy  has  return'd  the  parf  of  the 

*  bawd  ;  ftie  fays  me  is  a  Gentlewoman,  and  it  would  be 

*  a  reflection  on  her  family  to  do  any  fuch  thing. 

'  Focte.  Indeed  ! 

'  Pear.  If  it  had  been  only  a  whore,  fays  fhe,  Uhould 
'  not  have  minded  it;  becaufe  no  Lady  need  be  afhamed 

*  of  doing  that. 

'  Foote.  Well,  there  is  no  help  for  it ;  but  thefe  Gen- 

*  tlemen  muft  not  be  dilappointed.    Wei!,  I'll  do   the 

*  character  myfelf.  »     , 

['  Exeunt S 
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Sir  William  Wealthy,  and  Mr.  Richard  Wealthy. 

Sir  William. 

COME,    come,     brother,    I   know    the    world. 
People  who  have  their  attention  eternally  fixed 
upon  one  objeft,  can't  help  being  a  little  narrow 
in  their  notions. 

R.  Weal.  A  fagacious  remark  that,  and  highly  pro- 
bable, that  we  Merchants,  who  maintain  a  conitant  cor- 
rofpondence  with  the  four  quarters  of  the  world,  mould 
know  lets  of  it  than  your  famionable  fellows,  whofe 
whole  experience  is  bounded  by  Weilminfter-bridge. 

Sir  Will.  Nay,  brother,  as  a  proof  that  I  am  n.o$  blind 
to  the  benefit  of  travelling,  George,  you  know,  has  been 
in  Germany  thefe  four  years. 

R.  Weal.  Where  he  is  well  grounded  in  gaming  and 
gluttony  :  France  has  furnifhed  him  with  fawning  and 
flattery  ;  Italy  equipped  him  with  capriols  and  cantatas  ; 
and  thus  accomplifhed,  my  young  Gentleman  is  re- 
turn'd  with  a  cargo  of  whores,  cooks,  valets  de  chambrr, 
and  fiddlefticks,  a  moft  valuable  member  of  the  Britim 
commonwealth. 

Sir  //'///.  You  diflike,  then,  my  fyflem  of  education  ? 

R.  Weal  Moft  fmcerely. 

Sir  7/7/7.  The  whole? 

R  Weal.  Every  particular. 

Sir  Will.  The  early  part,  I  mould  imagine,  might 
merit  your  approbation. 

2  R.  W<al. 
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R.  Weal  Lead  of  all.  What,  I  fuppofe,  becaufe  he 
lias  ran  the  gauntlet  thro'  a  public  fchool,  where,  at 
fixteen,  he  had  praftis'd  more  vices  than  he  would 
otherwife  have  heard  of  at  fixty. 

Sir  Will.  Ha,  ha,  prejudice! 

R.  Weal.  Then,  indeed,  you  remov'd  him  to  the 
univerfity  ;  where,  left  his  morals  fhould  be  mended, 
and  his  underftanding  improv'd,  you  fairly  fet  him  free 
from  the  reftraiait  of  the  one,  and  the  drudgery  of  the 
•other,  by  the  privileg'd  diftinction  of  a  filk  gown,  and 
a  velvet  cap. 

-Sir  Will*  And  all  thefe  evils,  you  think,  a  city  edu- 
cation would  have  prevented? 

R.  Weal.  Doubtlefs. Proverbs,  proverbs,  brother 

William,  convey  wholefome  inftrudtion.  Idlenefs  is 
the  root  of  all  evil.  Regular  hours,  conftant  employ- 
ment, and  good  example,  can't  fail  to  form  the  mind. 

Sir  Will.  Why  truly,  brother,  had  you  fluck  to  your 
•old  civic  vices,  hypocrify,  cozenage,  and  avarice,  I 
don't  know  whether  I  might  not  have  committed 
George  to  your  care ;  but  you  cockneys  now  beat  us 
fuburbians  at  our  own  weapons.  What,  old  boy, 
times  are  chang'd  fmce  the  date  of  thy  indentures; 
when  the  fleek,  crop-eared  prentice  us'd  to  dangle  after 
his  miftrcfs,  with  the  great  Bible  under  his  arm,  to  St. 
Bride's,  on  a  Sunday  ;  bring  home  the  text,  repeat. the 
divifions  of  the  difcourfe,  dine  at  twelve,  and  regale, 
upon  a  gaudy  day,  with  buns  and  beer  at  Iflington,  or 
Mile  End. 

R.  Weal.  Wonderfully  facetious ! 

Sir  Will.  Our  modern  lads  are  of  a  different  metal. 
They  hnve  their  gaming  clubs  in  the  garden,  their 
little  lodgings,  the  fnug  depofitories  of  their  nifty 
•fwords,  and  occafional  baw-wigs  ;  their  horfes  for  the 
turf;  aye,  and  their  commiflions  of  bankruptcy  too, 
feefore  they  are  well  out  of  their  time. 

R.  Weal.  Infamous  afperfion  ! 

Sir  Will.  But  the  laft  meeting  at  Newmarket,  Lord 
Lofty  receiv'd,  at  the  hazard-table,  the  identical  note 
from  the  individual  Taylor  to  whom  he  had  paid  it  but 
ihe  day  before,  for  a  new  fet  of  liveries. 

R.  Wtal. 
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R.  WeaL  Invention  ! 

Sir  Will.  Thefe  are  anecdotes  you  will  never  meet 
with  in  your  weekly  travels  from  Cateaton-flreet  to 
yoor  boarded  box  in  Clapham,  brother. 

R.  WeaL  And  yet  that  boarded  box,  as  your  pro- 
digal fpendthrift  proceeds,  will  foon  be  the  only  feat 
of  the  family. 

Sir  Will.  May  be  not.  Who  knows  what  a  reforma- 
tion our  projeft  may  produce  ! 

R.  Weal.  I  do.     None  at  all. 

Sir  Will  Why  fo  ? 

R.  Weal.  Becaufe  your  means  are  ill-proportion'd  to 
their  end.  Were  he  my  fon,  I  would  ferve  him 

Sir  Will  As  you  have  done  your  daughter.  Difcard 
him.  But  confider,  I  have  but  one. 

R.  Weal.  That  would  weigh  nothing  with  me:  for, 
was  Charlotte  to  fet  up  a  will  of  her  own,  and  rejecl 
the  man  of  my  choice,  flie  mull  expeft  to  fhare  the 
fate  of  her  filler.  I  confider  families  as  a  fmaller  kind 
of  kingdoms,  and  would  have  difobedience  in  the  one, 
as  feverely  punifhed,  as  rebellion  in  the  other.  Both 
cut  off  from  their  refpeftive  focieties. 

Sir  Will  Poor  Lucy  !  But  furely  you  begin  to  relent. 
Mayn't  I  intercede  ? 

R.  Weal  Look'e,  brother,  you  know  my  mind.  I 
will  be  abfolute.  If  I  meddle  with  the  management  of 
your  fon,  it  is  at  your  own  requeft  ;  but  if,  diredlly  or 
indiredlly,  you  ir*terfere  with  my  banifhment  of  that 
wilful,  headflrong,  difobedient  hufly,  all  ties  between 
us  are  broke  ;  and  I  (hall  no  more  remember  you  as  a 
brother,  than  I  do  her  as  a  child. 

Sir  Will  I  have  done.  But  to  return.  You  think 
there  is  a  probability  in  my  plan  ? 

R.  Weal  I  (hall  attend  the  iffue. 

Sir  Will  You  will  lend  your  aid,  however? 

R.  Weal  We  fhall  fee  how  you  go  on. 

Enter  Servant. 
Serv.   A  letter,  Sir. 

Sir  Will  Oh,  from  Capias,  my  Attorney.  Who 
hrought  it  $ 

Ssrv* 
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Serv.  The  perfon  is  without,  Sir. 

Sir  Will.  Bid  him  wait.     [Reads.]  [Exit  Serv. 

.     Worthy  Sir, 

'The  bearer  is  the  perfon  I  promised  to  procure.  I  thought 
it  'was  proper  for  you  to  examine  him  *ui<va  voce.  So  if 
you  adminijler  a  few  interrogatories,  you  ivill  find,  by 
crcfs-quejiioning  him,  whether  he  is  a  competent  perfon  to 
profecute  the  caufe  you  ivot  of.  I  ivijh  you  a  fpeedy  ij/~ue  : 
and  as  there  can  be  no  default  in  your  judgment,  am  if 
opinion  it  Jhould  be  carried  into  immediate  execution*  1  amt 
Worthy  Sir,  Sec. 

TIMOTHY  CAPIAS. 

P.  S.  The  Party's  Name  is  Samuel  Shift.  He  is  an 
admirable  mime,  or  mimic,  and  moji  deleflable  company ; 
at  ive  experience  every  Tuefday  night,  at  our  club,  the 
Magpye  and  Horfe-Jhoe,  Fetter-lane. 

Very  methodical  indeed,  Mr.  Capias !     John. 

Enter  Servant. 

Bid  the  perfon,  who  brought  this  Letter,  walk  inv 
[Exit  Serv.]  Have  you  any  curiofity,  brother  ? 

R.  Weal.  Not  a  jot.  I  mult  to  the  'Change.  In  the 
evening  you  may  find  me  in  the  counting-houfe,  or  at 
Jonathan's.  [Exit  R.  Wealthy. 

Sir  Will.  You  (hall  hear  from  me. 

Enter  Shift  and  Servant. 

Shut  the  door,  John,  and  remember,  I  am  not  at  home. 
[Exit  Serv.]  You  came  from  Mr.  Capias? 

Shift.  I  did,  Sir. 

Sir" #7/7.  Your  name,  I  think,  is  Shift? 

Shift.  It  is,  Sir. 

Sir  Will.  Did  Mr.  Capias  drop  any  hint  of  my  bus'- 
nefs  with  you? 

Shift.  None.  He  only  faid,  with  his  fpe&acles  on  his 
nofe,  and  his  hand  upon  his  chin,  Sir  William  Wealthy 
is  a  refpedable  perfonage,  and  my  Client;  he  wants 

to 
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to  retain  you  in  a  certain  affair,  and  will  open  the  cafe, 
and  give  you  your  brief  himfelf :  if  you  adhere  to  his 
mftrutlions,  and  carry  your  caufe,  he  is  generous,  and 
will  difcharge  your  bill  without  taxation. 

Sir  Will.  Ha,  ha!  my  friend  Capias  to  a  hair  !  Well, 
Sir,  this  is  no  bad  fpecimen  of  vour  abilities.  But  fee 
that  the  door  is  fair.  Now,  Sir,  you  are  to  — — 

Shiff.  A  moment's  paufe,  if  you  pleafe.  You 
muft  know,  Sir  William,  I  am  a  prodigious  admirer  of 
forms.  Now  Mr.  Capias  tells  me,  that  it  is  always  the 
rule,  to  adminiiter  a  retaining  fee  before  you  enter  upon 
the  merits. 

Sir/F/7/.  Oh,  Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon  ! 

Shift.  Not  that  I  qucilion'dyour  generofity ;  but  forms, 

you  know 

Sir  Will.  No  apology,  I  beg.     But  as  we  are  to  have 
a  clofer  connexion,  it  may  not  be  amifs,  by  way  of  in- 
troduftion,  to  underhand  one  another  a  little.    Pray, 
Sir,  where  was  you  born  ? 
Shift.  At  my  father's. 

Sir  Will.  Hum  ! And  what  was  he? 

Shift.  A  Gentleman. 
Sir  Will.  What  was  you  bred  ? 
Shift.  A  Gentleman. 
Sir  Witt.  How  do  you  live? 
Shift.  Like  a  Gentleman. 

Six  Will.  Cou'd  nothing  induce  you  to  onbofom 
yoiirfelf  ? 

Shift.  Look'e,   Sir  William,  there  is  a  kind  of  fcmc- 
thing  in  your  countenance,   a  certain  opennefs   and  ge- 
nerofity, a  je  ne  f9ai  quo!  in  your  manner,  that  I  will 
unlock  :  You  mail  fee  me  all. 
Sir  Will.  You  will  oblige  me. 

Shift.  You  muft  know  then,  that  Fortune,  which 
frequently  delights  to  raife  the  noblell  ftru&ures  from 
the  fimplcft  foundations  ;  who  from  a  Taylor  made  a 
Pope,  from  a  gin-mop  an  Emprefs,  and  many  a  Prime 
Minifter  from  nothing  at  all,  has  thought  fit  to  raife  me 
to  my  prefent  height,  from  the  humble  employment  of 
Li^ht  your  Honour— —A  Link  Boy. 

Sir 
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Sir  Will.    A  pleafant  fellow. Who  were  your 

parents  ? 

^  Shift.  I  was  prc  iuced,  Sir,  by  a  left-handed  mar- 
riage, in  the  language  of  the  news-papt;s,  between  an 
illuftrious  lamp-light  ;  and  an  eminent  itinerent  cat 

and  dog  butcher. Cat's  meat,  and  do^'s  meat. — — 

I  dare  fay,  you  have  hc..rd  my  mother,  Sir.  But  as  to 
this  happy  pair  I  owe  hule  befides  my  being,  I  (hall 
drop  them  where  they  drcpt  me in  the  ftreet. 

Sir  Will.  Proceed. 

Shift.  My  firft  knowledge,  of  the  world  I  owe  to  a 
fchool,  which  has  produced  many  a  great  man ;  the 
avenues  of  the  Play-houfe.  There,  Sir,  leaningon  my 
extinguifh'd  link,  I  learn'd  dexterity  from  pick-pockets, 
connivance  from  conftables,  politics  and  falhions  front 
footmen,  and  the  art  of  making  and  breaking  a  pro- 
mife,  from  their  matters.  Here,  firrah,  light  me  a-crofs 
the  kennel. — I  hope  your  Honour  will  remember  Poor 
Jack. — You  ragged  rafcal,  I  have  no  half-pence — I'll 
pay  you  the  next  time  I  fee  you. — But,  lack-a-day,  Sir, 
that  time  I  faw  as  feldom  as  his  Tradefmen. 

Sir  Will.  Very  well. 

Shift.  To  thefe  accomplishments  from  without  the 
Theatre,  I  muft  add  one  that  I  obtain'd  within. 

Sir  Will.  How  did  you  gain  admittance  there  ? 

Shift.  My  merit,  Sir,  that,  like  my  link,  threw  a 
radiance  round  me.  —  A  detachment  from  the  head- 
quarters here,  took  pofleffion,  in  the  fummer,  of  a 
country  corporation,  where  I  did  the  honours  of  the 
barn,  by  fweeping  the  ftage,  and  clipping  the  candles. 
There  my  (kill  and  addrefs  were  fo  confpicuous,  that  it 
prccur'd  me  the  fame  office,  the  enfuing  winter,  at 
Drury-lane,  where  I  acquir'd  intrepidity  ;  the  crown 
of  all  my  virtues. 

Sir  Will.  How  did  you  obtain  that  ? 

Shift.  By  my  pod.  For  1  think,  Sir,  he  that  dares 
iland  the  (hot  of  the  gallery  in  lighting,  fnuffing,  and 
fweeping,  the  firft  night  of  a  new  play,  may  bid  de- 
fiance to  the  pillory,  with  all  its  cuftomary  compli- 
ments. 

Sir  Will.  Some  truth  in  thau 

160s, 
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S-hift.  But  an  unlucky  crab  apple,  apply'd  to  my 
right  eye  by  a  Patriot  Gingerbread  Baker,  from  the  Bo- 
rough, who  would  not  fuffer  three  Dancers  from  Swit- 
zerland, becaufe  he  hated  the  French,  forced  me  to  a  pre- 
cipitate retreat. 

Sir  mil.  Poor  devil! 

Shift.  Broglio  and  Contades  have  done  the  fame. 
But,  as  it  happen'd,  like  a  tennis-ball,  I  rofe  higher  from 
the  rebound. 

Sir  mil.  Howfo? 

Shift.  My  misfortune,  Sir,  mov'd  the  compafllon  of 
one  of  our  performers,  a  whimfical  man,  he  took  me 
into  his  fervice.  To  him  I  owe,  what,  I  believe,  will 
make  me  ufeful  to  you. 

Sir  mil.  Explain. 

Shift.  Why,  Sir,  my  mailer  was  remarkably  happy  in 
an  art,  which,   however  difeileem'd  at  prefent,  is,  by 
Tully,  reckon'd  amongft  the  perfections  of  an  orator; 
Mimickry. 
'"  Sir  J/-7/A  Why,  you  are  deeply  read,  Mr.  Shift ! 

Shift.  A  {mattering — But  as  I  was  faying,  Sir,  no- 
thing came  amifs  to  my  mailer  :  Bipeds  or  quadrupeds ; 
rationals  or  animals;  from  the  clamour  of  the  bar,  to 
the  cackle  of  the  barn-door ;  from  the  foporific  twang 
of  the  Tabernacle  of  Tottenham-court,  to  the  melodious 
bray  of  their  long-ear'd  brethren  in  Bunhill-fields ;  all 
were  objefts  of  his  imitation  and  my  attention.  In  a 
word,  Sir,  for  two  whole  years,  under  this  profeflbr,  I 
fludy'd  and  ftarv'd,  impoverifh'd  my  body  and  pam- 
per'd  my  mind  ;  till  thinking  myfelf  pretty  near  equal 
to  my  mailer,  I  made  him  one  ot  his  own  bows,  and  fet 
up  for  myfelf. 

Sir  Will.  You  have  been  fuccefsful,  I  hope. 

Shift.  Pretty  well.  I  can't  complain.  My  art,  Sir, 
is  a  paj/e  par-tout.  I  feldom  want  employment.  Let's 
fee  how  (land  my  engagements.  [Pulls  out  a  pocket- 
book.}  Hum, — hum, — Oh  !  Wednefday  at  Mrs.  Gam- 
mut's,  near  Hanover-fquare  ;  there,  there,  I  fhall  make 
a  meal  upon  the  Mingotti ;  for  her  Ladyfhip  is  in  the 
•Opera  intereft  ;  but,  however,  I  ihall  revenge  her  caufe 
upon  her  rival  Mattei.  Sunday  evening  at  Lady  Suili- 

nuto's 


20  THE    M   I   N   O   R. 

nuto's  concert.  Thurfday  I  dine  upon  the  Actors,  with 
ten  Templars,  at -the  Mitre,  in  Fleet-ftreet.  Friday  I 
am  to  give  the  amorous  parly  of  two  intriguing  cats  in 
a  gutter,  with  the  difturbing  of  a  hen-rooft,  at  Mr.  De- 
puty Sugarfop's,  near  the  Monument.  So,  Sir,  you  fee 
my  hands  are  full.  In  fhort,  Sir  William,  there  is  not 
a  buck  or  a  turtle  devoured  within  the  bills  of  mortality, 
but  there  I  may,  if  I  pleafe,  flick  a  napkin  under  my 
chin. 

Sir  Will  I'm  afraid,  Mr.  Shift,  I  muft  break  in  a 
little  upon  your  engagements;  but  you  fiiall  be  no 
lofer  by  the  bargain. 

Shift.  Command  me. 

Sir  Will.  You  can  be  fecret  as  well  as  ferviceable  ? 

Shift.  Mute  as  a  mackrel. 

Sir  Hill.  Come  hither  then.  If  you  betray  me  to  my 
fon 

Shift.  Scalp  me. 

Sir  Will.  Enough.— You  muft  know  then,  the  hopes 
of  our  family  are,  Mr.  Shift,  centcr'd  in  one  boy. 

Shift.  And  I  warrant  he  is  a  hopeful  one. 

Sir  Will.  No  interruption,  I  beg.  George  has  been 
abroad  thefe  four  years,  and  from  his  late  behaviour,  I 
have  reafon  to  believe,  that  had  a  certain  event  hap- 
pened, which  I  am  afraid  he  wifhed, — my  death. 

Shift.  Yes ;  that's  natural  enough. 

Sir  Will.  Nay,  pray, — there  would  foon  be  an  end 
to  an  ancient  and  honourable  family. 

Shift.  Very  melancholy,  indeed.  But  families,  like 
befoms,  will  wear  to  the  itumps,  and  finally  fret  out,  as 
you  fay. 

Sir  Will.  Pr'ythee  peace  for  five  minutes. 

Shift.  I  am  tongue-ty'd. 

Sir  Will.  Now  I  have  projected  a  fcheme  to  prevent 
this  calamity. 

Shift.  Ay,  I  mould  be  glad  to  hear  that. 

Sir  Will.  I  am  going  to  tell  it  you. 

Shift.  Proceed. 

Sir  Will.  George,  as  I  have  contriv'd  it,  mall  expe- 
rience all  the  mifery  of  real  ruin,  without  running  the 
leaft  rifcjue. 

Shift. 
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Shift.  Ay,  that  will  be  a  coup  de  maitre. 

Sir  Will.  I  have  prevail'd  upon  his  uncle,  a  wealthy 
citizen 

Shift.  I  don't  like  a  city  plot. 

Sir  Will.  I  tell  thee  it  is  my  own. 

Shift.  I  beg  pardon. 

Sir  //•/'//.  My  brother,  I  fay,  fome  time  fince  wrote 
him  a  circumftantial  account  of  my  death  ;  upon  which, 
he  is  return'd,  in  full  expectation  of  fucceeding  to  my 
eftate. 

Shift.  Immediately. 

Sir  Will.  No  ;  when  at  age.     In  about  three  months. 

Shift.  I  undcviland  you. 

Sir  Will.  Now,  Sir,  guefling  into  what  hands  my 
heedlefs  boy  would  naturally  fall,  on  his  return,  I  have, 
in  a  feigned  character,  aflbciated  myfelf  with  a  fett  of 
rafcals,  who  will  fpread  every  bait  that  can  flatter  folly, 
inflame  extravagance,  allure  inexperience,  or  catch 
credulity.  And  when,  by  their  means,  he  thinks  him- 
felf  reduced  to  the  lall  extremity  ;  loll  even  to  the  moft 
diftant  hope — — 

Shift.  What  then  ? 

Sir  Will.  Then  will  I  ftepin,  like  his  guardian-angel, 
and  fnatch  him  from  perdition.  If,  mortify'd  by  mifery, 
he  becomes  confcious  of  his  errors,  I  have  fav'd  my  fon  ; 
but  if,  on  the  other  hand,  rjratitude  can't  bind,  nor  ruin 
reclaim  him,  I  will  caft  him  out,  as  an  alien  to  my 
blood,  and  truil  for  the  fuppprt  of  my  name  and  family 
to  a  remoter  bi.inch. 

Shift.  Bravely  rcfolv'd.  But  what  part  am  I  to  fuf- 
tain  in  this  Drama  ? 

Sir  Will.  Why,  George,  you  are  to  know,  is  already 
ftript  of  what  money  he  could  command,  by  two  fharp- 
ers :  but  as  I  never  truft  them  out  of  my  fight,  they  can't 
deceive  me. 

Shift.  Out  of  your  fight ! 

Sir  Will.  Why,  I  tell  thee,  I  am  one  of  the  knot:  an 
adept  in  their  fcience,  can  flip,  fhuffle,  cog,  or  cut  with 
the  befl  of 'em. 

Shift.  How  do  you  cfcape  your  fon's  notice  ? 

Sir  Will* 
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Sir  Will.  His  firm  perfuafion  of  my  death,  with  the 
extravagance  of  my  difguife. — Why,  I  wou'd  engage  to 
elude  your  penetration,  when  I  am  beau'd  out  for  the 
Baron.  But  of  that  by  and  by.  He  has  recourfe,  after 
his  ill  fuccefs,  to  the  ten  per  cent,  gentry,  the  ufurers, 
for  a  farther  fupply. 

Shift.  Natural  enough. 

Sir  Will.  Pray  do  you  know,  —  I  forget  his  name, — 
a  wrinkled  old  fellow,  in  a  thread-bare  coat  ?  He  fits 
every  morning,  from  twelve  till  two,  in  the  left  corner 
of  Lloyd's  Coffee-houfe ;  and  every  evening,  from  five 
till  eight,  under  the  clock,  at  the  Temple  Exchange. 

Shift.  What,  little  Transfer,  the  Broker. 

Sir  Will.  The  fame.     Do  you  know  him  ? 

Shift.  Know  him !  Aye,  rot  him.  It  was  but  laft 
Eafter  Tuefday  he  had  me  turn'd  out,  at  a  feaft,  in 
Leather-fellers  Hall,  for  finging  Room  fer  Cuckolds,  like 
a  parrot ;  and  vow'd  it  meant  a  reflection  upon  the  whole 
Body  Corporate. 

Sir  Will.  You  have  reafon  to  remember  him. 

Shift.  '  Yes,  yes,  I  recommended  a  Minor  to  him  my- 
'  felt",  for  the  loan  only  of  fifty  pounds ;  and,  wou'd  you 

*  believe  it,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav'd,  we  din'd,  fupp'd,  and 
'  wetted  five  and  thirty  guineas  upon  tick,  in  meetings  at 
'  the  Crofs  Keys  in  order  to  fettle  the  terms  ;  and,  after 
'  all,  the  fcoundrel  would  not  lend  us  a  ttiver. 

'  Sir  Will.  Cou'd  you  perfonate  him  ? 

'  Shift.  Him!   Oh,  you   fhall   fee  me    fliift  into  his 

*  fhamble  in  a  minute,  and  with  a  wither'd  face,  a  bit  of 
'  a  purple  nofe,  a  cautionary  Hammer,  "and  a  fleek  fil- 
'  ver  head,  I  would  undertake  to  deceive  even  his  Bank- 

*  er.     But  to  fpcak  the  truth,  I  have  a  friend  that  can  do 
4  this  inimitably   well.'     Have   not  you   fomething  of 
more  confequcnce  for  me  ? 

Sir  Will.  I  have.  Cou'd  not  you,  Matter  Shift,  afTume 
another  fhape?  You  have  attended  auctions  ? 

Shift.  Auctions!  a  conftant  puff.  Deep  in  the  myf- 
tery  ;  a  profefled  Connoiffeur,  from  a  Niger  to  a  Nau- 
tilus ;  from  the  Apollo  Belvidere  to  a  Butterfly. 

Sir  Will.  One  of  thefe  infmuating,  oily  Orators,  I  will 
get  you  to  perfonate :  for  we  mufl  have  the  plate  and 

jewels 
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jewels  in  our  poffeffion,  or  they  will  foon  fall  into  other 
hands. 

Shift.  I  will  doit. 

Sir  Will.  Within  I'll  give  you  farther  initruaiorij. 

Shift.  I'll  follow  you. 

Sir  Will    [Going,  returns.]   You  will  want  materials. 

Shift.  Oh,  my  dreJs  1  can  be  furnifh'd  with  in  five 
minutes.  [Exit  Sir  Will  ]  A  whimfical  old  blade 
this.  I  iliall  laugh  if  this  Icheme  mifcarries.  I  have  a 

ftrange  mind  to  lend  it  a  lift — never  had  a  greater 

Pho,  a  damn'd  unnatural  connexion  this  of  mine! 

What  have  I  to  do  with  fathers  and  guardians!  a  parcel 
of  preaching,  prudent,  careful,  curmudgeonly— dead 
topleafures  themfelves,  and  the  blatters  of  it  in  others. 

Mere  dogs  in  a  manger— No,  no,  I'll  veer,  tack 

about,  open  my  budget  to  the  boy,  and  join  in  a  coun- 
ter-plot. But  hold  hold,  hold,  friend  Stephen,  fee 
firlt  how  ^the  land  lies.  Who  knows  whether  this 
Germaniz'd  genius  has  parts  to  comprehend,  or  fpirit  to 
reward  thy  merit.  There's  danger  in  that,  ay,  marry 
is  there.  'Egad  before  I  fliift  the  helm,  I'll  firft  exa- 
mine thecoaft;  and  then,  if  there  be  but  a  bold  fliore 
and  a  good  bottom,  have  a  care,  old  Square  Toes,  you 
will  meet  with  your  match.  [Exit. 

Enter  Sir  George,  Loader,  and  Servant. 

Sir  Gco.  Let  the  Martrn  pannels  for  the  vis-a-vis  be 
carried  to  Long-Acre,  and  the  pye-balls  fent  to  Hall's 

to  be  bitted You  will  give  me  leave  to  be  in  your 

debt  till  the  evening,  Mr.  Loader.  I  have  juft  enough 
left  to  difcharge  the  baron;  and  we  muft,  you  know, 
be  punftual  vvith  him,  for  the  credit  of  the  country. 

Load.  Fire  him,  a  fnub-nos'd  fon  of  a  bitch.  Levant 
me,  but  he  got  enough  laft  night  to  purcliafe  a  princi- 
pality nmrngft  his  countrymen,  the  High-dutchians  and 
Huflarians. 

Sir  Geo.  You  had  your  {hare,  Mr.  Loader. 

Load.  Who,  I !  Lurch  me  at  four,  but  I  was  mark'd 
to  the  top  of  your  trick,  by  the  baron,  my  dear. 
What,  I  am  no  cinque  and  quatre  man.  Come,  mail 

we 
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\ve  have  a  dip  in  the  hiftory  of  the  Four  Kings  this 
morning  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Rather  too  early.  Befides,  it  is  the  rule 
abroad,  never  to  engage  a-freQi,  till  our  old  fcores  are 
difcharg'd. 

Load.  Capot  me,  but  thofe  lads  abroad  are  pretty 
fellows,  let  'em  fay  what  they  will.  Here,  Sir,  they  will 
vowel  you,  from  father  to  fon,  to  the  twentieth  genera- 
tion. They  wou'd  as  foon  now-a-days  pay  a  tradef- 
man's  bill,  as  a  play  debt.  All  fenfe  of  honour  is  gone, 
not  a  ftiver  (Hrring.  They  cou'd  as  foon  raife  the  dead 
as  two  pounds  two;  nick  me,  but  I  have  a  great  mind 
to  tie  up,  and  ruin  the  rafcals— What,  has  Transfer 
been  here  this  morning  ? 

Enter  Dick. 

Sir  Geo.  Any  body  here  this  morning,  Dick  ? 

Dick.  No  body,  your  honour. 

Load.  Repique  the  rafcal.  He  promis'd  to  be  here 
before  me. 

Dick.  I  beg  your  honour's  pardon.  Mrs.  Cole  from 
the  Piazza  was  here,  between  feven  and  eight. 

Sir  Geo.  An  early  hour  for  a  Lady  of  her  calling. 

Dick.  Mercy  on  me!  The  poor  Gentlewoman  is  mor- 
tally altered  fmce  we  us'd  to  lodge  there,  in  our  jaunts 
from  Oxford;  wrapt  up  in  flannels;  all  over  the rheu- 
matife. 

Load.  Ay,  ay,  old  Moll  is  at  her  lad  ftake. 

Dick.  She  bade  me  fay,  me  juft  ftopt  in  her  way  to 
the  Tabernacle ;  after  the  exhortation,  he  fays,  (he'll 
call  again. 

Sir  Geo.  Exhortation!  Oh,  I  recolleft.  Well,  whilft 
they  only  make  profelytes  -from  that  profeffion,  they 
are  heartily  welcome  to  them.  She  does  not  mean  to 
make  me  a  convert? 

Dick.  I  believe  (he  has  fome  fuch  defign  upon  me ; 
for  (he  ofFer'd  me  a  book  of  hymns,  a  (hilling,  and  a 
dram,  to  go  along  with  her. 

Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  No  bad  fcheme,  Dick.  Thou  haft  a  fine, 
fober,  pfalm-finging  countenance ;  and  when  thou  halt 
been  fome  time  in  their  trammels,  may'ft  make  as  able 
a  teacher  as  the  beft  of  'em. 

Dick.  Laud,  Sir,  I  want  learning. 

Sir  Geo.  Oh,  the  fpirit,  the  fpirit  will  fupply  all  that, 
Dick,  never  fear. 

Enter  Sir  William,  as  a  German  Baron. 

My  dear  Baron,  what  news  from  the  Haymarket  ? 
What  fays  the  Florenza  ?  Does  (he  yield  ?  Shall  I  be 
happy  ?  Say  yes,  and  command  my  fortune. 

Sir  Will.  I  was  never  did  fee  fo  fine  a  woman  fince  T 
was  leave  Hamburgh;  dere  was  all  de  colour,  all  red 
and  white,  dat  was  quite  natural ;  point  d'artifice. 

Then  me  was  dance  and  fmg 1  vow  to  heaven,  I 

was  never  fee  de  like! 

Sir  Geo.  But  how  did  me  receive  my  embafly  ?  What 
hopes  ? 

Sir  Will.  Why  dere  was,  Monfieur  Ic  Chevalier, 
when  I  firft  enter,  dree  or  four  damn'd  queer  people  ; 
ah,  ah,  dought  I,  by  Gad  I  guefs  your  bufinefs.  Dere. 
was  one  fat  big  woman's,  dat  I  know  long  time  :  le  Va- 
let de  Chambre  was  tell  me  dat  fhe  came  from  a  grand 
Merchand ;  ha,  ha,  dought  I,  by  your  leave,  Hick  to 
your  (hop  ;  or,  if  you  mull  have  de  pretty  girl,  dere  is 
de  play-hous,  dat  do  very  well  for  you  ;  but  for  de 
Opera,  pardonnez,  by  Gar  dat  is  meat  for  your  mailer. 

Sir  Geo.  Infolent  mechanic!  —  but  fhe  defpis'd  him  ? 

Sir  Will.  Ah,  ma  foy,  he  is  damn'd  rich,  has  beau- 
-Conp  de  guineas ;  but  afcer  de  fat  woman  was  go,  I  was 
tell  the  Signora,  Madam,  der  is  one  certain  Chevalier  of 
dis  country,  who  has  travell'd,  fee  de  world,  bienfs.it, 
well  made,  beaucoup  d'Efprit,  a  great  deal  of  monies, 
who  beg,  by-  Gar,  to  have  de  honour  to  drow  himfelf  at 
your  feet. 

Sir  Geo.  Well,  well,  Baron. 

Sir  Will.  She  alka  your  name  ;  as  foon  as  I  tell  her, 
aha,  by  Gar,  dans  an  inftant,  fhe  melt  like  de  lomp  or' 
fugar  :  fhe  run  to  her  bureau,  and,  in  de  minute,  return 
wid  de  paper. 

B  Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  Give  it  me.  [Reads. 

JLes  prelimitiaires  d'uns  traiie  entre  h  Chevalier  li'ealtby^ 
and  la  Signcra  Diamenti. 

A  bagatelle,  a  trifle  :  flic  (hall  have  it. 

Load.  Hark'e,  Knight,  what  is  all  that  there  out- 
landifh  fluff? 

Sir  Geo.  Read,  read  !  The  eloquence  of  angels,  rr.y 
•dear  Baron  1 

Load.  Slam  me,  but  the  man's  mad  !  I  don't  under- 
ftand  their  gibberifh.  —  What  is  it  in  Englifh  ? 

Sir  Geo.  The  preliminaries  of  a  fubfidy  treaty  between 
Sir  «G.  Wealthy,  and  Signora  Florenza;  that  the  faid 
Signora  will-refign  the  poflefllon  of  her  perfon  to  the 
faid  Sir  -George,  on  the  payment  of  three  hundred 
guineas  monthly,  for  equipage,  table,  domeftics,  drefs, 
clogs,  and  diamonds;  her  debts  to  be -duly  difcharged, 
and  a  note  advanced  of  five  hundred  by  way  of  entrance. 
Load.  Zounds,  what  a  cormorant !  She  mult  be  de- 
<vJliih  handfome. 

Sir  Geo.  1  am  told  fo. 

Load.  Told  fo!   Why  did  you  never  fee  her? 
Sir  Geo.  No ;  and  poflibly  never  may,  but  from  my 
ibox  at  the  Opera. 

Load.  Hey-day  !   Why,  what  the  devil  — 
Sir  Geo.  Ha,  ha,  you   flare ;    I   don't  wonder   at   it. 
This  is  an  elegant  refinement,  unknown  to  the  grofs  vo- 
luptuaries of  this   part  of  the   world.     This  is,    Mr. 
Loader,  what  may  be  called  a  debt  to  your  dignity  :  for 
an   Opera  Girl   is  as  eflential  a  piece  of -equipage  for  a 
man  of  fefhion,  as  his  coach. 
Lc,aci.  The  devil! 

bir  Gto.  'Tis  for  the  vulgar  only  to  enjoy  what  they 
poflefs  :  the  diftinftion  of  ranks  and  conditions  are,  to 
have  hounds  and  never  hunt;  cooks,  and  dine  at  Ta- 
verns ;  houfes,  you  never  inhabit ;  miftrefTes,  you  never 

-enjoy 

•Load.  And  debts,  you  never  pay.  Egad,  I  am  not 
furpriz'd  at  it ;  if  this  be  your  trade,  no  wonder  that 
you  want  money  for  neceflaries,  when  you  give  fuch  a 
damri'd  deal  for  nothing  at  all. 

Znttr 
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Enter  Servant. 

Ser--v.  Mrs.  Cole,  to  wait  upon  your  honour. 

Sir  Geo.  My  dear  Baron,  run,  difpatch  my  affair, 
conclude  my  treaty,  and  thank  her  for  the  vsry  reafon- 
;ible  conditions. 

Sir  Will.  I  fall. 

Sir  Geo.  Mr.  Loader,  (hall  T  trouble  you  to  introduce 
the  Lady  ?  She  is,  I  think,  your  acquaintance. 

Load.  Who,  old  Moll  ?  Ay,  ay,  file's  your  market- 
woman.  I  wou'd  not  give  fix-pence  for  your  Signoras. 
One  armful  of  good,  who^efomeBruifh  beauty,  is  worth 
a  ihip  load  of  their  trapfing,  tawdry  trollops.  But 
hark'e,  Baron,  how  much  for  the  table  ?  Why  (he  mult 
have  a  devilifh  large  family,  or  a  monrtrous  ftomach. 

Sir  Will.  Ay,  ay,  dere  is  her  moJer,  la  complaifante 
to  walk  in  de  Park,  and  to  go  to  de  play ;  two  broders, 
deux  valets,  dree  Spanifh  lap-dogs,  and  de  monkey. 

Lead.  Strip  me,  if  I  wou'd  fet  five  {hillings  againft 
the  whole  gang.  May  my  partner  renounce  with  the 
game  in  his  hand,  if  I  were  you,  Knight,  if  I  would 
not [Ex.  Bar, 

Sir  Geo.  But  the  Lady  waits.  [Ex.  Load.]  A  rtrange 
fellow  this.  What  a  whimfical  jargon  he  talks.  Not 
an  idea  abftradled  from  play.  To  fay  truth,  I  am  fin- 
cerely  fick  of  my  acquaintance:  But,  however,  I  have 
the  firft  people  in  the  kingdom  to  keep  me  in  counte- 
nance. Death  and  the  dice  level  all  diftinftions. 

Enter  Mrs.  Cole,  fuppcrted  ky  Loader  and  Dick. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Gently,  gently,  good  Mr.  Loader. 

Load.  Come  along,  old  Moll.  Why,  you  jade,  you 
look  as  rofy  this  morning,  I  muft  have  a  finack  at  your 
inuns.  Here,  talle  her,  (he  is  as  good  as  old  hock  to  get 
you  a  flomach. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Fye,  Mr.  Loader,  I  thought  you  had  forgot 
me. 

Load.  I  forget  you  !  I  would  as  foon  forget  what  is 
trumps. 

B  z  Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Cult.  Softly,  foftly,  young  man.  There,  there, 
mighty  well.  And  how  does  your  honour  do  ?  I  han't 
feen  your  honour  the  —  Oh  !  mercy  on  me,  there's  a 
twinge  — — 

Sir  Geo.  What  is  the  matter,  Mrs.  Cole  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.  My  old  diforder,  the  rheumatife  ;  I  han't 

been  able  to  get  a  wink  of Oh  la!  what,  you  have 

been  in  town  thefe  two  days  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Since  Wednefday. 

Mrs.  Cole.  And  never  once  called  upon  old  Cole. 
No,  no,  I  am  worn  out,  thrown  by,  and  forgotten,  like  a 
tatter'd  garment,  as  Mr.  Squintum  fays.  Oh,  he  is  a 
dear  man!  But  for  him  I  had  been  a  loft  Iheep  ;  never 

known  the  comforts  of  the  new  birth  ;  no, There's 

your  old  friend,  Kitty  Carrot,  at  home  ftill.  What, 
fliall  we  fee  you  this  evening  ?  I  have  kept  the  Green 
Room  for  you  ever  fince  I  heard  you  were  in  town. 

Load.  What,  (hall  we  take  a  fnap  at  old  Moll's  ? 
Hey,  Beldam,  have  you  a  good  batch  of  Burgundy  a- 
broach  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.   Bright  as  a  ruby  ;  and  for  flavour !    You 

know  the  Colonel He  and  Jenny  Cummins  drank 

three  flafks,  hand  to  fift,  laft  night. 

Load.  What,  and  bilk  thee  of  thy  (hare  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Ah,  don't  mention  it,  Mr.  Loader.  No, 
that's  all  over  with  me.  The  time  has  been,  when  I 
could  have  earned  thirty  millings  a  day  by  my  own 
drinking,  and  the  next  morning  was  neither  fick  nor 
forry :  But  now,  O  laud,  a  thimbleful  turns  me  topfy- 
turvey. 

Load.  Poor  old  girl.' 

Mr.  Cole.  Ay,  I  have  done  with  thefe  idle  vanities  ; 
my  thoughts  are  fix'd  upon  a  better  place.  What,  I 
fuppofe,  Mr.  Loader,  you  will  be  for  your  old  friend  the 
black-ey'd  girl,  from  Rofemary-lane.  Ha,  ha !  Well, 
'tis  a  merry  little  tit.  A  thoufand  pities  (he's  fuch  a 
reprobate! — But  (he'll  mend;  her  time  is  not  come: 
all  (hall  have  their  call,  as  Mr.  Squintum  fays,  fooner  or 
Jater;  regeneration  is  not  the  work  of  a  day.  No,  no, 
10.— Oh! 

Sir  Geo.  Not  worfe,  I  hope. 

Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Cck.  Rack,  rack,  gnaw,  gnaw,  never  eafy,  abed 
or  up,  all's  one.  Pray,  honeft  friend,  have  you  auy 
clary,  or  mint-water  in  the  houfe  r 

Dick.  A  cafe  of  French  drams. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Heaven  defend  me !  I  would  not  touch  a 
dram  for  the  world. 

Sir  Geo.  They  are  but  cordials,  Mrs.  Cole.  Fetch 
'em,  you  blockhead.  [ExifDicL. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Ay,  I  am  a  going  ;  a  wafting  and  a  wait- 
ing, Sir  George.  What  will  become  of  the  houfe  when 

\  am  gone,  heaven  knows. No. When  people 

are  mifs'd,  then  they  are  mourned.  Sixteen  years  have 
1  liv'd  in  the  Garden,  comfortably  and  creditably  ;  and, 
though  I  fay  it,  could  have  got  bail  any  hour  of  the 
day :  Reputable  Tradefmen,  Sir  George,  neighbours, 
Mr.  Loader  knows ;  no  knock  me  down  doing?  in  my 
houfe.  A  fet  of  regular,  fedate,  fober  cuftomers.  No 
rioters.  Sixteen  did  I  fay — Ay,  eighteen  years  have  I 
paid  fcot  and  lot  in  the  parim  of  St.  Paul's,  and  during 
the  whole  time,  no  body  have  faid,  Mrs.  Cole,  why  do 
you  fo  ?  Unlefs  twice  that  I  was  before  Sir  Thomas  D* 
Val,  and  three  times  in  the  Round-houfe. 

Sir  Geo.  Nay,  don't  weep,  Mrs.  Cole. 

Load.  May  I  lofe  deal,  with  an  honour  at  bottom,  if 
old  Moll  does  not  bring  tears  into  my  eyes. 

Mrs.  Cole.  However,  it  is  a  comfort,  after  all,  to 
think  one  has  paft  thro'  the  world  with  credit  and  cha- 
racter. Ay,  a  good  name,  as  Mr.  Squintum  fays,  is 
better  than  a  gallipot  of  ointment. 

Enter  Dick  luitb  a  dram. 

Load.  Come  hafte,  Dick,  hafte ;  forrow  is  dry.  Here, 
Moll,  mail  I  fill  thee  a  bumper? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Hold,  hold,  Mr.  Loader !  Heaven  help 
you,  I  could  as  foon  fwallow  the  Thames.  Only  a  fip, 
to  keep  the  gout  out  of  my  ftomach. 

Load.  Why  then,  here's  to  thee. — Levant  me,  but  it 
is  fupernaculum. — Speak  when  you  have  enough. 

Mrs.  Cole*  I  won't  trouble  you  for  the  glafs ;  my 
hands  do  fo  tremble  and  fhake,  I  {hall  but  fpill  the  good 
creature. 

B  3  Load. 
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Load.  Well  pull'd.  But  now  to  bufinefs.  Pr'ythee, 
Moll,  did  not  1  fee  a  tight  young  wench  in  a  linen 
gown,  knock  at  your  door  this  morning? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Ay  ;  a  young  thing  from  the  country. 

Load.  Could  we  not  get  a  peep  at  her  this  evening? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Impefiible!  She  is  engag'd  to  SirTimoihy 
Totter.  I  have  taken  earnell  for  her  thefe  three  months. 

Load.  Pho,  what  fignifies  fuch  a  fellow  as  that !  Tip 
him  an  old  trader,  and  give  her  to  the  Knight. 

Mrs.  Coif.  M  ip  him  an  old  trader ! — Mercy  on  us, 
where  do  you  exped  to  go  when  you  die,  Mr.  Loader? 

Load.  Crop  me,  but  this  Squintum  has  turn'd  her 
brains. 

Sir  Geo.  Nay,  Mr.  Loader,  I  think  the  Gentleman 
has  wrought  a  moil  happy  reformation. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Oh,  it  was  a  wonderful  work.  There  had 
I  been  toffing  in  a  fea  of  fin,  without  rudder  or  compafs. 
And  had  not  the  good  Gentleman  piloted  me  into  the 
harbour  of  grace,  I  muft  have  ftruck  againft  the  rocks 
of  reprobation,  and  have  been  quite  fwallowed  up  in  the 
whirlpool  of  defpair.  He  was  the  precious  inftrument 
of  my  fpiritual  fprinkling. — But  however,  Sir  George, 
if  your  mind  be  fet  upon  a  young  country  thing,  to- 
morrow night  I  believe  1  can  furnifh  you. 

Load.   As  how  ? 

Mrs.  Ctk.  1  have  advertifed  this  morning,  in  the  Re- 
giiter-oftice,  for  fervants  under  feventeen;  and  ten  to 
one  but  I  light  on  fomething  that  will  do. 

Load.  Pillory  me,  but  it  has  a  face. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Truly,  confidently  with  my  confcience,  I 
would  do  any  thing  for  your  honour. 

Sir  Geo.  Right,  Mrs.  Cole,  never  lofe  fight  of  that 
monitor.  But  pray,  how  long  has  this  heavenly  change 
been  wrought  in  you  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Ever  fince  my  laft  vifitation  of  the  gout. 
Upon  my  firft  fit,  feven  years  ago,  I  began  to  have  my 
doubts,  and  my  waverings ;  but  1  was  loft  in  a  laby- 
rinth, and  nobody  to  mew  me  the  road.  One  time,  I 
thought  of  dying  a  Roman,  which  is  truly  a  comfortable 
communion  enough  for  one  of  us :  but  it  would  not  do. 
Sir  Gto.  Why  not  ? 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Cole.  I  went  one  fummer  over  to  Boulogne  to 
repent ;  and,  would  you  believe  it,  the  bare-footed, 
bald-pated  beggars  would  not  give  me  abfolution,  with- 
out I  quitted  my  bufmefs Did  you  ever  hear  of  fuch 

a  fet  of  fcabby Befides,  I  could  not  bear  their  bar- 
barity. Would  you  believe  it,  Mr.  Loader*  they  lock 
up  for  their  lives,  in  a  nunnery,  the  prettieft,  fweeteit, 

tender,  young  things  : Oh,  fix  of  them,  for  a  fea- 

fon,  would  finifh  my  bufmefs  here,  and  then  I  ihould 
have  nothing  to  do,  but  to  think  of  hereafter. 

Load.  Brand  lire,  what  a  country  ! 

Sir  Ceo.  Oh,  fcandalous ! 

Mrs.  Cole.  Ono,  it  would  not  do.  So,  in  mylaft  illnefs, 
J  was  wifh'd  to  Mr.  Squintum,  who  flept  in  with  his 
faving  grace,  got  me  with  the  new  birth,  and  I  became, 
as  you  fee,  regenerate,  and  another  creature. 

Enter  Dick. 

D/Y/f.  Mr.  Transfer,  Sir,  has  fent  to  know  if  your 
Honour  be  at  home. 

Sir  Geo.  Mrs.  Cole,  I  am  mortify'd  to  part  with  you. 
But  bufmefs,  you  know 

Mrs.  Cole.  True,  Sir  George.  Mr.  Loader,  your 
arm Gently,  oh,  oh! 

Sir  Geo.  Would  you  take  another  thimbleful,  Mrs. 
Cole. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Not  a  drop — I  mall  fee  you  this  evening  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Depend  upon  me. 

Mrs.  Cole.  To-morrow  I  hope  to  fuit  you We  are 

to  have,  at  the  Tabernacle,  an  occafional  hymn,  with 
a  thankfgiving  fermon  for  my  recovery.  After  which, 
I  (hall  call  at  the  Regifter-office,  and  fee  what  goods  my 
advertifement  has  brought  in. 

Sir  Geo.  Extremely  obliged  to  you,  Mrs.  Cole. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Or  if  that  mould  not  do,  I  have  a  tid-bit 
at  home,  will  fuit  your  ftomach.  Never  bririh'd  by  a 
beard.  Well,  heaven  blefs  you — Softly,  have  a  care, 

Mr.  Loader Richard,  you  may  as  well  give  me  the 

bottle  into  the  chair,   for  fear  I  fhould  be  taken  ill  on 

the  road.     Gently fo,  fo  ! 

[Exit  Mrs.  Ccle  and  Loader. 
64  'Sir 
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*  Sir  Geo.  Dick,  fhew  Mr.  Transfer  in Ha,  ha, 

what  a  hedge  podge  !  How  the  jade  has  jumbled  to- 
gether the  carnal  and  the  fpiritual ;  with  what  eafe 
fhe  reconciles  her  new  birth  to  her  old  calling  !— No 
wonder  thefe  preachers  have  plenty  of  prolelytes, 
whilll  they  have  the  addrefs  fo  comfortably  to  blend 
the  hitherto  jarring  interefts  of  the  two  worlds. 

'  Enter  Loader. 

'  Load.  Well,  Knight,  I  have  hous'd  her ;  but  they 
•  want  you  within,  Sir. 
"  Sir  Gto.  I'll  go  to  them  immediately.          [ExtuntS 


ACT 
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ACT        II. 

Enter  Dick,  introducing  Transfer. 
Dick.'T\  yrY  matter  will  come  to  you  prefently.     [Exit. 

Enter  Sir  George. 

Sir  Geo.  Mr..  Transfer,  your  fervant. 

Tranf.  Your  Honour's  very  humble.  I  thought  \f> 
have  found  Mr.  Loader  here. 

Sir  Geo.  He  will  return  immediately.  Well,  Mr. 

Transfer but  take  a  chair— you  have  had  a  long 

walk.  Mr.  Loader,  1  prefume,  open'd  to  you  the  ur- 
gency of  my  bus'nefs 

7'ranf.  Ay,  ay,  the  general  cry,  money,  money !  I 
don't  know,  for  my  part,  where  all  the  money  is  flown 
to.  Formerly  a  note,  with  a  tolerable  endorfement, 
was  as  current  as  ca(h.  If  your  uncle  'Richard  now 
wou'd  join  in  this  fecurity— 

Sir  Gee.  Impoffible. 

Tranf.  Ay,  like  enough.     I  wifh  you  were  of  age. 

Sir  Geo.  So  do  I.  But  as  that  will  be  confider'd  in 
the  premium — 

<i ran/.  True,  true— T  fee  you  underftand  bus'nefs — 
And  what  fum  does  your  honour  lack  at  prefent  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Lack  !* — How  much  have  you  brought ? 

^"i  anf.  Who,  I?  Dear  me!  none. 

Sir  Geo.  Zounds,  none  ! 

Tranf.  Lack-a-day,  none  to  be  had,  I  think.     All 

the  morning   have  I    been    upon   the  hunt.      There, 

Ephraim  Barebones,  the  Tallow-chandler,  in  Thames- 

itreet,  us'd  to  be  a  never-failing  ch?p;  not  a  guinea  to 
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begottherfe.  Then  I  totter'd  away  to  Nebuchadnezzar 
Zebulohi  in  the  Old  Jewry,  but  it  happen'd  to  be  Sa- 
turday ;  and  they  never  touch  on  the  Sabbath,  you 
know. 

Sir  Geo.  Why  what  the  devil  can  I  do  ? 

tfranf.  Good  me,  I  did  not  know  your  honour  had 
been  fo  prefs'd. 

Sir  Geo  My  Honour  preft: !  Yes,  my  Honour  is  not 
only  preft,  but  ruin'd,  unlefs  I  can  raife  money  to  re- 
deem it.  That  blockhead,  Loader,  to  depend  upon  this 
old  doating"-  • 

Tranf.  Well,  well,  now  I  declare,  I  am  quite  forry  to 
fee  your  Honour  in  fuch  a  taking. 

Sir  Geo.  Damn  your  forrow. 

Tranf.  But  come,  don't  be  caft  down  :  Tho' money 
is  not  to  be  had,  money's  worth  may,  and  that's  the 
fame  thing. 

Sir  Geo.   How,  dear  Transfer  ? 

FraxJ.  Why  ]  have,  at  my  warehouse  in  the  city,  ten 
cafes  of  whale-blubber,  a  large  cargo  of  Dantzick  do\v- 
lafs,  with  a  curious  fortment  of  Birmingham  hafts,  and 
Whitney  blankets  for  exportation., 

Sir  Geo.   Hey! 

^Tranf.  And  flay,  flay,  then,  again,  at  my  country.- 
houfc,  the  bottom  of  GrayVinn-lane,  there's  a  hundred 
tun  of  fine  old  hay,  only  damag'd  a  little  laft  winter,  fox 
want  of  thatching  ;  with  forty  load  of  flint  flones. 

S'uGeo.   Well. 

Tranf.  Your  Honour  may  have  all.  thcfe  for  a  reafcn- 
able  profit,  and  convert  them  intocnm. 

Sir  Geo.  Blubber  and  blankets  ?  Why,  you  old  raC- 
cal,  do  you  banter  me? 

*Tranf.   Who  I?  O  law,  marry,  heaven  forbid. 

Sir  Geo.  Get  out  of  my— you  fluttering  fcoundreL 

Tranf.  If  your  Honour  wou'd  but  hear  me  — 

Sir  Gee.  Troop,  I  fay,  unlefs  you  have  a  mind  to  go- 
a  Ihorter  way  than  you  came.  [Ex.  Tr.]  And  yet 
there  is  fomething  fo  uncommonly  ridiculous  in  his 
propofal,  that  were  my  mind  more  at  eafe.  [Enter 
Loader.]  So,  Sir,  you  have  recommended  me  to  a  fine 
fellow. 

Load. 
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Load,  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sir  Geo.  He  can't  fupply  me  with  a  /hilling!  anl 
wants,  befides,  to  make  me  a  dealer  in  dowlafs. 

Load.  Ay,  and  a  very  good  commodity  too.  People 
that  are  upon  ways  and  means,  mull  not  be  nice, 
Knight.  A  pretty  piece  of  work  you  have  made  herei 
Thrown  up  the  cards,  with  the  game  in  your  hands. 

Sir  Geo.  Why,  pr'ythee,  of  what  ufe  wou'd  his — 

Load.  Ufe!  of  every  ufe.  Procure  you  the  fpankers, 
my  boy.  I  have  a  Broker,  that,  in  a  twinkling,  fnall 
take  off  your  bargain. 

Sir  Geo.   Indeed ! 

Load.  Indeed!  Ay,  indeed.  You  fit  down  to  hazard7, 
and  not  know  the  chances!  I'll  call  him  back. — Holo, 
Transfer. — A  pretty,  little,  bufy,  buttling — You  may 
travel  miles,  before  you  will  meet  with  iiis  match.  If 
there  is  one  pound  in  the  city,  he  will  get  it.  He 
'creeps,  like  a  ferret,  into  their  bags,  and  makes  the 
yellow-boys  bolt  again. 

Enter  Transfer. 

Come  hither,  little  Transfer ;  what,  man,  our  Minor  wars 
a  little  too  hafty ;  he  did  not  underitand  trap :  knows 
nothing  of  the  game,  my  dear. 

Tvanf.  What  .1  faid,  was  to  ferve  Sir  George  j  as  he 
feem'd 

Load.  I  told  him  fo ;  well,  well,  we  will  take  thy 
commodities,  were  they  as  many  more.  But  try,  pr'ythea, 
if  thou  cou'dft  not  procure  us  fome  of  the  ready,  ior 
prefent  fpending- 

Tranf.    Let  me  confide r. 

Load.  Ay,  do;  come:  muffle  thy  brains;  never  fear 
the  Baronet.  To  let  a  Lord  of  Lands  want  fhiners ;  'ti-s 
a  fliame. 

'Tranf.  I  do  recolleft,  in  this  quarter  of  the  town,  an 
old  friend,  that  us'd  to  do  things  in  this  way. 

Load.  Who? 

Trnnf.    Statute,  the  Scrivener. 

Load.  Slam  me,  but  he  has  nick'd  the  chance. 

Tranf.   A  hard  man,  matter  Loader  ! 
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Sir  Gto.  No  matter. 

Tranf.  His  demands  are  exorbitant. 

Sir  Geo.  That  is  no  fault  of  ours. 

Load.  Well  faid,  Knight ! 

Tranf.  But  to  fave  time,  I  had  better  mention  his 
terms. 

Load.  Unneceflary. 

Tranf.  Five  per  cent  legal  intereft. 

Sir  Geo.  He  (hall  have  it. 

4Tranf.  Ten,  the  premium. 

Sir  Geo.  No  more  words. 

'Tranf.  Then,  as  you  are  not  of  age,  five  more  for  in- 
faring  your  life. 

Load.  We  will  give  it. 

Tranf.  As  for  what  he  will  demand  for  the  rifque— 

Sir  Geo.  He  (hall  be  fatisfy'd. 

Tranf.  You  pay  the  Attorney. 

Sir  Geo.  Amply,  amply;  Loader,  difpatchhim. 

Load.  There,  there,  little  Transfer ;  now  every  thing 
is  fettled.  AlUerms  (hall  be  comply'd  with,  reasonable 
or  unreafonable.  What,  our  principal  is  a  man  of 
honour.  [Ex.  Tr.]  Hey,  my  Knight,  this  is  doing 
buiinefs.  This  Pinch  is  a  fure  card. 

Re-enter  Transfer. 

Tranf.  I  had  forgot  one  thing.  I  am  not  the  princi- 
pal; you  pay  the  brokerage. 

Load.  Ay,  ay;  and  a  handfome  prefent  into  the 
bargain,  never  fear. 

Tranf.  Enough,  enough. 

Load.  Hark'e,  Transfer,  we'll  take  the  Birmingham 
•hafts  and  Whitney  wares. 

Tranf.  They  mall   be  forthcoming. You   would 

npt  have  the  hay,  with  the  flints  ? 

Load.  Every  pebble  of  'em.  The  Magiftrates  of  the 
Baronet's  Borough  are  infirm  and  gouty.  Hefhalldea'l 
them  as  new  pavement,  [f  x.  Tr.]  So,  that's  fettled. 
I  believe,  Knight,  I  can  lend  you  a  helping  hand  as  to 
the  laft  article.  I  know  fome  Traders  that  will  truck  : 
fellows  with  finery.  Not  commodities  of  futh  clumfcy 
Conveyance  as  old  Transfer's. 

Sir 
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Sir  Geo.    You  are  obliging. 

Load.  I'll  do  it,  boy ;  and  get  you,  into  the  bargain,  a 
"bonny  Auctioneer,  that  fhall  difpofe  of  'em  all  in  a 
crack.  [Exif* 

Eater  Dick. 

Dick.  Your  uncle,  Sir,  has  been  waiting  fome  time. 

Sir  Geo.  He  comes  in  a  lucky  hour.  Shew  him  in, 
\Ex.  Dick.]  Now  for  a  lefture.  My  fituation  ftia'n't 
link  my  fpirits,  however.  Here  comes  the  mufty  Trader, 
running  over  with  remonftrances.  I  muft  banter  the 
Cit. 

Enter  Richard  Wealthy. 

R.  Weal.  So,  Sir,  what,  I  fuppofe  this  is  a  fpice  of 
your  foreign  breeding,  to  let  your  Uncle  kick  his  heel* 
in  your  hall,  whilft  your  prefence  chamber  is  crouded 
with  pimps,  bawds,  and  gamefters. 

Sir  Geo.  Oh,  a  proof  of  my  refpeft,  dear  nuncle. 
Would  it  have  been  decent  now,  nuncle,  to  have  intro- 
duced you  into  fuch  company  ? 

R.  Weal.  Wonderfully  confiderate.  Well,  yo'.ing 
man,  and  what  do  you  think  will  be  the  end  of  all  this  ? 
Here,  I  have  received  by  the  laft  mail,  a  quire  of  youx 
drafts  from  abroad.  I  fee  you  are  determined  our  neigh- 
-bours  fliould  tafte  of  your  magnificence. 

Sir  Geo.  Yes,  I  think  I  did  fome  credit  to  my  country., 

R.  Weal.  And  how  are  all  thefe  to  be  paid  ? 

Sir  Geo.  That  I  fubmit  to  you,  dear  nuncle. 

R.  Weal.  From  me  ! — Not  a  foufe  to  keep  you  from 
'the  counter. 

Sir  Geo.  Why  then  let  the  fcoundrels  ftay.  It  is  their 
duty.  I  have  other  demands,  debts  of  honour,  v»h;ch 
mull  be  difcharged. 

R.  Weal.  Here's  a  diabolical  diftinaion  !  Here's  a 
proftitution  of  words  !  — Honour!  'Sdeath,  that  a  raf- 
cal,  who  hns  pick'd  your  pocket,  (hall  have  his  crime 
gilded  with  the  mod  facred-diftin&ion,  and  his  plunder 
punctually  paid  ;  whilft  the  induilrious  mechanic,  who 
.minifters  to  your  very  wants,  fhall  have  his«debt  delay'd, 
-and.his  demand  treated  as  infoicnt. 

Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  Oh !  a  truce  to  this  thread-bare  trumpery, 
dear  nuncle. 

-  R  Weal.  I  confefs  my  folly  ;  but  make  yourfelfeafy ; 
you  won't  be  troubled  with  many  more  of  my  vifits.  I 
own  I  was  weak  enough  to  defign  a  (hort  expoftulatioti 
with  you  ;  but  as  \ve  in  the  city  know  the  true  value  of 
time,  I  fhall  take  care  not  to  fquander  away  any  more  of 
it  upon  you. 

Sir  Geo.  A  prudent  refolution. 

R.  Weal.  One  commiffion,  however,  I  can't  difpenfe 
with  myfelf  from  executing. — It  was  agreed  between 
your  father  and  me,  that  as  he  had  but  one  fon,  and  I 
one  daughter 

Sir  Geo.  Your  gettings  fhould  be  added  to  his  eftate, 
and  my  coufin  Margery  and  I  fquat  down  together  in 
the  comfortable  ftate  of  matrimony. 

R.  Weal.  Puppy!  Such  was  our  intention.  Now,  his 
lafl  will  claims  this  contract. 

Sir  Geo.  Difpatch,  dear  nuncle. 

R.  Weal.  Why  then,  in  a  word,  fee  me  here  demand 
the  execution. 

Sir  Geo.  What  d'ye  mean  ?  For  me  to  marry  Mar- 
gery ? 

R.  Weal.  I  do. 

Sir  Geo.  What,  moi — me  ? 

R.  Weal.  You,  you Your  anfwer,  ay  or  no  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Why  then  concifely  and  brieily,  without  eva- 
lion,  equivocation,  or  further  ciicumlocutioxi,—— No. 

R.  Weal.  I  am  glad  of  it. 

Sir  Geo.  So  am  I. 

R.  Weal.  But  pray,  if  it  would  not  be  too  great  a 
favour,  what  objections  can  you  have  to  my  daughter? 
Not  that  I  want  to  remove  'em,  but  merely  out  of  curi- 
ofny,  What  objections  ? 

Sir  Geo.  None.  I  neither  know  her,  have  feen  her, 
enquir'd  after  her,  or  ever  intend  it. 

R.  Wial.  What,  perhaps  I  am  the  ftumbling-block  ? 

Sir  Geo.  You  have  hit  it. 

R.  Weal  Ay,  now  we. come  to  the  point.  Well,  and 
pray 

Sir 
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Sir  Ceo.  Why,  it  is  not  fo  much  a  diflike  to  your  per- 
fon,  though  that  is  exceptionable  enough,  but  your  pro- 
feffion,  dear  nuncle,  is  an  infuperable  obftacle. 

R.  Weal.  Good  lack  !  And  what  harm  has  that  done, 
pray  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Done!  fo  ftain'd,  polluted,  and  tainted  the 
whole  mafs  of  your  blood,  thrown  fuch  a  blot  on  your 
'fcutcheon,  as  ten  regular  fucceffions  can  hardly  efface. 

R.  Weal.  The  deuce  ! 

Sir  Geo.  And  cou'd  you  now,  confidently  with  your 
duty  as  a  faithful  guardian,  recommend  my  union  with 
the  daughter  of  a  trader  ? 

R.  Weal.  Why,  indeed,  I  a(k  pardon  ;  I  am  afraid  I 
did  not  weigh  the  matter  as  maturely  as  I  ought. 

Sir  Geo.  Oh,  a  horrid,  barbarous  fcheme  ! 

R.  Weal.  But  then  I  thought  her  having  the  honour 
to  partake  of  the  fame  flefh  and  blood  with  yourfelf, 
might  prove,  in  fome  meafiire,  a  kind  of  fullers-earth, 
to  fcour  out  the  dirty  fpots  contracted  by  commerce. 

Sir  Geo.  Impoffible ! 

R.  Weal.  Befides,  here  it  lias  been  the  pra&ice  even 
of  Peers. 

Sir  Geo.  Don't  mention  the  unnatural  intercourfc-1 
Thank  Heav'n,  Mr.  Richard  Wealthy,  my  education 
has  been  in  another  country,  where  I  have  been  too 
well  intruded  in  the  value  of  Nobility,  to  think  of  inter- 
mixing it  with  the  offspring  of  a  Bourgeois.  Why,  what 
apology  cou'd  I  make  to  my  children,  for  giving  them, 
fuch  a  mother  ? 

R.  Weal.  I  did  not  think  of  that.  Then  I  muft  de- 
fpair,  I  am  afraid. 

Sir  Geo.  I  can  afford  but  little  hopes.  Tho',  upon  re- 
colle&ion Is  the  Grifette  pretty  ? 

R.  Weal.  A  parent  may  be  partial.  She  is  thought  fo. 

Sir  Geo.  Abt  la  j-olie  petite  Bcurgeoife  !  Poor  girl,  I 
fuicerely  pity  her.  And  I  fuppofe,  to  procure  her  e- 
meruon  from  the  mercantile  mud,  no  confidcration 
wou'd  be  fpar'd. 

R.  Weal.  Why,  to  be  fure,  for  fuch  an  honour  one 
wou'd  iirain  a  point. 

Sir 
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Sir  Gto.  Why  then,  not  totally  to  deflroy  your  hopes* 
I  do  recollect  an  edict  in  favour  of  Brittany  ;  that  wheat 
a  man  of  diftin&ion  engages  in  commerce,  his  nobility 
is  fuffered  to  fleep. 

R.  Weal.  Indeed  \ 

Sir  Geo.  And  upon  his  quitting  the  contagious  con- 
nexion, he  is  permitted  to  refume  his  rank. 

R.  Weal.  That's  fortunate. 

€ir  Geo.  So,  nuncle  Richard,  if  you  will  fell  out  of 
the  ftocks,  fhut  up  your  counting-houfe,  and  quit  St» 
Mary-ax  for  Grofvenor-fquare 

R.Weal.  What  then? 

Sir  Geo.  Why,  when  yotsr  rank  has  had  time  to  roufe 
itfelf,  for  I  think  your  nobility,  nuncle,  has  had  a  pretty 
long  nap,  if  the  girl's  perfon  is  pleafing,  and  the  pur- 
chafe-money  is  adequate  to  the  honour,  I  may  in  time 
be  prevail'd  upon  to  reftore  her  to  the  right  of  her 
family. 

R.  Weal.  Amazing  condefcenfion. 

Sir  Geo.  Good-nature  is  my  foible.  But,  upon  my 
ifoul,  I  would  not  have  gone  fo  far  for  any  body  elfe. 

R.  Weal.  I  can  contain  no  longer.  Hear  me,  fpend- 
4hrift,  prodigal,  do  you  know,  that  in  ten  days  your 
-whole  revenue  won't  purchafe  you  a  feather  to  adorn, 
your  empty  head? — 

Sir  Geo.  Hey  dey,  what's  the  matter  now? 

R  Weal.  And  that  you  derive  every  acre  of  your 
Jboafted  patrimony  from  your  great  uncle,  a  foap-boiler  ! 

Sir  Geo.  Infamous  afperfion  ! 

R.  Weal.  It  was  his  bags,  the  fruits  of  his  honeft  in- 
dultry,  that  preferv'd  your  lazy,  beggarly  nobility.  His 
•wealth  repair'd  your  tottering  hall,  from  the  ruins  of 
.which,  even  the  rats  had  run. 

Sir  Geo  Better  our  name  had  perifli'd !  Infupport- 
-able!  foap-boiling,  uncle! 

R.Weal.  Traduce  a  trader  in  a  country  of  commerce! 
It  is  treafon  againft  the  community  ;  and,  for  your  pu- 
nimment,  I  wou'd  have  you  reftor'd  to  the  fordid  condi- 
tion from  whence  we  drew  you,  and  like  your  predecef- 
fors,  the  Pifts,  llript,  painted,  and  fed  upon  hips,  haws, 
.and  blackberries. 

Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  A  truce,  dear  haberdaiher. 

R.  #W.Onepleafure  I  have,  that  to  this  goal  you  are 
upon  the  gallop ;  but  have  a  care,  the  fword  hangs  but 
by  a  thread.  When  next  we  meet,  know  me  tor  the 
mailer  of  your  fate.  [Exif. 

Sir  Geo.  Infolent  mechanic  !  But  that  his  Bourgeois 
blood  would  have  foil'd  my  fword  — 

Enter  Baron  and  Loader. 

Sir  Will  What  is  de  matter  ? 

Sir  Geo.  A  fellow  here,  upon  the  credit  of  a  little 
affinity,  has  dar'd  to  upbraid  me  with  being  fprung 
-from  a  foap-boiler. 

Sir  Will.  Vat,  you  from  the  boiler  of  foap ! 

Sir  Geo.  Me. 

Sir  Will.  Aha,  begar,  dat  is  anoder  ting — And  harka 
you,  Mifter  Monficur,  ha— how  dare  a  you  have  d'at- 
trontary — 

Sir  Geo.  How ! 

Sir  Will.  De  impertinence  to  fit  down,  play  wid  me  ? 

Sir  Geo.  What  is  this  ? 

Sir  Will  A  beggarly  Bourgeois  vis-a-vis,  a  Baron  of 
twenty  defcents. 

Load-  But  Baron 

Sir  Will.  Bygar,  I  am  almoil  aftiam'd  to  win  of  fuck 
a  low,  dirty — Give  me  my  monies,  and  let  a  me  never 
Tee  your  face. 

Load.  Why,  but  Baron,  you  miftake  this  thing,  I 
know  the  old  buck  this  fellow  prates  about. 

Sir  Will  May  be. 

Load.  Pigeon  me,  as  true  a  Gentleman  as  the  Grand 
Signior.  He  was,  indeed,  a  good-natur'd,  obliging, 
friendly  fellow;  and  being  a  great  judge  of  foap,  tar, 
and  train-oil,  he  us'd  to  have  it  home  to  his  houfe,  and 
fell  it  to  his  acquaintance  for  ready  money,  to  ferve 
them. 

Sir  Will.  Was  dat  all  ? 

Load.  Upon  my  honour. 

Sir  Will.  Oh,  dat,  dat  is  anoder  ting,  Bygar  I  was 
afraid  he  was  negotiant. 

Load.  Nothing  like  iu 
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Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  A  Gentleman  to  enqu're  for  Mr.  Loader.  [£.*•/>. 

Load.  I  come — A  pretty  fon  of  a  bitch,  this  Baron! 
Pimps  for  the  man,  picks  his  pocket,  and  then  wants  to 
kick  him  out  of  company,  becaufe  his  uncle  v%as  rn 
Oilman.  [Exit. 

Sir  #"///.  I  beg  pardon,  Chevalier,  I  was  miftake. 

Sir  Ceo.  Oh,  don't  mention  it ;  had  the  flam  been, 
facl,  your  behaviour  was  natural  enough. 

Eater  Loader. 

Load,  Mr.  Smirk,  the  Auclioneer.. 

Sir  Ceo.    Shew   him  in,   by   all   means. 

[Exit  Loader. 
Sir  Will.  You.  have  affair. 

Sir  Geo.  If  you'll  walk  into  the  next  room,  they  will 
be  finifhed  in  five  minutes.  [Exit  Sir  William. 

Enter  Loader,  with  Shift  as  Smirk. 

Load.  Here,  matter  Smirk,  this  is  the  Gentleman. 
Hark'e,  Knight,  did  I  not  tell  you  old  Moll  was  your 
mark  ?  Here  me  has  brought  you  a  pretty  piece  of 
man's  meat  already  ;  as  fweet  as  a  nofegay,  and  as  ripe 
as  a  cherry,  you  rogue.  Difpatch  him,  mean  time  we'M 
manage  the  girl.  [£.*•/>. 

Smirk.  You  are  the  principal. 

Sir  Geo.  Even  fo.  I  have,  Mr.  Smirk,  fome  things  of 
a  conquerable  value,  which  I  want  to  difpole  of  imme- 
diately. 

Smirk.  You  have  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Could  you  affift  me? 

Smirk.  Doubtlefs. 

Sir  Geo.  But  direftly  ? 

Smirk.  We  have  an  auction  at  twelve.  I'll  add  vour 
cargo  to  the  catalogue. 

Sir  Geo.  Can  that  be  done  ? 

Smirk.  Every  day's  pnidice  :  it  is  for  the  credit  of  the 
file.  Laft  week,  amongft'  the  valuable  effects  of  a  Gen- 
tleman, going  abroad,  1  fol>r  a  choice  colk-fHon-  of 

china, 
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china,  with  a  curious  fervice  of  plate  ;  though  the  real 
party  was  never  mailer  of  above  two  Delf  dilhes,  and  a 
dozen  of  pewter,  in  all  his  life. 

Sir  Ceo.   Very  artificial.     But  this  muft  be  conceal'd. 

Smirk.  Bury'd  here.  Oh,  many  an  aigrette  and  foli- 
taire  have  I  fold,  to  difcharge  a  Lady's  play-debt.  But 
then  we  muft  know  the  parties,  otherwife  it  might  be 
knock'd  down  to  the  hufband  himfelf.  Ha,  ha  — 
Hey  ho ! 

Sir  Ceo.  True.  Upon  my  word,  your  profeffion  re- 
quires parts. 

Smirk.  Nobody's  more.  Did  you  ever  hear,  Sir 
George,  what  firll  breught  me  into  the  bufmefs  ? 

Sir  Gee.  Never. 

Smirk.  Quite  an  accident,  as  I  may  fay.  You  muft 
have  known  my  predeceffor,  Mr.  Prig,  the  greateft  man 
in  the  world  in  his  way,  aye,  or  that  ever  was,  or  ever 
will  be  ;  quite  a  jewel  of  a  man  ;  he  would  touch  you 
up  a  lot ;  there  was  no  refifting  him.  He  wou'd  force 
you  to  bid,  whether  you  wcu'd  or  no.  I  (hall  never  fee 
his  equal. 

Sir  Geo.  You  are  modeft,  Mr.  Smirk. 

Smirk.  No,  no,  but  his  (hadow.  Far  be  it  from  me 
to  vie  with  that  great  man.  But  as  I  was  faying,  my 
predeceffor,  Mr.  Prig,  was  to  have  a  fale  as  it  might  be 
on  a  Saturday.  On  Friday,  at  noon,  I  fhall  never  for- 

fet  the  day,  he  was  fuddenly  feized  with  a  violent  cholic. 
le  fent  for  me  to  his  bed-fide,  fqueez'd  me  by  the 
hand;  Dear  Smirk,  faid  he,  what  an  accident !  You 
know  what  is  to-morrow  ;  the  greateft  mow  this  feafon  ; 
prints,  pictures,  bronzes,  butterflies,  medals,  and  mini- 
onettes ;  all  the  world  will  be  there  ;  Lady  Dy  Jofs 
Mrs.  Nankyn,  the  Dutchefs  of  Dupe,  and  every  body 
at  all :  You  fee  my  Hate,  it  will  be  impoffible  for  me  to 
mount.  What  can  I  do  ?  It  was  not  for  me,  you 
know,  to  advife  that  great  man. 
Sir  G:o.  No,  no. 

Smirk.  At  laft,  looking  wifhfully  at  me,  Smirk1,  fay* 
he,  d'you  love  me  ? —  Mr.  Efig,  can  you  doubt  it  ?  — 
I'll  put  it  to  the  teft,  fays  he ;  fupply  my  place  to-mor^ 

tow. 
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row.  —  I,  eager  to  (hew  my  love,  rafhly  and  rapidly  re- 
plied, I  will. 

Sir  Geo.  That  was  bold. 

Smirk.  Abfolute  madnefs  !  But  I  had  gone  too  far  to 
recede.  Then  the  point  was,  to  prepare  for  the  awful 
occafion.  The  firft  want  that  occurred  to  me  was  a  wig, 
but  this  was  too  material  an  article  to  depend  on  my 
own  judgment;  I  refolved  to  confult  my  friends.  I  tcld 
them  the  affair — You  hear,  Gentlemen,  what  has  hap- 
pened ;  Mr.  Prig,  one  of  the  greateft  men  in  his  way  the 
world  ever  faw,  or  ever  will,  quite  a  jewel  of  a  man, 
taken  with  a  violent  fit  of  the  cholic ;  to-morrow,  the 
greatefc  (how  this  feafon  ;  prints,  pictures,  bronzes,  but- 
terflies, medals,  and  minionettes ;  every  body  in  the 
world  to  be  there ;  Lady  Dy  Jofs,  Mrs.  Nankyn,  Da- 
chefs  of  Dupe,  and  all  mankind  ;  it  being  impoffible  he 
ftiould  mount,  I  have  confented  to  fell  —  They  ftar'd  — 
It  is  true,  Gentlemen.  Now  I  mould  be  glad  to  have 
your  opinions  as  to  a  wig.  They  were  divided  :  fome 
recommended  atye,  others  a  bag  :  one  mentioned  a  bob, 
but  was  foon  over-rul'd.  Now,  for  my  part,  I  own  I  ra- 
ther inclin'd  to  the  bag  ;  but  to  avoid  the  imputation  of 
rafhnefs,  I  refolved  to  take  Mrs.  Smirk's  judgment,  my 
wife,  a  dear  good  woman,  fine  in  figure,  high  in  tafte,  a 
fuperior  genius,  and  knows  old  china  like  a  Nabob. 

Sir  Geo.  What  was  her  decifion  ? 

Smirk.  I  told  her  the  cafe  —  My  dear,  you  know 
what  has  happened.  My  good  friend,  Mr.  Prig,  the 
greateft  man  in  the  world,  in  his  way,  that  ever  was,  or 
ever  will  be,  quite  a  jewel  of  a  man,  a  violent  fit  of  the 
cholic  — the  greateft  mow  this  feafon,  to  morrow,  pic- 
tures, and  every  thing  in  the  world  ;  all  the  world  will 
be  there  :  now,  as  it  is  impoffible  he  mould,  I  mount  in 
his  ftead.  You  know  the  importance  of  a  wig  ;  I  have" 
alk'd  my  friends—  fome  recommended  a  tye,  others  a 
bag — what  is  your  opinion?  Why,  to  deal  freely,  Mr. 
Smirk,  fays  fhe,  a  tye  for  your  round,  regular,  fmiling 
face,  would  be  rather  too  formal,  and  a  bag  too  boyifli, 
<kficient  in  dignity  for  the  folemn  occafion  ;  were  I 
worthy  to  advife,  you  fliould  wear  a  fomething  between 

both. 
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"both. — I'll  be  hang'd  if  you  don't  mean  a  major.  I 
jumpt  at  the  hint,  and  a  major  it  was. 

Sir  Geo.  So,  that  was  fixt. 

Smirk.  Finally.  But  next  day,  when  I  came  to 
mount  the  roftrum,  then  was  the  trial.  My  limbs 
{hook,  and  my  tongue  trembled.  The  firft  lot  was  a 
chamber-utenfil,  in  Chelfea  china,  of  the  pea-green 
pattern.  It  occafioned  a  great  laugh;  but  I  got  thro' 
it.  Her  Grace,  indeed,  gave  me  great  encouragement. 
1  overheard  her  whifper  to  Lady  Dy,  Upon  my  word, 
Mr.  Smirk  does  it  very  well.  Very  well,  indeed,  Mr. 
Smirk,  addreffing  himfelf  to  me.  I  made  an  acknow- 
ledging bow  to  her  Grace,  as  in  duty  bound.  But  one 
flower  flounced  involuntarily  from  me  that  day,  as  I 
may  fay.  I  remember  Dr.  Trifle  call'd  it  enthufiaitic, 
and  pronounc'd  it  a  prefage  of  my  future  greatnefs. 

Sir  Geo.  What  was  that  ? 

Smirk.  Why,  Sir,  the  lot  was  a  Guido?  a  fingle 
figure,  a  marvellous  fine  performance ;  well  preferv'd, 
and  highly  finifli'd.  It  fluck  at  five  and  forty;  1, 
charm'd  with  the  picture,  and  piqu'd  at  the  people, 
A  going  for  five  and  forty,  no  body  more  than  five  and 

forty  ? Pray,   Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  look  at  this 

piece,  quite  flefh  and  blood,  and  only  wants  a  touch 
from  the  torch  of  Prometheus,  to  ftart  from  the  can- 
yafs  and  fall  a  bidding.  A  general  plaudit  enfu'd,  I 
bow'd,  and  in  three  minutes  knock'd  it  down  at  fixty- 
three,  ten. 

Sir  Gee.  That  was  a  ftroke  a  leaft  equal  to  your 
m  after. 

Smirk.  O  dear  me !  You  did  not  know  the  great 
man,  alike  in  every  thing.  He  had  as  much  to  fay 
upon  a  ribbon  as  a  Raphael.  His  manner  too  was  ini- 
mitably fine.  I  remember,  they  took  him  off  at  the 
play-houfe,  fome  time  ago  ;  pleafant,  but  wrong.  Pub- 
lic characters  (hould  not  be  fponed  with — They  are 
facred — But  we  lofe  time. 

Sir  Geo  Oh,  in  the  lobby,  on  the  table,  you  will  find 
the  particulars. 

Smirk.  We  mall  fee  you.  There  will  be  a  wcrld  of 
company.  I  mall  pleaie  you.  But  the  great  nicety  of 

our 


,6  THE     M    I   N    O    R. 

pur  art  is,  the  eye.  Mark  how  mine  fkims  round  the 
room.  Some  bidders  are  Ihy,  and  only  advance  with  a 
nod ;  but  I  nail  them.  One,  two,  three,  four,  five. 
Vou  will  be  furpris'd — Ha,  ha,  ha, — heigh  ho! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT         III. 

Enter  Sir  George  and  Loader. 

Sir  George. 

AMoft  infernal  run.  Let's  fee,  (Pulls  out  a  <wv/.) 
Loader  a  thousand,  the  Baron  two,  Tally — 
Enough  to  beggar  a  Banker.  Every  ihilling  of  Trans- 
fer's fupply  exhaufted  !  nor  will  even  the  fale  of  my 
moveables  prove  fufficient  to  difcharge  my  debts.  Death 
and  the  devil  !  In  what  a  complication  of  calamities  has 
a  few  days  plung'd  me  !  And  no  refource? 

Load.  Knight,  here's  old  Moll  come  to  wait  on  you  ; 
Ihe  has  brought  the  tid-bit  I  fpoke  of.  Shall  I  bid  her 
fend  her  in  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Pray  do.  [Exit.  Loader. 

Enter  Mrs.  Cole  and  Lucy. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Come  along,  Lucy.  You  bafhful  baggage, 
1  thought  I  had  filenc'd  your  fcruples.  Don't  you  re- 
member what  Mr.  Squintum  faid  ?  A  woman's  not 
worth  faving,  that  won't  be  guilty  of  a  fwinging  fin; 
for  then  they  have  matter  to  repent  upon.  Here,  your 
Honour,  I  leave  her  to  your  management.  She  is 
young,  tender,  and  timid ;  does  not  know  what  is  for 
her  own  good :  but  your  Honour  will  foon  teach  her. 
4  I  wou'd 
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I  wou'd  willingly  flay,  but  I  muft  not  lofe  the  le£lure. 

[Exit. 

Sir  Geo.  Upon  my  credit,  a  fine  figure!  Aukward— 
Can't  produce  her  publickly  as  mine;  but  fhe  will  do 
for  private  amufemcnt — Will  you  be  feated,  Mifs  ?— 
Dumb!  quite  a  picture!  She  too  wants  a  touch  of  the 
Promethean  torch — Will  you  be  fo  kind,  Ma'am,  to 
walk  from  your  frame  and  take  a  chair? — Come, 
pr'ythee,  why  fo  coy  ?  Nay,  J  am  not  very  adroit  in  the 
cuitom,  of  this  country.  I  fuppoic  I  mult  condudl  you—- 
Come, Mifs. 

Lucy.  O,  Sir. 

Sir  Geo.  Child! 

pr.  If  you  have  any  humanity,  fpare  me. 

Sir  G;o.  In  tears !  What  can  this  mean?  Artifice.  A 
project  to  raife  the  price,  I  fuppofe.  Look'e,  my  dear, 
you  may  fave  this  piece  for  another  occafion.  It  won't 
do  with  me;  I  am  no  novice — So,  child,  a  truce  to 
your  tragedy,  I  beg. 

•Lucy.  Indeed  you  wrong  me,  Sir;  indeed  you  do. 

Sir  Geo.  Wrong  you  !  how  came  you  here,  and  for 
what  purpofe  ? 

Lucv.  A  {hameful  one.  I  know  it  all,  and  yet,  believe 
me,  Sir,  I  am  innocent. 

SirG-0.  Oh,  1  don't  queftion  that.  Your  pious  Pa- 
tronef;  is  a  proof  of  your  innocence. 

Lucy.  What  can  I  fay  to  gain  your  credit?  And 
ye:,  Sir,  ilrong  as  appearancc-s  are  againft  me,  by  all 
that's  holy,  you -fee  me  here,  a  poor  diftreft,  involun- 
tary viftim. 

Sir  Geo.  Her  ftyle's  above  the  common  clafs  ;  her 
tears  are  real. — Rile,  child. — Hosv  the  poor  creature 
trembles! 

L:/r>.  Say  then  I  am  fafe. 

Sir  G:o.   Fear  nothing. 

Lucy.  May  heaven  reward  you.     I  cannot. 

Sir  Geo.  Pr'ythee,  child,  collect  yourfelf,  and  help 
me  to  unravel  this  myfttry.  You  came  hither  willing- 
ly? There  was  no  force  ? 

Lucy.  None. 

Sir  Geo.  You  know  Mrs.  Cole. 

Lucy. 
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Lucy.  Too  well. 

Sir  Geo.  How  came  you  then  to  truft  her  ? 

Lucy,  Mine,  Sir  is  a  tedious,  melancholy  tale. 

Sir  Geo.  And  artlefs  too  ? 

Lucy.  As  innocence. 

Sir  Ceo.  Give  it  me. 

Lucy.  It  will  tire  you. 

Sir  Geo.  Not  if  it  be  true.  Be  juft,  and  you  will  find 
me  generous. 

Lucy.  On  that,  Sir,  I  rely'd  in  venturing  hither. 

Sir  Geo.  You  did  me  jultice.  Truft  me  with  all  your 
{lory.  If  you  deferve,  depend  upon  my  protection. 

Lucy.  Some  months  ago,  Sir,  I  was  confider'd  as  the 
joint  heircfs  of  a  refpe&able,  wealthy  Merchant ;  dear 
to  my  friends,  happy  in  my  profpecls,  and  my  father's 
favourite. 

Sir  Geo.  His  name. 

Lucy.  There  you  mud  pardon  me.  Unkind  and  cruel 
tho'  he  has  been  to  me,  ict  me  difcharge  the  duty  of  a 
daughter,  fuffer  in  filence,  nor  bring  reproach  on  him 
who  gave  me  being. 

Sir  Geo.  I  applaud  your  piety. 

Lucy.  At  this  happy  period,  my  father,  judging  aa 
addition  of  wealth  mult  bring  an  increale  of  happinels, 
refolved  to  unite  me  with  a  man  fordid  in  his  mind, 
brutal  in  his  manners,  and  riches  his  only  recommen- 
dation. My  refuial  of  this  ill-fuited  match,  tho* 
mildly  given,  enflamed  my  father's  temper,  naturally 
choleric,  alienated  his  affeftions,  and  banifh'd  me  his 
houfe,  diilreft  and  dellitute. 

Sir  Geo.  Wou'd  no  friend  receive  you  ? 

Lucy.  Alas,  how  few  are  friends  to  the  unfortunate! 
Befides,  I  knew,  Sir,  fuch  a  ftep  wou'd  be  confider'd  by 
my  father,  as  an  appeal  from  his  jultice.  I  therefore 
retir'd  to  a  remote  corner  of  the  town,  trufting,  as  my 
only  advocate,  to  the  tender  calls  of  nature,  in  his  cool, 
reflecting  hours. 

Sir  Geo.  How  came  you  to  know  this  woman  ? 

Lucy.  Accident  plac'd  me  in  a  houfe,  the  miftrefs  of 

which  profefled  the  fame  principles  with  my  infamous 

conduttrefs.    There,   as  enihufiafm  is  the  child  of  me- 

I  lancholy, 
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lancholy,  I  caught  the  infe&ion.  A  conitant  attendance 
on  their  aflemblies  procured  me  the  acquaintance  of  this 
woman,  whofe  extraordinary  zeal  and  devotion  firft  drew 
my  attention  and  confidence.  I  trufted  her  with  my  fto- 
ry,  and,  in  return,  receiv'd  the  warmefi  invitation  to  take 
the  protection  of  her  houfe.  This  I  unfortunately  ac- 
cepted. 

Sir  Gen.  Unfortunately,  indeed! 

Lucy,  By  the  decency  of  appearances,  I  was  fome  time 
impofed  upon.  But  an  accident,  which  you  will  ex- 
cufe  my  repeating,  reveal'd  all  the  horror  of  my  fitua- 
tion.  I  will  not  trouble  you  with  a  recital  of  all  the  arts 
us'd  to  feduce  me  :  Happily  they  huherto  have  fail'd. 
But  this  mci  ,,'•  -~g  I  v\  as  acquainted  with  my  deftiny ;  and 
no  other  election  left  me,  but  immediate  compliance, 
or  a  jail.  In  this  defperate  condition,  you  cannot  won- 
der, fir,  at  my  choofing  rather  to  rely  on  the  generofity 
of  a  Gentleman,  than  the  humanity  of  a  creature  infen- 
iible  to  pity,  and  void  or"  every  virtue. 

Sir  Geo.  The  event  ihall  jailify  your  choice.  You 
have  my  faith  and  honour  for  your  fecurity.  For  tho'  I 
can't  boaft  of  my  own  goodnefs,  yet  I  have  an  honeit 
feeling  for  afflicled  virtue ;  and,  however  unfafhionable, 
a  fpirit  that  dares  afford  it  protection.  Give  me  your 
hand.  As  foon  as  I  have  difpatch'd  fome  preifing  bufi- 
nefs  here,  I  will  lodge  you  in  an  afyluin,  facred  to  the 
dillrefles  of  your  lex  ;  where  indigent  beauty  is  guarded 
from  temptations,  and  deluded  innocence  refcued  from 
infamy.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Shift. 

Zooks,  I  have  toil'd  like  a  horfe  ;  quite  tir'd,  by  Ju- 
piter. And  what  mail  I  get  for  my  pains  ?  The  old 
fellow  here  talks  of  making  me  eafy  for  life.  Eafy  1 
And  what  does  he  mean  by  eafy  ?  He'll  make  me  an 
Excife-man,  1  fuppofe,  and  fo  with  an  inkhorn  at  my 
button-hole,  and  a  taper  fwitch  in  my  hand,  I  (hall  rim 
about  gauging  of  beer  barrels.  No,  that  will  never  do. 
This  lad  here  is  no  fool.  Foppifh,  indeed.  He  does 
not  want  parts,  no,  nor  principles  neither.  I  overheard 
his  fccnewith  thi  girl.  1  think  I  may  trull  him.  I  have 
C  a  great 
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a  great  mind  to  venture  it.  It  is  a  (harne  to  have  him 
dup'd  by  this  old  Don.  It  muft  not  be.  I'll  in  and 
unfold — Ha!  —  Egad,  I  have  a  thought  too,  which,  if 
my  heir  apparent  can  execute,  I  (hall  itill  lie  conceal'd, 
and  perhaps  be  rewarded  on  both  fides. 

I  have  it, — 'tis  engender'd,  piping  hot. 

And  now,  Sir  Knight,  I'll  match  you  with  a  plot. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Sir  William  and  Richard  Wealthy. 

R.  Weal.  Well,  I  fuppofe,  by  this  time,  you  are  fa- 
tisfied  what  a  fcoundrel  you  have  brought  into  the  world, 
and  are  ready  to  finifh  your  foolery. 

Sir  Will.  Got  to  the  cataftrophe,  good  brother. 

R.  Weal.  Let  us  have  it  over  then. 

Sir  Will.  1  have  already  alarmed  all  his  tradefmen. 
I  fuppofe  we  (hall  foon  have  him  here,  with  a  legion  of 
Bailiffs  and  Conilables.  — —  Oh,  you  have  my  will  about 
you? 

R.  Weal.   Yes,  yes. 

Sir  Will  It  is  alraoft  time  to  produce  it,  or  read  him 
the  claufe  that  relates  to  his  rejecting  your  daughter. 
That  will  do  his  bufinefs.  Buc  they  come.  I  mull  re- 
turn to  my  character. 

Enter  Shift. 

Shift.  Sir,  Sir,  we  are  all  in  the  wrong  box ;  our 
fen  n:e  is  blown  up  ;  your  fon  has  detected  Loader  and 
Tally,  and  is  playing  the  very  devil  within. 

Sir  #'///.  Oh,  the  bonrfera !  _  ^  . 

•  &/>//}.  i%:ow  for  it,  youngikr. 

Enter  Sir  George,  driving  in  Loader  and  another. 

Sir  CM.  Rafcals,  robber?,  that,  like  the  locuft,  mark 
the  road  you  have  taken,  by  the  ruin  and  delblaiion  you 
leave  behind  you. 

Load.  Sir  George! 

Sir  Geo.  And  can  youth,  however  cautious,  be  guarded 
againu  luch  deep-laid,  complicated  villainy  ?  Where 
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are  the  reft  of  your  diabolical  crew  ?  your  auctioneer, 

ufurer,  and O  Sir,  are  you  here?  I  am  glad  you 

have  not  efcaped  us,  however. 

Sir  Will.   What  de  devil  is  de  matter  ? 

Sir  Gco.  Your  birth,  which  I  believe  an  impofition, 
preferves  you,  however,  from  the  difcipline  thofe  rogues 
have  receiv'd.  A  Baron,  a  Noblemin,  a  Sharper  !  O 
(hame  !  It  is  enough  to  baniih  all  confidence  from  the 
world.  On  whofe  faith  can  we  rrly,  when  thofe,  whole 
honour  is  held  as  facred  as  an  oath,  unmindful  of  their 
dignity,  defcend  to  rival  pick-pockets  in  their  infamous 
arts.  What  are  thefe  [pulls  out  dice}  pretty  implements  ? 
The  fruits  of  your  leifurc  hours!  They  are  dextronfly 
done.  You  have  a  fine  mechanical  turn. — Dick,  fecure 
the  door. 

Mrs.  Cole,  fpeaking  as  entering. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Here  I  am,  at  laft.  Well,  and  how  is 
your  Honour,  and  the  little  Gentlewoman  ? — Blefs  me  ! 
what  is  the  matter  here  ? 

Sir  Geo.  I  am,  Madam,  treating  your  friends  with 
a  cold  collation,  and  you  are  opportunely  come  for  your 
fhare.  The  little  Gentlewoman  is  fafe,  and  in  much 
better  hands  than  you  defigned  her.  Abominable  hy- 
pocrite! who,  tottering  under  the  load  of  irreverent  a;;e 
and  infamous  difeafes,  inflexibly  prccerd  in  the  prac- 
tice of  every  vice,  impioufly  prcitituting  the  moft  facred 
inlHtutions  to  the  moft  infernal  purposes. 

Mrs.  Cole.  I  hope  your  Honour 

Sir  Geo.  Take  her  away.  As  you  have  been  finguhr 
in  your  penitence,  you  ought  to  be  diflinguilYd  in  your 
penance  ;  which,  I  promile  you,  fhall  be  moft  publickly 
and  plentifully  beftow'd.  [Exit  Cole. 

Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  The  Conftables,  Sir.  [Enter  ConJlaMes. 

Sir  Geo.  Let  them  come  in,   that  I  may  confign  thele 

Gentlemen  to  their  care.  [To  Sir  Will.]     Your  letters 

of  Nobility    you  will  produce    in   a  Court  of  Juftice. 

Tho',  if  I  read  you  ri^ht,  you  are  one  of  thofe  indigent, 

C  2  itine- 
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itinerant  Nobles  of  your  own  Creation,  which  OUT  re- 
putation for  hofpitality  draws  hither  in  fhoals,  to  the 
lhame  of  our  underftanding,  the  impairing  of  our  for- 
tunes, and,  when  you  are  trufled,  the  betraying  of  our 
ciefigns.  Officers,  do  your  duty. 

Sir  Will.  Why,  don't  you  know  me  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Juft  as  I  guefs'd.  An  Impoftor.  He  has 
rccover'd  the  free  «fe  of  his  tongue  already. 

Sir  Will   Nay,  but  George. 

Sir  Geo.  Infolent  familiarity !   away  with  him. 

Sir  Will.  Hold,  hold,  a  moment.  Brother  Richard, 
fet  this  matter  to  rights 

R.  Weal.  Don't  you  know  htm  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Know  him  !   the  very  queftion  is  an  affront. 

R.  Weal.  Nay,  I  don't  wonder  at  it.  'Tis  your  fa- 
ther, you  fool. 

Sir  Geo.   My  father  !  Impoffible! 

Sir  Will.  That  may  be,  but  'tis  true. 

Sir  Geo.  My  father  alive !  Thus  let  ine  greet  the 
bleffing. 

Sir  Will.  Alive !  Ay,  and  I  believe  I  Ihan't  be  in  a 
hurry  to  die  again. 

Sir  Geo.  But,  dear  Sir,  the  report  of  your  death—— 
and  th,is  difguife  •  to  what  - 

Sir  Wilt.  Don't  afk  any  queflions.  Your  uncle  will 
tell  you  all.  For  my  parr,  I  am  fick  of  the  fcheme. 

R.  Weal.  I  told  you  what  would  come  of  your  po- 
litics. 

Sir  Will.  You  did  fo.  But  if  it  had  not  been  for 
thofe  clumfy  fcoundrels,  the  plot  was  as  good  a  plot— 
O  George,  fuch  difcoveries  I  have  to  make.  Within 
I'll  unravel  the  whole. 

Sir  Geo.  Perhaps,  Sir,  I  may  match  'em. 

Shift.  Sir.  [Pulls  him  by  thcjleeve. 

Sir  Geo.  Never  fear.  It  is  impoflible,  Gentlemen,  to 
determine  your  fate,  till  this  matter  is  more  fully  ex- 

plain'd;  till  when,  keep  'em  in  fafe  cuftody. Do 

you  know  them,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Will.  Yes,  but  that's  more  than  they  did  me.  I 
can  cancel  your  debts  there,  and,  1  believe,  prevail  on 

thofe 
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thofe  Gentlemen  to  refund  too But  you  have  been  a 

fad  profligate  young  dog,  George. 

Sir  Gee.  I  can't  boafl  of  my  goodnefs,  Sir,  bat  I  think 
J  could  produce  you  a  proof,   that  I  am  not  fo  totally 

deftitute  of 

Sir  Will,  Ay  !  why  then  pr'ythee  do. 
Sir  Geo.  I  have,  Sir,  this  day,  refilled  a  temptation, 
that  greater  pretenders  to  morality  mi^ht  have  yielded 
to.     But  I  will  truft  myfelf  no  longer,  'and  muil  crave 
your  interpofition  and  protection. 
Sir  Will.  To  what  ? 

Sir  Geo.  I  will  attend  you  with  the  explanation  in  an 
inftant.  [Exit. 

•  Sir  Will.  Pr'ythee,  Shift,  what  does  he  mean  I 
Shift.  I  believe  I  can  guefs. 
Sir  Will.  Let  us  have  it. 

Shift.  I  fuppofe  the  affair  I  overheard  juft  now ;  a 
prodigious  fine  elegant  girl,  faith,  that,  difcarded  by 
her  family,  for  refilling  to  marry  her  grand-f.ither,  fell 
into  the  hands  of  the  venerable  Lady  you  faw,  who  be- 
ing the  kind  caterer  for  your  fon's  amufements,  brought 
her  hither  for  a  purpofe  obvious  enough.  But  the  young 
Gentleman,  touch'd  with  her  ilory,  truth,  and  ter.-s,  was 
converted  from  the  fpoiler  of  her  honour  to  the  pro- 
teclor  of  her  innocence. 

Sir  Will.  Look'e  there,  brother,  did  not  I  tell  you 
that  George  \\  as  not  fo  bad  at  the  bottom  ! 

R.  Weal.  This  does  indeed  atone  for  half  the — But 
they  are  here. 

Enter  Sir  George  ard  Lucy. 

Sir  Geo.  Fear  nothing,  Madam,  you  may  fafcly  rely 
on  the 

Luty.  My  father ! 
R.'Weal.  Lucy! 

Lucy.  O,  Sir,  can  you  forgive  your  poor  diftreft  un- 
happy girl?  You  fcarce  can  guefs  how  hardly  I've  been 
us;d,   fince   my    banifliment   from   your   paternal   roof. 
Want,  pining  want,  anguifh,  and  fhame,  have  been  my 
conilant  partners. 
Sir  Will.   Brother! 
Sir  Geo.  Sir ! 

C  3,  Lay. 
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Lucy.  Father* 

R.  Weal.  Rife,  child,  'tis  T  rnuft  aflc  thee  forgivenefs, 
Canft  thou  forget  the  woes  I've  made  thee  fuffer  ?  Come 
to  my  arms  once  more,  thou  darling  of  my  age. — What 
mifchief  had  my  raftinefs  nearly  compleated.  Nephew, 
I  fcarce  can  thank  you  as  I  ought,  but — 

Sir  Geo.  I  am  richly  paid,  in  being  the  happy  inftru- 
inent — Yet.  might  I  urge  a  wifh— — 

R.  Weal.  Name  it. 

Sir  Geo.  That  you  would  forgive  my  follies  of  to- 
day ;  and,  as  I  have  been  providentially  the  occafionah 
Guardian  of  your  daughter's  honour,  that  you  would 
beftow  on  me  that  right  for  life. 

R.  WeaL  That  mull  depend  on  Lucy  ;  her  will,  not 
mine;  fhall  now  direft  her  choice — What  fays  your 
father  ? 

Sir  Will.  Me !  Oh,  I'll  {hew  you  in  an  inftartt.  Give 
me  your  hands.  There,  children,  now,  you  are  join'd,. 
and  the  devil  take  him  that  wifhes  to  part  you. 

Sir  GM.  I  thank  you  for  us  both. 

R.  Weal.  Happinefs  attend  you. 

Sir  Will.  Now,  brother,  I  hope  you  will  allow  me  to 
be  a  g  'od  plotter.  All  this  was  brought  to  bear  by  my 
means. 

Shift.  With  my  aflTftance,  I  hope,  you'll  own,  Sir. 

Sir  Will.  That's  true,  honeft  Shift,  and  thou  (halt  be 
richly  rewarded;  nay,  George  Ihall  be  your  friend  too. 
This  Shift  is  an  ingenious  fellow,  let  me  tell  you,  fon. 

Sir  Geo.  I  am  no  ftranger  to  his  abilities,  Sir.  But,, 
if  you  pleafe,  we  will  retire.  The  various  ftruggles  of 
this  fair  fufferer  requ-ire  the  frothing  foftnefs  of  a  fitter's 
love.  And  now,  Sir,  I  hope  your  fears  for  me  are 
over;  for  had  I  not  this  motive  to  reftrain  my  follies, 
yet  I  now  know  the  town  too  well  to  be  ever  its  bubble, 
and  will  take  care  to  preferve,  at  leaft, 

Some  more  eftate,  and  principles,  and  wit, 

Than  Brokers,  Bawds,  and  Gamefters  fhall  think  fit. 

Shift,  addrejfing  bimjelf  to  Sir  George. 
And  what  becomes  of  your  poor  fen  ant  Shift? 
Your  father  talks  of  lending  me  a  lift  — 

A  great 
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A  great  man's  promife,  when  his  turn  is  ferv'd  ! 
Capons  on  promifes  wou'd  foon  be  Itaxv'd  : 
No,  on  myfelf  alone,  I'll  now  rely  : 
'Gad  I've  a  thriving  traffic  in  my  eye- 
Near  the  mad  manllons  of  Moorfields  I'll  bawl ;  0 
Friends,  fathers,  mother*,  fitters,  fons,  and  all, 
Shut  up  your  (hops,  and  liilen  to  my  call.  y 
With  labour,  toil,  all  fecond  means  difpenfe, 
And  live  a  rent-charge  upon  Providence. 
Prick  up  your  ears  ;  a  ftory  now  I'll  tell, 
Which  once  a  widow,  and  her  child  befel, 
I  knew  the  mother,  and  her  daughter  well; 
Poor,  it  is  true,  they  were;  but  never  wanted, 
For  whatfoe'er  they  aflc'd,  was  always  granted : 
One  fatal  day,  the  Matron's  truth  was  try'd, 
She  wanted  meat  and  drink,  and  fairly  cry'd. 
[ChiU.]  Mother, you  cry!  [Moth.}  Oh,  child,  Pvegot 

no  bread. 
[Child.]   What  matters    that?    Why   Providence   an't 

dead  ! 

With  reafon  good,  this  truth  the  child  might  fay, 
For  there  came  in  at  noon,  that  very  day, 
Bread,  greens,  potatoes,  and  a  leg  of  mutton, 
A  better  fure  a  table  ne'er  was  put  on  : 
Ay,  that  might  be,  ye  cry,  with  thofe  poor  fouls ; 
But  we  ne'er  had  a  rafher  for  the  coals. 
And  d'ye  deferve  it  ?  How  d'ye  fpend  your  days  ? 
In  pailimes,   prodigality,  and  plays  ! 
Let's  go  fee  Foote  !  ah,  Foote's  a  precious  limb  ! 
Old-nick  will  foon  a  football  make  of  him! 
For  foremoft  rows  in  fide-boxes  you  fhove, 
Think  you  to  meet  with  fide-boxes  above  ? 
Where  giggling  girls  and  powder'd  Fops  may  fit 
No,  you  will  all  be  cramm'd  into  the  Pit, 
And  croud  the  houfe  for  Satan's  benefit.  ' 

Oh  !  \\hat  you  fnivel  ?  well,  do  fo  no  more, 
Drop,  to  atone,  your  money  at  the  door, 
And,  if  I  plcafc, — I'll  give  it  to  the  poor. 

FINIS. 
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ACHILLES,  an  Opera, 
by  Gay 

Alzuma,  by  A.  Murphy 
Alzira,  by  A.  Hill,  Efq; 
Art  and  Nature,  by  the 

Rev.  Mr.  Miller 
Arminius 

Athelftan,  by  Dr.  Brown 
Athelwold,    by    A.    Hill, 

Efq; 

Barbarofla,  by  Dr.  Brown 
Beggars   Opera,  with  Mu- 

fic,  by  Gay 
Beggars  Opera  Songs,  for 

Harpfichord,  Violin,  or 

German  Flute,  410 
Bond  Man 

Brothers,  by  Cumberland 
Cadia,  or  Perjured  Lover, 

by  C.  Johnfon 
Cornifh     'Squire,    by    Sir 

J.  Vanbrugh 
Coriolanus,  altered 
Cymbeline,  by  Hawkins 
Diflembled    Wanton,     by 

Mr.  Welfted 
Diftrefled  Wife,  by  Gay 
Double     Dealer,     printed 

by  Bafkerville 
Double  Fallhood ;  or  Dif- 
trefled Lovers,  by  Shake- 

fpeare 


Double  Miftake,   by  Mrs. 

Griffiths 

Douglas,  by  Mr.  Home 
Elfrid,  or  the  Fair  Incon- 

ftant,  by  A.  Hill,  Efq; 
Eurydice,  by  Mallet 
Falfe    Delicacy,     by     Mr. 

Kelly 

Fashionable  Lover 
Fatal  Vifion,  by  A.  Hill 
Foundling,  by  Mr.  Moore 
Gamefter,  by  Mrs.  Moore 
Good-natur'd  Man 
Guardian    Outwitted,     by 

Dr.  A  me 
Henry  VII T.  by  Mr.  Grove* 

with  Cuts 
Humours   of  Oxford,     by 

Mr.  Miller 

Jealous  Wife,  by  G.  Col- 
man,  Efq; 
Independent  Patriot,  by  F.. 

Linch,  Efq; 
Infolvent,  by  A.  Hill 
Jovial  Crew,  with  the  Mu- 

fic 
King  Charles   I.    by   Ha- 

vard 
Love  for  Love,  printed  by 

Bafkc-rville 
Love    in    a  Riddle,  with 

Mufic 

Love 
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Love  in  a  Village,  by  Mr. 

Bickerftaff 
Lover,  by  Mr.  Theo.  Cib- 

ber 
Mahomet,    altered   by    D. 

Garrick,  Efq; 
Maid  of  the  Mill,  by  Mr. 

Eickerftaff 
Man   of"   Tafte,     by     Mr. 

Miller 
Methodift 
WiJas,     by    K.    O'Hara, 

F/q; 

Minor,  by  Mr.  Foote 
Mifer,  by  Fielding 
Modern  Hufband 
M<  difh  Couple,  by  C.  Bo- 
dens,  Efq; 

Momus  turned  Fabulift 
Mother-in-Law,    by     Mr. 

Miller 

Gil  Bias,  by  Mr.  Moore 
Mourning    Bride,    printed 

by  Bafkerville 
Muftapha,  by  M.  Mallet 
No  One's  Enemy  but  his 

Own,  by  Mr.  Murphy 
Old -Bachelor,  printed   by 

Bafkerville 
Oliver  Cromwell,  by  Mr. 

Green 


Orators,  by  Mr.  Foote 
Periander,  by  T.  Atkins 
Papal  Tyranny,  by  C.  Cib- 

ber,  Efq; 

Patron,  by  Mr.  Foote 
Plain  Dealer,    altered    by 

Mr.  Bickerftaff 
Prodigal,    by     T.    Odell, 

Efq; 

Refufal,  by  C.  Cibbcr 
Roman    Revenge,    by    A. 

Hill 
Scanderbeg,    by   Mr.   Ha- 

vard 
Siege  of  Aquileia,  by  Mr. 

Home 
Students 
Temple  Beau 
Timon  of  Athens,   altered 

by  R.  Cumberland,  Efq; 
Timon  in  Love,  by  Ralph 
Village  Opera,  by  Mr. 

Charles  Johnfon 
Virginia,  by  Mr.  Crifpe 
Virgin  Queen 
Univerfal  Paffion,    by  Mr. 

Miller 
Way  of  the  World,  printed 

by  Bafkerville 
Widow  bewitched,    by  J. 

Motley,  Efq^j 
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ACHILLES  in  Petti- 
coats 

Amintas 

Amphitryon,  with  Altera- 
tions 

Antony  and  Cleopatra 

Author,  by  Mr.  Foote 

Beggar's  Wedding,  by 
Coffy 

Beggars  Opera  Tunes  for 
the  Flute 

Bickerflaff's  unburied  Dead 

Boarding  School,  withMu- 
fic,  by  Coffy 

Catherine  and  Petrucio, 
altered  from  Shake- 
fpeare's  Shrew,  by  Mr. 
Garrick 

Chances,  altered  by  David 
Garrick,  Efq; 

Coffee-houfe,  by  Miller 


Comus,  altered  by  George 

Colman,  Efq; 
Damon  and  Phillida,  with 

Mafic 

Devil  of  a  Duke 
Dutchman,     by     Thomas 

Bridges  Efq; 
Edgar   and  Emmeline,  by 

Dr.  Hawkefworth 
Fairies,  by  Mr.  Smith 
Fair   Quaker,     altered   by 

Capt.  Thompfon 
Fatal  Extravagance,  by  A. 

Hill,  Efq; 
Hiftorical  Regifter,  by  Mr. 

Fielding 
Hofpital  for  Fools,  by  Mr. 

Miller 
Jovial    Crew,    or     Merry 

Beggars 
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ABramule,byDr. 
Adventures  of  Half 

an  Hour 
Albion   and  Albanius,  by 

Dryden 

Alchymift,  by  Ben  Johnfon 
Alcibiades,  by  Otway 
All  for  Love,  by  Dryden 
Ambitious  Step-mother,  by 

Rowe 

Arnboyna,  by  Dryden 
Amphitryon,  by  Dryden 


Anatomift,  by  Ravenfcroft 
Anna  Bu!len,by  Bankes 
As  you  like  It,   by  Shake- 

fpeare 
Artful  Hufband,    by  Ta- 

verner 

Athaliah,  by  Mr.Duncomb 
Aurengzebe,  by  Dryden 
Bartholomew  Fair,  by  Ben. 

Johnfon 

Baflet  Table,  by  Centlivre 
Caius  Marius,    by  Otway 
Care- 
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Carelefs  Hufband,  by  Gib-    Duke  of  Guife,  by  Dryden 
Earl  of  Eflex,  by  Bankes 
Every  Man  in  his  Humour 
Fair  Penitent,  by  Rowe 
by  D.  Bucking-    Fair    Quaker  of  Deal,  by 

C.  Shadwell 
Falfe  Friend 
Fatal  Curiofity 
Fatal  Secret,   by  Theobald 
Flora,  or  Hob  in -the  Well 
Fox,  by  Ben  Johnfon 
Friendship  in  Fafhion,  by 

Otway 

Funeral,  by  R.  Steele 
Gamefter,  by  Mrs.  Cent- 

livre 


ber 

Catiline,  by  Ben  Johnfon 
Cato,  by  Addifon 
Chance; 

ham 

Chaplet,  by  Mr.  Mendez 
Cleomenes,  by  Dryden 
Cobler  of  Pretton 
Comedy     of     Errors,    by 

Shakefpeare 
Confcious  Lovers,  by  Cib- 

ber 
Committee,      by     Sir    R. 

Howard 
Confederacy,  by  Vanbrugh 


Confcious  Lovers,  by  Steele    Gentle  Shepherd 
Conilant  Couple,   by  Far-    George  Barnwell,  by  Lillo 

quhar 

Contrivances,  by  Carey 
Country  LalTes,  by  C.  John- 
Country    Wife,     by    Wy- 

chcriey 
Cymberline,  altered  by  Mr. 

Garrick 
Damon    and    Phillida,    by 

Mr.  Dibden 
Devil  cfa  Wife 
Devil  to  Pay,  by  CofFey 
Diftrefled  Mother,  by  Amb. 

Phillips 


by 


by 


Gloriana 
Greenwich  Park 
Ham!et,by  Shakefpeare 
Henry    IV.     2    Parts, 

ditto 

Henry  V.  by  ditto 
Henry  VI.     3    Parts, 

ditto 

Henry  VIII.  by  ditto 
Henry  V.  by  Aaron  Hill 
Honeit  Yorkihi reman 
Jane  Gray,  by  Rowe 
Jane  Shore,  by  Rowe 
Inconftanr,  by  Farquhar 
King  John,  by  Shakefpeare 
King  Lear,  by  ditto 
King  Lear,  byTate 


Don  Carlo?,  by  Otway 
Double  Dealer,    by   Con 

greve 

Double  Gallant,  by  Cibber    Limberham,  by  Dryden 
Dragon  of  Want  ley  Love  for   Love,    by    Con- 

Drummer,  by  Addifon  grieve 

Duke  and  no  Duke,  by  Sir    Love  in  a  Mift 

A.  Coekain  Love 
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Love  in   a  Tub,  by  Ethe- 

rege 
Love  makes  a  Man,  by  C. 

Gibber 

Love's  Laft  Shift,  by  ditto 
Lying  Lover,  by  Steele 
Macbeth,  by  Shakefpeare 
Man  of  Mode,  by  Etherege 
Mariamne,  by  Fenton 
Meafure  for  Meafure,   by 

Shakefpeare 
Merchant   of  Venice,     by 

Shakefpeare 
Miftake,  by  Vanbrugh 
Mourning  Bride,    by  Con- 

greve 

Much  ado  about  Nothing. 
Muflapha,    by    Lord  Or- 
rery 

Nonjuror,  by  C.  Gibber 
Oedipus,  by  Dryden 
Old  Bachelor,  by  Gongreve 
Oroonoko,  by  Southern 
Orphan,  by  Otway 
Othello,  by  Shakefpeare 
Perjured  Hulband 
Perolla  and  Ifidora,    by  C. 

Gibber 
Phaedra  and  Hippolitus,  by 

Smith 
Pilgrim,  by  Beaumont  and 

Fletcher 

Polly,  by  Mr.  Gay 
Prophetefs,  by  Beaumont 
Provok'd  Hufband,    by  C. 

Gibber 

Provok'd  Wife,   by  Van- 
brugh 

Recruiting  Officer,  by  Far- 
qubar 


Refufal,  by  Gibber 
Rehearfal,  by  D.  of  Bucks 
Relapfe,  by  Vanbrugh 
Revenge,  by  Dr.  Young 
Richard  III.  by  C.  Gibber 
Rival  Fools,  by  Gibber 
Rival  Ladies,  by  Dryden 
Rival  Queens,  by  Lee 
Romeo  and  Juliet,  altered 

by  Mr.  Garrick 
Royal  Merchant,  by  Beau- 

mont 
Rule   a  Wife  and  have  a 

Wife 

School  Boy,   by  Gibber 
Scornful  Lady,    by   Beau- 
mont rnd  Fletcher 
She  would  if  flie  could,  by 

Etherege 
Siege    of    Damafcus,    by 

Hughes 
Silent  Woman,  by  B.  John- 

fon 

Sir  Courtly  Nice,  by  Crown 
Sir  Harry  Wildair,  by  Far- 

quhar 
Sir    Martin   Mar-All,     by 

Dryden 
Sir    Walter   Raleigh,    by 

Dr.  Sewell 
'Squire   of  Alfatia,  by  T. 

Shadwell 

Stage  Coach,  by  Farquhar 
State    of    Innocence,     by 

Dryden 
Strollers 
Sufpicious  Hufband,  by  Dr. 

Hoadley 
Tamerlane 
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Paje  24. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE  defire  of  fhewing  *  Mifs  REYNOLDS  to 
advantage,  was  the  tirft  motive  for  attempt- 
ing an  alteration  of  Wycherley's  Country  Wife. 
Tho'  near  half  of  the  following  Play  is  new  writ- 
ten, the  Alterer  claims  no  merit,  but  his  endeavour 
to  clear  one  of  our  moft  celebrated  Comedies  from 
immorality  and  obfcenity.  He  thought  himfelt" 
bound  to  preferve  as  much  of  the  original,  as 
could  be  prefented  to  an  audience  of  thefe  times 
without  offence ;  and  if  this  Wanton  of  Charles's 
days  is  now  fo  reclaimed,  as  to  become  innocent 
without  being  infipid,  the  prefent  Editor  will  not 
think  his  time  ill  employed,  which  has  enabled 
him  to  add  fome  little  variety  to  the  entertain- 
ments of  the  public.  There  feems  indeed  an  ab~ 
folute  neccflity  for  reforming  many  Plays  of  our 
moft  eminent  writers  :  -for  no  kind  of  wit  ought 
to  be  received  as  an  excufe  for  immorality,  nay  it 
becomes  ftiil  more  dangerous  in  proportion  as  it 

is    more  witty Without  fuch   a  reformation, 

our  Englifli  comedies  muft  t>e  reduced  to  a  very 
fmajl  number,  and  would  pall  by  a  too  frequent 
repetition,  or  what  is  worfe,  continue  fliamelefs  in 
fpite  of  public  disapprobation. 

Whatever  fate  this  Play  may  have  in  the  clofet, 
it  is  much  indebted  to  the  performers  for  its  fa- 
vourable reception  upon  the  ftage. 

»  Who  at  that  time  perform'd  the  part  of  Peggy,  but  h»s  fmce 
left  the  ftage. 
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THE 

C  O  U  N  r  R  r     WIFE. 

ACT    I.     SCENE    Harcoart's  lodgings. 

Harcourt  lying  up  bis  Jlockitigs,    and  Belville  fitting 
by  him. 

Hare.  T  TA,  ha,  ha!  and  fo  you  are  in  love,  ne, 
JL  JL  phew,  not  reafonably  and  gallantly,  as  a 
young  gentleman  ought,  but  fighingly,  miferably  fo 
— not  content  to  be  ankle-deep,  you  have  fous'd  over 
head  and  ears— ha,  Dick? 

Belij.  I  am  pretty  much  in  that  condition,  indeed, 
uncle.  \SigL. 

Hare.  Nay,  never  blufti  at  it — when  I  was  of  your 
age  I  was  amam'd  too — but  three  years  at  college, 
and  half  a  one  at  Paris,  methinks  mould  have  cur'd 
you  of  that  unfashionable  weaknefs — modefty. 

Bel<v.  Could  I  have  releas'd  myfelf  from  that,  I 
had,  perhaps,  been  at  this  inftant  happy  in  the  pof- 
feflion  of  what  I  muft  defpair  now  eVer  to  obtain — 
Heigho  ! 

Hare.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  very  foolilh  indeed. 

Belv.  Don't  laugh  at  me,  uncle  ;  I  am  foolifli,  I 
know  ;  but,  like  other  fools,  I  deferve  to  be  pitied. 

Harc^  Prithee  don't  talk  of  pity  ;  how  can  1  help 
you  ?  —  for  this  country  girl  of  yours  is  certainly 
married. 

Bel<v.  No,  no— I  won't  believe  it  ;  fhe  is  not  mar- 
ried, nor  fhe  fhan't,  if  I  can  help  it. 

Hare.  Well  faid,  modefty — with  fuch  a  fpirit  you 
can  help  yourfelf,  Dick,  without  my  afliftance. 

Belli.  But  you  muft  encourage,  and  advife  me  too,1' 
or  I  mall  never  make  any  thing  of  it. 

A  3  Hare, 
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Hare.  Provided  the  girl  is  not  married  ;  for  I  never, 
never  encourage  young  men  to  covet  their  neighbours 
wives. 

Belv.  My  heart  aflures  me,  that  me  is  not  mar- 
ried. 

Hare.  O  to  be  fure,  your  heart  is  much  to  be  re- 
ly'd  upon — but  to  convince  you  that  I  have  a  fellow- 
feeling  of  your  diitrefs,  and  that  I  am  as  nearly  ally'd 
to  you  in  misfortunes  aa  in  relationlhip — you  muft 
know : — — 

BJ-v.  What,  uncle  ?  you  alarm  me  ! 

Hare.  That  I  am  in  love  too. 

Belv.  Indeed  ! 

Hare.  Miferably  in  love. 

Belv.  That's  charming. 

Hare.  And  my  raiilrefs  is  jult  going  to  be  siarried 
to  another. 

Belv.  Better  and  better. 

Hare.  I  k:»;w  my  fellow-fufferings  would  pleafe 
you ;  but  now  prepare  for  the  wonderful  wouder-of- 
wonders  ! 

Belv.  Well! 

Hare.  My  mitfrefs  is  in  the  fame  houfe  with  youri. 

Belv.  What,  are  you  in  love  with  Peggy  too? 


\Rifmgfrom  hit  chair. 

r.— No,  i 


Hare.  Well  faid,  jealoufy. — No,  no,  fet  your  heart 
at  reft. — Your  Peggy  is  too  young,  and  too  fimple  for 
me. — I  mull  have  one  a  little  more  knowing,  a  little 
better  bred,  juft  old  enough  to  fee  the  difference  be- 
tween me  and  a  coxcomb,  fpirit  enough  to  break 
from  a  brother's  engagements,  and  chufe  forherfelf. 

Belv.  You  don't  mean  Alithea,  who  is  to  be  mar- 
i  iod  to  Mr.  Sparkifh  ? 

Hare.  Can't  I  be  in  love  with  *  lady  that  is  going 
to  be  married  to  another,  as  welfcs  you,  fir? 

Belv.  But  Sparkilh  is  your  friend  ? 

Hare.  Prithee  don't  call  him  my  friend  ;  he  can 
l>e  nobody's  friend,  not  even  his  own — He  would 
thruft  himfclf  into  my  acquaintance,  would  introduce 
me  to  his  millrefs,  tho'  I  have  told  him  again  and 
again  that  I  was  in  love  with  her,  which,  inftead  of 

ridding 
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ridding  me  of  him,  has  made  him  only  ten  times  more 
troublefome — and  me  really  in  love — He  ihould  fuller 
for  his  felf-fufficiency. 

Bfl--j.  'Tis  a  conceited  puppy  ! — And  what  fuccefs 
with  the  lady  ? 

Hare.  Mo  great  hopes — and  yet,  if  I  could  defer 
the  marriage  a  few  days,  I  fhould  not  defpair ; — her 
honour,  1  am  confident,  is  her  only  attachment  to 
my  rival  —  (he  can't  like  bparkifh,  and  if  1  can  work 
•upon  his  credulity,  a  credulity  which  even  popery 
would  be  afham'd  of,  I  may  yet  have  the  chance  of 
throwing  fixes  upon  the  dice  to  fave  me. 

Belv.  Nothing  can  fave  me. 

Hare.  No,  not  if  you  whine  and  figh,  when  you 
ihould  be  exerting  every  thing  that  is  man  about  you. 
I  have  fent  Sparkim,  who  is  admitted  at  all  haurs  in 
the  houfe,  to  know  how  the  land  lies  for  you,  and  it 
ihe  is  not  married  already. 

Belv.  How  cruel  you  are — you  raife  me  up  \vitli 
one  hand,  and  then  knock  me  down  with  the  other. 

Hare.  Well,  well,  (he  {han't  be  married.  [Kt:ei-x~ 
ing  at  the  door .]  This  is  Sparkifh,  I  fuppofe  :  don't 
drop  the  leaft  hint  of  your  paffion  to  him  ;  if  you  do, 
you  may  as  well  advertife  it  in  the  public  papers. 

JBtlv.  I'll  be  careful. 

Enter  Servant, 

Stt-v.  An  odd  fort  of  a  perfon,  from  the  country 
1  believe,  who  calls  hi  mfelf  Moody,  wants  to  fee  you, 
fir ;  but  as  I  did  not  know  him,  I  faid  you  were  no; 
at  home,  but  would  return  diredlly  ;  and  /o  will  I 
loo,  faid  he,  very  fhort  and  furly  !  and  away  he  went, 
mumbling  to  himfelf. 

Hare.  Very  well,  Will — I'll  fee  him  when  he  comes. 
[Exit  Servant.]  Moody  call  to  fee  me  !  —  He  h,i? 
fomething  moreen  his  head  than  making  me  a  vifit — 
'tis  to  complain  of  you,  I  fuppofe. 

Belvt  How  can  he  know  me  r 

.  Hare.  We  mull  fuppofe  the  worft,  and  be  prepared 
for  him — tell  me  all  you  know  of  this  ward  of  hi^, 
this  Peggy — Peggy  what's  her  name  i 

Beh.  Thrift,  Thrift,  uncle. 

A  4  Hare. 
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/fare.  Ay,  ay,  Sir  Thomas  Thrift's  daughter,  of 
Hampfhire,  and  left  very  young,  under  the  guardian- 
fhip  of  my  old  companion  and  acquaintance,  Jack 
Moody. 

Belv.  Your  companion  !  —  he's  old  enough  to  be 
your  father. 

Hare.  Tkankyou,  nephew  —  he  has  greatly  the  ad- 
vantage of  me  in  years,  as  well  as  wifdom.  —  When 
I  firft  launched  from  the  univerfity,  into  this  ocean  of 
London  —  lie  was  the  greateft  rake  in  it  ;  I  knew  him 
well,  for  near  two  years,  but  all  of  a  fudden  he  took 
a  freak  (a  very  prudent  one)  of  retiring  wholly  into 
the  country. 

Belv.  There  he  gain'd  fuch  an  afcendency  over 
the  odd  difpofiticm  of  his  neighbour,  Sir  Thomas, 
that  he  left  him  iole  guardian  to  his  daughter,  uho 
forfeits  half  her  fortuae,  if  flic  does  not  marry  with 
hi.<  confent  —  there's  the  devil,  uncle. 

ILirc.  And  are  you  fo  young,  fo  foslifh,  and  fa 
much  in  love,  that  yoa  would  take  her  with  half  her 
v.'tlue  ?  ha,  nephew  ? 

Bel-j.  I'll  cake  her  with  any  thing  —  \vith  nothing* 
7  Hare.  What!  iUeh  an  unaccoinpliih'd,  aukward, 
filly  -creature  —  he  has  fcarce  taught  her  to  write—  (lie- 
has  feen  nobody  to  converfe  with,  but  the  country 
pc-ople  about  :em  ;  fo  (he  can  do  nothing  but  dangle 
rr  arms,  U*>k  gawky,  turn  her  tees  in,  and  talk 


Belv.  Don't  abufe  Her  fwaet  fimpHcity—  <•  fea4  yon 
but  heard  her  talk,  as  I  have  done,  from  the  garden. 
wall  in  the  country,  by  moon-light  - 
•r  Hare.  Romeo  and  Juliet,  I  proteft,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Arife  fair  fun,  and  kill  the  enviout  --  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
How  often  have  you  feen  this  fair  Capulet  ? 

Belv.  I  faw  her  three  times  in  the  country,  and 
fpoke  to  her  twice  ;  I  have  leap'd  an  orchard-wall, 
Jike  Romeo,  to  come  at  her,  play'd  the  balcony- 
icenc,  from  an  old  fummer-houfe  in  the  garden  ; 
and  if  I  lofe  her,  I  will  find  out  an  apothecary,  and 
play  the  tomb-fcene  too,  for  I  cannot  bear  to  be 
crofs'd  in  love. 

(.  Wellfaid,  Dick!—  this  fpirit  muft  produce 

forncthioj 
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fomething — but  has  the  old  dragon  ever  caught  you 
fighlng  at  her  ? 

Jtelv.  Never  in  the  country ;  he  faw  me  yefterday 
killing  my  hand  to  her,  from  the  new  tavern-window 
that  looks  upon  the  back  of  his  houfe,  and  imrrie- 
diately  drove  her  from  it,  and  faften'd  up  the  win- 
dow-ih  utters.  [Sparkijk  without. 

Sfark.  Very  well,   Will,  I'll  go  up  to  'em. 

Hare .  I  hear  Sparkifh  coming  up — take  care  of  what 
I  told  you— not  a  word  of  Peggy  ;— hear  his  intelli- 
gence, and  make  ufe  of  it,  without  feeming  to  mind  it. 

Belv.  Mum,  mum,  uncle.  __ .^ 

Enter  Sparkifh. 

Spark.  O,  my  dear  Harcourt,  I  mall  die  with  ; 
laughing — I  have  fuch  news  for  thee — ha,  ha,  ha  ! — 
What,  your  nephew  too,  and  a  little  dumpifh,  or  fo 
— -you  have  been  giving  him  a  lefture  upon  ceconomy, 
I  fuppofe— you,  who  never  had  any,  can  beft  defcribe 
the  evils  that  arife  from  the  want  of  it. — I  never  mind 
my  own  affairs,  not  I. — I  hear,  Mr.  Belville,  you" 
have  got  a  pretty  fnug  houfe,  with  a  bow-window 
that  looks  into  the  park,  and  a  back-door  that  goes 
out  into  it. — Very  convenient,  and  well-imagin'd— 
no  young,  handfome  fellow  mould  be  without  one— - 
you  may  be  always  ready  there,  like  a  fpider  in  his 
web,  to  feize  upon  ftray'd  women  of  quality. 

Hare.  As  you  us'd  to  do — you  vain  fellow  you*  \ 
prithee  don't  teach  my  nephew  your  abandoned  triclcs  j 
— he  is  a  modeft  young  man,  and  you  muft  not  fpoil  I 
him.— 

Spark.  Maybefo;  but  his  modefty  has  done  fome 
mifchief  at  our  houfe — my  furly,  jealous  brother-in- 
law  faw  that  modeft  young  gentleman  cafting  a  wifh- 
ful  eye  at  his  forbidden  fruit,  from  the  new  tavern- 
window. 

Bel-v.  You  miftake  the  perfon,  Mr.  Sparkifli — I 
don't  know  what  young  lady  you  mean. 

Hare.  Explain  yourlelf,  Sparkifh,  you  muft  mi- 
ftake— Dick  has  never  feen  the  girl. 

Spark.  I  don't   fay  he  has  ;  I  only  tell  you  what 

Moody  fays.     Befides,  he  went  to  the  tavern  himfelf, 

A  5  and 
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and  enquir'd  of  the  waiter,  who  din'd  in  the  back- 
room,— No.  4  — and  they  told  him  it  was  Mr.  Bel- 
ville,  your  nephew — that's  all  I  know  of  the  matter, 
or  defire  to  know  of  it — faith. 

Hare.  He  kifs'd  his  hand,  indeed,  to  your  lady, 
Alithea,  and  is  more  in  love  with  her  than  you  are, 
and  very  near  as  much  as  I  am ;  fo  look  about  you, 
fuch  a  youth  may  be  dangerous. 

I-  Spark.  The  more  danger  the  more  honour  :  I  defy 
you  both — win  her  and  wear  her,  if  you  can — Dolui 
\an  virtus  in.  love  as  well  as  in  war — tho'  you  mull  be 
(expeditious,  faith  ;  for  I  believe,  if  I  don't  change  my 
mind,  I  mall  marry  her  to-morrow,  or  the  day  after. 
—  Have  you  no  honelt  clergyman,  Harcourt,  no  fel- 
low-collegian to  recommend  to  me  to  do  the  bu- 
finefs  ? 

Hare.  Nothing  ever,  fure,  was  fo  lucky.  [Afede.~\ 
Why,  faith,  I  have,  Sparkifli  — my  brother,  a  twin- 
brother,  Ned  Harcourt,  will  be  in  town  to-day,  and 
proud  to  attend  your  commands. — I  am  a  very  gene- 
rous rival,  you  fee,  to  lend  you  my  brother  to  marry 
the  woman  I  Jove  ! 

Spark.  And  fo  am  I  too,  to  let  your-  brother  come 
fo  near  us — but  Ned  mall  be  the  man  ;  poor  Alithea 
grows  impatient — J  can't  put  off  the  evil  day  any 
longer — I  fancy  the  brute,  her  brother,  has  a  mind  to 
marry  his  country  idiot  at  the  fame  time. 

Belv.  How,  country  idiot,  fir  ! 

Hare.  Taifezvous  bete.  \_AJide  to  Eelv.]  I  thought 
he  had  been  married  already. 

.  Spark.  No,  no,  he's  not  married,  that's  the  joke  of 
it. 

Eelv.  No,  no,  he  is  not  married. 

Hare.  Hold  your  tongue —         [Elbowing  Belville. 

Spark.  Not  he — I  have  the  finefl  llory  to  tell  you  — 
by  the  by,  he  intends  calling  upon  you,  for  he  afk'd 
me  where  you  liv'd,  to  complain  of  mcdefty  there — 
He  pick'd  up  an  old  raking  acquaintance  of  his,  as 
we  came  along  together — Will.  Frankly,  who  fa\v 
Jiim  with  his  girl,  fculking  and  muffled  up,  at  the 
play  laft  night—he  pJagu'd  him  much  about  matri- 
mony, 
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mony,  and  his  being  aftiam'd  to  fhew  himfelf ;  fwore 
he  was  in  love  with  his  wife,  and  intended  to  cuckold 
him.  Do  you  ?  cry'd  Moody,  folding  his  arms,  and 
fcowling  with  his  eyes  thus — You  mujl  have  more  <wit 
than  you  us'd  to  have — Bejides,  if  you  ha<ve  as  much  as 
you  think  you  have,  I  jhall  be  out  of  your  reach,  and  this 
profligate  metropolis,  in  left  than  a  week. — Moody 
would  fain  have  got  rid  of  him,  but  the  other  held 
him  by  the  fleeve,  fo  I  left  'em  ;  rejoiced  moll  luxu- 
rioufly  to  fee  the  poor  devil  tormented. 

Bel-u.  I  thought  you  faid,  juft  now,  that  he  was  not 
married— is  not  that  a  contradiction,  fir? 

[Hzrcourt  JUH  makes  Jigns  to  Belville. 

Spark.  Why,  it  is  a  kind  of  one— but  confidering 
your  modefty,  and  your  ignorance  of  the  young  lady, 
you  are  pretty  tolerably  inquifitive,  methinks,  ha, 
Harcourt !  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Hare.  Pooh,  pooh !  don't  talk  to  that  baby,  tell 
me  all  you  know. 

Spark.  You  mull  know,  my  booby  of  a  brother-in- 
law  hath  brought  up  this  ward  of  his  (a  good  fortune 
let  me  tell  you)  as  he  coops  up  and  fattens  his 
chickens,  for  his  own  eating — he  is  plaguy  jealous  of 
her,  and  was  very  forry  that  he  could  not  marry  her  in 
the  country,  without  coming  up  to  town  ;  which  he 
could  not  do,  on  account  of  lome  writings  or  other  ; 
fo  what  does  my  gentleman  ?  he  perfuades  the  poor 
filly  girl,  by  breaking  a  fix-pence,  or  fome  non- 
.fcafe  or  another,  that  they  are  to  all  intents  married 
in  heaven  ;  but  that  the  laws  require  the  figning  of 
articles,  and  the  church-fervice  to  complete  their 
union — fo  he  has  made  her  call  him  huiband,  and 
•  Bud,  which  (he  conitantly  does,  and  he  calls  her  wife, 
and  gives  out  me  is  married,  that  (he  may  not  look 
after  younger  fellows,  nor  younger  fellows  after  her, 
egad  ;  ha,  ha,  ha  1  and  all  won't  do. 

Belv.  Thank    you,    fir what   heav'nly   news, 

uncle  ! 

Hare.  What  an  idiot  you  are,  nephew !  And  fo 
then  you  make  but  one  trouble  of  it;  and  are  botb 
to  be  tack'd  together  the  fame  day  ? 

A  6  Spark. 
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Spark.  No,  no,  he  can't  be  married  this  week  ; 
he  damns  the  lawyers  for  keeping  him  in  town  ;— — 
befides,  I  am  oat  of  favour ;  and  he  is  continually 
fnarling  at  me,  and  abufmg  me,  for  not  b«ing  jea- 
lous. [Knocking  at  the  door.'}  There  he  is— I  muft  not 
be  feen  with  you,  for  he'll  fufpeft  fomething  ;  I'll  go 
with  your  nephew  to  his  houfe,  and  we'll  wait  for 
you,  and  make  a  vifit  to  my  wife  that  is  to  be,  and, 
perhaps,  we  lhall  {hew  young  modefty  here  a  fight  of 
Peggy  too. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  here's  the  ftrange  odd  fort  of  a  gentle- 
man come  again,  and  I  have  fhewn  him  into  the  fore- 
parlour. 

Spark.  That  muft  be  Moody !  well  faid,  Will ; 
an  odd  fort  of  av ftrange  gentleman  indeed  j  we'll  ftep 
into  the  next  room  'till  he  comes  into  this,  and  then 
you  may  have  him  all  to  yourfelf — much  good  may 
do  you.  [Spajkifh  ^o/tff,  returns.]  Remember  that  he 
is  married,  or  he'll  fufpeft  me  of  betraying  him. 

[Ex.  Sparkifti  and  Belville. 

Hare.  Shew  him  up,  Will.  [Exit  Serv.]  Now  muft 
I  prepare  myfelf  to  fee  a  very  ftrange,  tho'  a  very  na- 
tural metamorphofis — a  once  high-fpirited,  handfome, 
•well-drefs'd,  raking  prodigal  of  the  town,  funk  into 
a  furly,  fufpicious,  (Economical,  xountry  floven 
le  voila. 

Enter  Moody. 

Mood.  Mr.  Harcourt,  your  humble  fervant — have 
you  forgot  me  ? 

Hare .  What,  my  old  friend  Jack  Moody  !  by  thy 
Jong  abfence  from  the  town,  the  grumnefs  of  thy 
countenance,  and  the  flovenlinefs  of  thy  habit,  I 
fhould  give  thee  joy — you  are  certainly  married. 

Moody.  My  long  ftay  in  the  country  will  excufe 
my  drefs,  and  I  have  a  Am  at  law  that  brings  me  up 
to  town,  and  puts  me  out  of  humour — befides,  I  muft 
give  Sparkifti  ten  thoufand  pounds  to-mo/row  to  take 
my  fifter  off  ray  hands. 

Hare.  Your  fifter  is  very  much  obliged  to  you 
being  Co  much  older  than  her,  you  have  taken  upon 

you 
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you  the  authority  of  a  father,  and  have  engaged  her 
to  a  coxcomb. 

Moody.  I  have,  and  to  oblige  her nothing  but 

coxcombs   or  debauchees   are  the  favourites  now-a-  9 
days,  and   a  coxcomb  is    rather  the  more  innocent 
animal  of  the  two. 

Hare.  She  has  fenfe,  and  tafte,  and  can't  like  him; 
fo  you  muft  anfwer  for  the  confequences. 

Moody.  When  me  is  out  of  my  hands,  her  hufband 
muft  look  to  confequences.  He's  a  famionable  fool, 
and  will  cut  his  horns  kindly. 

Hare.  And  what  is  to  fecure  your  worfhip  from 
confequences  ? — J  did  not  expeft  marriage  from  fuch 

a  rake one  that  knew  the  town  fo  well :  fye,  fye, 

Jack. 

Moody.  I'll  tell  you  my  fecurity — I  have  married 
no  London  wife. 

Hare.  That's  all  one — that  grave  circumfpe&ion 
in  marrying  a  country  wife,  is  like  refuting  a  de- 
ceitful, pamper'd,  Smithfield  jade,  to  go  and  be 
cheated  by  a  friend  in  the  country. 

Moody.  I  wim  the  devil  had  both  him  and  his  fimile. 

\4&k 

Hare.  Well,  never  grumble  about  it,  what's  done 
can't  be  undone  ;  is  your  wife  handfome,  and  young  ? 

Moody.  She  has  little  beauty  but  her  youth,  no- 
thing to  brag  of  but  her  health,  and  no  attraction 
but  her  modefty — — wholfome,  homely,  and  houfe- 
wifely — that's  all. 

Hare.  You  talk  as  like  a  grazier  as  you  look,  Jack 
— why  did  you  not  bring  her  to  town  before,  to  be 
taught  fomething  ? 

Moody.  Which  fomething  I  might  repent  as  long  as 

I  live No,  no  ;  women  and  private  foldiers  fhould  * 

be  ignorant. 

Hare.  But,  prithee,  why  wouldft  thou  marry  her, 
if  (he  be  ugly,  ill-bred,  and  filly  ?  She  muft  be  rich 
then. 

Moody.  As  ri_:;  as  if  me  had  the  wealth  of  the  Mogul 
—(he'll  not  ruin  her  hufband,  like  a  London- baggage, 
with  a  million  of  vices  fhe  never  heard  of— then,  be- 

caufe 
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caufe  fhe's  ugly,  (he's  the  likelier  to  be  my  own  ;  and 
being  ill-bred,  (he'll  hate  converfation  ;  and  fince 
filly  and  innocent,  will  not  know  the  difference  be- 
tween me  and  you  ;  that  is,  between  a  man  of  thirty, 
xnd  one  of  forty. 

Hare.  Fifty,  to  my  knowledge  —  [Moody  turns  off", 
and  grumbles.}  —  But  fee  how  you  and  I  differ,  Jack  — 


^--  wit  tojmejis^flxojg-flecdlajy  thao,J>eauty^JL  thuk  no 
''BSni^ 


*t  -kas-iui^ajid,  »Q  handfome 
woman  agreeable  without  it. 

M'.-cdy.  'Tis  my  maxim  —  He's  a  fool  that  marries; 
but  he's  a  greater  that  does  not  marry  a  fool.  --  1 
know  the  town,  Mr.  Harcourt  ;  and  my  wife  (hall  be 
virtuous  in  fpite  of  you,  or  your  nephew. 

Hare.  My  nephew  !  —  poor  (heepifh  lad  —  he  runs 
away  from  every  woman  he  fees  —  he  faw  your  filter 
Alithea  at  the  opera,  and  was  much  fmitten  with  her 
—  He  always  toafts  her  —  and  hates  the  very  name  of 
Sparkifh.  I'll  bring  him  to  your  houfe  --  and  you 
ftiall  fee  what  a  formidable  Tarquin  he  is. 

Moo'dy.  I  have  no  curiofity,  fo  give  yourfclf  no 
trouble.  —  You  have  heard  of  a  wolf  in  (heep's  cloath- 
ing,  and  I  have  feen  your  innocent  nephew  luffing  his 
hands  at  my  windows. 

Hare.  At  your  fitter,  I  fuppofe  ;  nor  at  her  unlefe 
he  was  tipfy  —  How  can  you,  Jack,  be  fo  outrageoufly 
fufpicious  ?  Sparkifh  has  promis'd  to  introduce  him 
to  his  miftrefs. 

Moody.  Sparkifh  is  a  fool,  and  may  be,  what  I'll 
take  care  not  to  he  --  1  confefs  my  vifit  to  you,  Mr. 
Harcourt,  was  partly  for  old  acquaintance  fake,  but 
chiefly  to  defire  your  nephew  to  confine  his  gallan- 
tries to  the  tavern,  and  not  fend  'em  in  looks,  figns, 
or  tokens,  on  the  other  fide  the  way—  I  keep  no  bro- 
thel —  fo  pray  tell  your  nephew.  \Going. 

Hare.  Nay,  prithee,  Jack,  leave  me  in  better  hu- 
mour—Well, I'll  tell  him,  ha,  ha,  ha  I  poor  Dick, 
how  he'll  flnre.  This  will  give  him  a  reputation, 
and  the  girls  won't  laugh  at  him  any  longer.  Shall 
we  dine  together  at  the  tavern,  and  fend  for  my  ne- 
phew to  chide  him  for  his  gallantry  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  we 
(hall  have  fine  fport. 
6 
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Moody.  I  am  not  to  be  laugh'd  out  of  my  fenfes, 

Mr.  Harcourt 1  was  once  a  modeft,  meek,  young 

gentleman  myfelf,  and  I  never  have  been  half  fo  mif- 
chievous  before  or  fince,  as  I  was  in  that  ftate  of  inno- 
cence.— And  fo,  old  friend,  make  no  ceremony  with 
me— I  have  much_bufiafifi,,and-ye*t-h-aveB»»eh*plea- 
fure,  an3~fHere7ore",  as  I  hate  forms,  I  will  excufe 
fmrTTeturning  my  vifit ;  or  fending  your  nephew  to 
fatisfy  me  of  his  modefty — and  fo  your  fervant.  [Exit. 

Hare.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  poor  Jack!  what  a  life  of 
fufpicion  does  he  lead  !  I  pity  the  poor  fellow,  tho' 

he  ought,  and  will  fuffer  for  his  folly Folly  ! — 'tis 

treafon,  murder,  facrilege  !  When  perfons  of  a  cer- 
tain age  will  indulge  their  falfe  ungenerous  appetites, 
at  the  expence  of  a  yo»ng  creature's  happinefs,  dame 
Nature  will  revenge  herfelf  upon  them,  for  thwarting 
her  moft  heavenly  will  and  pleafure.  [Exit. 


ACT    II.      SCENE    a  chamber  in  Moody's  boufi. 
Enter  Mifs  Peggy  and  Alithea. 

Peg.  T)RAY,  filter,  where  are  the  befl  fields  and 
1"^  woods  to  walk  in,  in  London  ? 

Alitb.  A  pretty  queflion  !  why,  fitter,  Vauxhall, 
Ranelagh,  and  St.  James's  Park,  are  the  moft  fre- 
quented. 

Peg.  Pray,  fitter,  tell  me  why  my  Bud  looks  <b 
grum  herein  town,  and  keeps  me  up  clofe,  and  will 
not  let  me  go  a  walking,  nor  let  me  wear  my  bell 
gown  yefterday. 

Alitb.  O,  he's  jealous,  fitter. 

Peg.  Jealous  !  what's  that ? 

Alith.  He's  afraid  you  mould  love  another  man. 

Peg.  How  (hould  he  be  afraid  of  my  loving  ano- 
ther man,  when  he  will  not  let  me  fee  any  but  him- 
felf? 

Alitb.  Did  he  not  carry  you  yefterday  to  a  play  ? 

Peg.  Ay  ;  but  we  fat  amongft  ugly  people  :  he 

would 
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vrould  not  let  me  come  near  the  gentry,  who  fat  un- 
der us,  fo  that  I  could  not  fee  'em.  He  told  me  none 
but  naughty  women  fat  there  —  but  I  would  have  ven- 
tur'd  for  all  that. 

Alitb.  But  how  did  you  like  the  play  ? 

Peg.  Indeed  I  was  weary  of  the  play  ;  but  I  lik'd 
hugeoufly  the  aftors  ;  they  are  the  goodlieft,  propereft 
men,  fifter. 

Alitb.  O,  but  you  muft  not  like  the  aftors,  fifter. 

Peg.  Ay,  how  mould  I  help  it,  fifter  ?  Pray,,  fifter, 
when  my  guardian  comes  in,  will  you  aflc  leave  for 
me  to  go  a  walking  ? 

Alitb.  A  walking,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  Lord,  a  country 
gentlewoman's  pleafure  is  the  drudgery  of  a  foot-poft  ; 
and  (he  requires  as  much  airing  as  her  hufband's 
horfes.  [AJiJe.']  [Enter  Moody.]  But  here  comes 
my  brother,  I'll  afk  him,  tho'  I'm  fure  he'll  not 
grant  it. 

Peg.  O  my  dear,  dear  Bud,  welcome  home  ;  why 
doft  thou  look  fo  fropifh  ?  who  has  nanger'd  thee  ? 

Moody.  You're  a  fool.  [Peggy  goes  afidt,  and  cries. 
is,  for 


Faith,  and  fo  me  is,  for  crying  for  no  fault 
—poor  tender  creature  ! 

Moody.  What,  you  would  have  her  as  impudent  as 
yourfelf,  as  arrant  a  gilflirt,  a  gadder,  a  magpye, 
and,  to  fay  all,  a  mere  notorious  town-woman  ! 

Alitb.  Brother,  you  are  my  only  cenfurer  ;  and  the 
honour  of  your  family  will  fooner  fuffer  in  your  wife 
that  is  to  be,  than  in  me,  tho'  I  take  the  innocent 
liberty  of  the  town,  ! 

Moody.  Hark  you,  miftrefs,  do  not  talk  fo  before 
my  wife  :  the  innocent  liberty  of  the  town  ! 

Alitb.  Pray  what  ill  people  frequent  my  lodgings  ? 
I  keep  no  company  with  any  woman  of  fcandalous 
reputation. 

Moody.  No,  yoa  keep  the  men  of  fcandalous  repu- 
tation company. 

Alitb.  Would  you  not  have  me  civil,  anfwer  'em 
at  public  places,  walk  with  'em  when  they  join  me  in 
the  Park,  Ranelagh,  or  Vauxhall  ? 

Moody.  Hold,  hold  ;  do  not  teach  my  wife  where 
3  the 
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the  men  are  to  be  found :  I  believe  fhe's  the  worfe  for 
your  town  documents  already.  I  bid  you  keep  her  in 
ignorance,  as  I  do. 

Peg.  Indeed,  be  not  angry  with  her,  Bud,  fhe  will 
tell  me  nothing  of  the  town,  tho'  I  afk  her  a  thoufand 
times  a  day. 

Moody.  Then  you  are  very  inquifitive  to  know,  I 
find  ? 

Peg.  Not  I,  indeed,  dear  ;  I  hate  London  :  our 
place-houie  in  the  country  is  worth  a  thoufand  oft  ; 
would  I  were  there  again  ! 

Moody.  So  you  mall,  I  warrant.  But  were  you 
not  talking  of  plays  and  players  when  I  came  in  r  you 
are  her  encourager  in  fuch  difcourfes. 

Peg.  No,  indeed,  dear;  (he  chid  me  juil  now  for 
liking  the  player-men. 

Ihody.  Nay,  if  (he  is  fo  innocent  as  to  own  to  me 
her  liking  them,  there  is  no  hurtin't.  [^/Tt/e.]  Come, 
my  poor  rogue,  but  thou  likefl  none  better  than 
me  ? 

Peg.  Yes,  indeed,  but  I  do  ;  the  player-^men  are 
finer  folks. 

Moody.  But  you  love  none  bjstter  than  me  ? 

Peg.  You  are  my  own  dear  Bud,  and  I  know  you  ; 
I  hate  ftratigers. 

Moody.  Ay,  my  dear,  you  muft  love  me  only  ;  and 
not  be  like  the  naughty  town-women,  who  only  hate 
their  hufbandi,  and  l«ve  every  man  elfe ;  love  plays, 
vifits,  fine  coaches,  fine  deaths,  fiddles,  balb,  trout, 
and  fo  lead  a  wicked  town-life. 

Peg.  Nay,  if  to  enjoy  all  thefe  things  be  a  town- 
life,  London  is  not  fo  bad  a  place,  dear. 

Moody,  How !  if  you  love  me,  you  muft  hate  Lon- 
don. 

AHtb.  The  fool  has  forbid  me  difcovering  to  her 
the  pleafures  of  the  town,  and  he  is  now  fetting  her 
agog  upon  them  himfelf.  \4fid** 

Peg.  But,  Bud,  do  the  town-women  love  the  player- 
men  too  ? 

Moody.  Yes,  I  warrant  you. 

Peg,  Ay,  I  warrant  you. 


( 
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Mcody.  Why,  you  do  not,  I  hope  ? 

Peg.  No,  no,  Bud;  but  why  have  we  no  player- 
men  in  the  country  ? 

Moody.  Ha !  Mrs.  Minx,  afk  me  no  more  to  go  to 
a  play. 

Peg.  Nay,  why,  love  ?  I  did  not  care  for  going  : 
but  when  you  forbid  me,  you  make  me  as  'twere  de- 
fire  it. 

Alith.  So  'twill  be  in  other  things,  I  warrant. 


Peg.  Pray  let  me  go  to  a  play,  dear  ? 

Moody.  Hold  your  peace,  I  won't. 

Peg.  Why,  love  ? 

Moody.  Why,  I'll  tell  you. 

Alith.  Nay,  if  he  tell  her,  /he'll  give  him  more 
caufe  to  forbid  her  that  place.  [Afide. 

Peg.  Pray,   why,    dear  ? 

Moody.  Firit,  you  like  the  a&ors  ;  and  the  gallants 
may  like  you. 

Peg.  What,  a  homely  country  girl  ?  No,  Bud,  no- 
body will  like  me. 

Moody.  I  tell  you  yes,  they  may. 

Peg.  No,  no,  you  jeft — I  won't  believe  you :  I 
will  go. 

Moody.  I  tell  you  then,  that  one  of  the  mod  raking 
fellows  in  town,  who  faw  you  there,  told  me  he  waa 
in  love  with  you. 

Peg.  Indeed  1  who,  who,  pray,  who  wai't  ? 

Moody.  1'wc  gone  too  far,  and  flipt  before  I  wa» 
aware.  How  overjoy'd  (he  is  1  [AJide. 

Peg.  Was  it  any  Hampshire  gallant,  any  of  pur 
neighbours  ? Promife  you  I  am  beholden  to  him. 

Moody.  I  promife  you,  you  lye  ;  for  he  wou'd  but 
ruin  you,  as  he  has  done  hundreds. 

Peg.  Ay,  but  if  he  loves  me,  why  mould  he  ruin 
me  ?  anfwer  me  to  that.  Methinks  he  (hou'd  not  ; 
I  wou'd  do  him  no  harm. 

Alith.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Moody.  'Tis  very  well ;  but  I'll  keep  him  from  do- 
ing you  any  harm,  or  me  either.  But  here  comes 
company,  get  you  in,  get  you  in. 
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Peg.  But  pray,  hufband,  is  he  a  pretty  gentleman 
that  loves  me  ? 

Moody.  In,    baggage,  in. 

[Thrufts  her  in,  and  Jhuts  the  door. 
Enter  Sparkiih,  Harcourt,  «WBelvil!e. 

Moody.  What,  all  the  libertines  of  the  town  brought 
to  my  lodging,  by  this  eafy  coxcomb  !  'Sdeath>  I'll 
not  fuffer  it. 

Spark.  Here,  Belville,  do  you  approve  my  choice  ? 
Dear  little  rogue,  I  told  you,  I'd  bring  you  acquainted 
with  all  my  friends,  the  wits. 

Moody.  '"Ay,  they  (hall  know  her  as  well  as  you 
yourfelf  will,  I  warrant  you. 

Spark.  This  is  one  of  thofe,  my  pretty  rogue,  that 
are  to  dance  at  your  wedding  to-morrow.  And  one 
you  niuft  make  welcome,  for  he's  modeit.  [Belville 
falntei  Alithea.]  Harcourt  makes  himfelf  welcome, 
and  has  not  the  fame  foible,  though  of  the  fame  fa- 
mily. 

Hare.  You  are  too  obliging,  SparkifTi. 

Moody*  And  fo  he  is  indeed  —  the  fop's  horns  will 
as  naturally  fprout  upon  his  brows,  as  mulhrooms 
upon  dunghills. 

Hare.  This,  Mr.  Moody,  is  my  nephew  you  men- 
tioned to  me  ;  I  would  bring  him  with  me,  for  a  fight 
of  him  will  be  fufficient,  without  poppy  or  mandra- 
gora,  to  reftore  you  to  your  reft. 

Belv.  I  am  forry,  fir,  that  any  miftake  or  impru- 
dence of  mine,  mould  have  given  you  any  uneafmefs; 
it  was  not  fo  intended,  1  allure  you,  fir.  « 

Moody.  It  may  be  fo,  fir,  but  not  the  lefs  criminal 
for  that  —  My  wife,  fir,  muft  not  be  fmirk'd  and  nod- 
ded at  from  tavern  windows  ;  I  am  a  good  mot, 
young  gentleman,  and  don't  fuffer  magpies  to  come 
near  my  cherries. 

Belv.  Was  it  your  wife,  fir  ? 

Moody.  What's  that  to  you,  fir  —  fuppofe  it  was  my 
grandmother  ? 

Bel<v.  I  would  not  dare  to  offend  her  —  permit  me 
10  fay  a  word  in  private  to  you. 

[Moody  and  Belville  retire  out  if  fight. 
Sfart. 
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Spark.  Now  old  furly  is  gone,  tell  me,  Harcourt, 
if  thou  lik'ft  her  as  well  as  ever — My  dear,  don't  look 
down,  I  fhould  hate  to  have  a  wife  of  mine  out  of 
countenance  at  any  thing. 

Alitb.  For  fhame,    Mr.  Sparkim. 

Spark.  Tell  me,  I  fay,  Harcourt,  how  doft  like 
her?  thou  haft  ftar'd  upon  her  enough  to  refolve  me. 

Hare.  So  infinitely  well,  that  I  could  wifh  I  had  a 
miftrefs  too,  that  might  differ  from  her  in  nothing 
but  her  love  and  engagement  to  you. 

Alith.  Sir,  Mr.  Sparkifh  has  often  told  me,  that 
his  acquaintance  were  all  wits  and  raiiers,  and  now  I 
find  it. 

Spark.  No,  by  the  univerfe,  madam,  he  does  not 
rally  now  ;  you  may  believe  him  ;  I  do  allure  you  he 
is  the  honefteft,  worthieft,  true-hearted  gentleman  ; 
a  man  of  fuch  perfeft  honour,  he  would  fay  nothing 
to  a  lady  he  does  not  mean. 

Hare .  Sir,  you  arc  fo  beyond  expectation  obliging, 
that 

Spark.  Nay,  egad,  I  am  fare  you  do  admire  her 
extremely,  I  fee  it  in  your  eyes — He  does  admire  yon, 
madam,  he  has  told  me  fo  a  thoufand  and  a  thoufand 
times — have  you  not,  Harcourt  ?  You  do  admire  her, 
by  the  world  you  do — don't  you  r 

Hare.  Yes,  above  the  world,  or  the  moft  glorious 
part  of  it,  her  whole  fex  ;  and  'till  now,  I  never 
thought  I  mould  have  envied  you  or  any  man  about 
to  marry  :  but  you  have  the  belt  excufe  to  marry  I 
ever  knew. 

Alith.  Nay,  now,  fir,  I  am  fatisfied  you  are  of  the 
fociety  of  the  wits  and  raiiers,  fmce  you  cannot  fpare 
your  friend,  even  when  he  is  moft  civil  to  you  ;  but 
the  fureft  fign  is,  you  are  an  enemy  to  marriage,  the 
common  butt  of  every  railer. 

Hare.  Truly,  madam,  I  was  never  an  enemy  to 
marriage  till  now,  becaufe  marriage  was  never  an 
enemy  to  me  before. 

Alith.  But  why,  fir,  is  marriage  an  enemy  to  you 
now  ?  becaufe  it  robs  you  of  your  friend  here  ?  for 
you  look  upon  a  friend  married,  as  one  gone  into  a 
monastery,  that  is  dead  to  the  world. 

Hare. 
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Hare.  'Tis  indeed,  becaufe  you  marry  him  ;  I  fee, 
madam,  you  can  guefs  my  meaning  :  I  do  confers 
heartily  and  openly,  I  wifh  it  were  in  my  power  to 
kreak  the  match  ;  by  Heav'ns  I  wou'd. 

Spark.  Poor  Frank  ! 

Alith.  Wou'd  you  be  fo  unkind  to  me  ? 

Hare.  No,  no,  'tis  not  becaufe  I  wou'd  be  unkind 
to  you. 

.   Spark.  Poor  Frank  ;  no,  egad,  'tis  only  his  kind- 
nefs  to  me. 

Alith.  Great  kindnefs  to  you  indeed  !  —  Infenfible  ! 
Let  a  man  make  love  to  his  miftrefs  to  his  face. 


Spark.  Come,  dear  Frank,  for  all  my  wife  there, 
that  mall  be,  thou  malt  enjoy  me  fometimes,  dear 
rogue  :  by  my  honour,  we  men  of  wit  condole  for 
our  deceafed  brother  in  marriage;'  as  much  as  for  one 
dead  in  earneft  :  I  think  that  was  prettily  faid  of  me, 
ha,  Harcourt  ?  -  But  come,  Frank,  be  not  melan- 
choly for  me. 

Hare.  No,  I  aflure  you,  I  am  not  melancholy  for 
you. 

Spar*.  Prithee,  Frank,  doft  think  my  wife,  that 
mall  be,  there,  a  fine  perfon  ? 

Hare.  I  cou'd  gaze  upon  her,  till  I  became  as  blind 
as  you  are. 

Spark.  How,  as  I  am  t  how  f 

Hare.  Becaufe  you  are  a  lover;  and  true  lovers 
are  blind,  flock  blind. 

Spark.  True,  true  ;  but  by  the  world  fhe  has  wit 
too,  as  well  as  beauty  ;  go,  go  with  her  into  a  corner, 
and  try  if  me  has  wit  ;  talk  to  her  any  thing,  (he's 
baftiful  before  me. 

Alitb.  Sir,  you  difpofe  of  me  a  little  before  your 
time.  [AJide  to  Sparkifti. 

Spark.  Nay,  nay,  madam,  let  me  have  an  earneit 
of  your  obedience,  or  —  go,  go,  madam. 

[Harcourt  tourts  Alithea  afide. 
Enter  Moody. 

Moody.  How,  fir,  if  you  are  not  concern'd  for  the 
honour  of  a  wife,  I  am  for  that  of  a  filter  ;—  be  a  pan- 

der 
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dertoyour  own  wife,  bring  men  to  her,  let  'em  make 
love  before  your  face,  thruft  'em  into  a  corner  toge- 
ther, then  leave  'em  in  private  !  is  this  your  town 
wit  and  conduft  ? 

Spark.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  a  filly  wife  rogue  wou'd  make 
one  laugh  more  than  a  ftark  fool  :  ha,  ha,  ha !  I  mail 
burfl.     Nay,  you  fhall  not  difturb  'em  ;  I'll  vex  thee, 
by  the  world.     What  have  you  done  with  Belville? 
[Struggles  ivitb  Moody,   to  keep  him  from  Har- 
court  and  Alithea. 

Moody.  Shewn  him  the  way  out  of  my  houfe,  as 
you  mould  to  that  gentleman. 

Spark.  Nay,  but  prithee — let  me  reafon  with  thee. 
[Talks  apart  with  Moody. 

Alitb.  The  writings  are  drawn,  fir,  fettlements 
made ;  'tis  too  late,  fir,  and  pad  all  revocation. 

Hare.  Then  fo  is  my  death. 

Alitb.  I  wou'd  not  be  unjuft  to  him. 

Hare.  Then  why  to  me  fo  ? 

Alitb.  I  have  no  obligations  to  you. 

Hare.  My  love. 

Alitb.  I  had  his  before. 

Hare.  You  never  had  it;  he  wants,  you  fee,  jea- 
loufy,  the  only  infallible  fign  of  it. 

Alitb.  Love  proceeds  from  efteem  ;  he  cannot  dif- 
truft  my  virtue  ;  befides,  he  loves  me,  or  he  wou'd 
not  marry  me. 

Hare.  Marrying  you  is  no  more  a  fign  of  his  love, 
than  bribing  your  woman  that  he  may  marry  you,  is 
a  fign  of  his  gener0f«y.  But  if  you  take  marriage 
for  a  fign  of  love,  take  it  from  me  immediately. 

Alitb,  No,  now  you  have  put  a  fcruple  in  my  head  : 
but  in  fhort,  fir,  to  end  our  difpute,  I  mult  marry 
him  ;  my  reputation  wou'd  fuffer  in  the  world  elfe. 

Hare.  No  ;  if  you  do  marry  him,  with  your  par- 
don, madam,  your  reputation  fufters  in  the  world. 

Alitb.  Nay,  now  you  are  rude,  fir — Mr.  Sparkifh, 
pray  come  hither,  your  friend  here  is  very  trouble- 
fome,  and  very  loving. 

Hare.   Hold,  hold.  [Aftde  to  Alithea. 

D'ye  hear  that,  fenfelefs  puppy  ? 

Spark. 
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Spark.  Why,  d'ye  think  I'll  feem  jealous,  like  a 
country  bumpkin  ? 

Moody.  No,  rather  be  difhonour'd,  like  a  credulous 
driv'ler. 

Hare.  Madam,  you  would  not  have  been  fo  little 
generous  as  to  have  told  him  ? 

Alitb.  Yes,  fince  you  cou'd  be  fo  little  generous 
as  to  wrong  him. 

Hare.  Wrong  him  !  no  man  can  do't,  he's  beneath 
an  injury;  a  bubble,  a  coward,  a  fenfelefs  idiot,  a 
wretch  fo  contemptible  to  all  the  world  but  you, 

Alith.  Hold,  do  not  rail  at  him ;  for  fin ce  he  is 
like  to  be  my  hufband,  I  am  refolv'd  to  like  him  : 
nay,  I  think  I  am  oblig'd  to  tell  him,  you  are  not  his 
friend— Mr.  Sparkim,  Mr.  Sparkim  ! 

Spark.  What,  what ;  now  dear  rogue,  has  not  me 
wit : 

Hare.  Not  fo  much  as  I  thought,  and  hoped  me 
had.  [Surlilj. 

Alith.  Mr.  Sparkifli,  do  you  bring  people  to  rail 
at  —  • 

! 

no ;  but  if  he  does  rail  at  me,  'tis 
.ant  :  what  "we  wits  do  for  one  ano- 
uULrv-an~d  never  take  any  notice  of  it. 

Alitb.  He  fpoke  fo  fcurriloufly  of  you,  I  had  no 
patience  to  hear  him. 

Moody.  And  he  was  in  the  right  on't. 
Alitb.  Befides,  he  has  been  makkig  love  to  me. 
Moody.  And  I  told  the  fool  fo. 
Hare.  True,  damn'd  tell-tale  woman.  [AJlde. 

Spark.  Pfhaw,  to  ihew  his  parts — We  wits  rail  and 
make  love  often,  but  to  mew  our  parts  ;  a^  we  have 

no  affections,  fo.we  have  no  malice,  we 

ody.  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  an  afs  ! 
...   :h.  He  laid  you  were  a  wretch,  below  an  in- 
jury. 

Spark.  Pfliaw. 
.    Hare.   Madam  ! 
Alith.  A  common  bubble. 

SfttrL 
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Spark.  Plhaw. 

Alitb    A  coward  ! 

Spark.  Pfhaw,  pmaw ! 

Alitb.  A  fenfelefs  drivelling  idiot. 

Moody.  True,  true,  true  ;  all  true. 

Spark.  How !  did  he  difparage  my  parts  ?  nay,  then 
my  honour's  concernld.  I  can't  put  up  that,  fir  j  by 
the  world,  brother,  help  me  to  kill  him. 

[Offers  to  draw, 

Alitb.  Hold,  hold. 

Spark.  What,  what? 

Alitb.  I  muft  not  let  'em  kill  the  gentleman,  nei- 

Spark.  I'll  be  thy  death.         [Putting  up  hisfwora'. 

Moodj.  If  Harcourt  would  but  kill  Sparkifh,  and 

run  away  with  my  filter,  I  fhou'd  be   rid  of  three 

P  !f#5  '  Hold/hold ;'  indeed,  to  tell  the  truth,  the 
gentleman  faid,  after  all,  that  what  he  fpoke  was  but 
out  of  friendfhip  to  you. 

Spark.  How!  fay  I  am-a-fool^-that-iiJio  wit,  out 
ef-lriendMp  to  me  ? 

Alitb.  Yes,  to  try  whether  I  was  concern'd  enough 
for  you  ;  and  made  love  to  me  only  to  be  fatisfy'd  of 
my  virtue,  for  your  fake. 

Hare.  Kind,  however!  |4J*J 

Spark.  Nay,  if  it  were  fo,  my  dear  rogue,  I  aflc  thee 
pardon  ;  but  why  wou'd  not  you  tell  me  fo,  faith  ? 

Hare.  Becaufe  I  did  not  think  on't,  faith ! 

Spark.  Come,  Belville  is  gone  away  ;  Harcourt, 
let's  be  gone  to  the  new  play— Come,  madam. 

Alitb.  I  will  not  go,  if  you  intend  to  leave  me  alone 
in  the  box,  and  run  all  about  the  houfe,  as  you  ufe  to 

do. 

Spark.  Plhaw,  I'll  leave  Harcourt  with  you  in  the 
box,  to  entertain  you,  and  that's  as  good  ;  if  I  fat  m 
the  box,  I  (hou'd  be  thought  no  critic— I  muft  run 
about,  my  dear,  and  abufe  the  author— Come  away, 
Harcourt,  lead  her  down.  B'ye,  brother. 

\Ex.  Harcourt,  Sparkifh,  and  Alithea. 

Mooaj.  B'ye,  driv'ler.    Well,  go  thy  ways,  tor  the 


THE,   COUNTRY    WIFE.       Sz 

flower  of  the 'true  town  fops^  fuch  as  fpend  their 
ellates  before  they  come  to  'em,  and  are  cuckolds  be- 
fore they 're.  married.  But  let  me  go  look  to  my  free- 
hold. 

Enter  *  Servant  £cy. 

Boy.  Mailer,  your  wor/hip's  fervant— here  is  the 
lawyer,  counfeller  gentleman,  with  a  green  bag  full 
of  papers,  come  again,  arul  would  be  glad  to  fpeak 
to  yo«. 

Moody.  Now  here's  -fome  other  damn'd  impedi- 
ment, which  the  law  has  thrown  in  our  way 1 

fhall  never  marry  the  girl,  nor  get<lear  of  the  fmoke 
and  wickednefs  of  this  curfed  town.  Where  is  he  ? 

Boy.  He's  below  in  a  coach,  with  three  other  law- 
;yer,  counfeller  gentlemen.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     changes. 
Eater  Mifs  Peggy  and  Lucy. 
Lucy.  What  ails  you,  MiU  Peggy  }  you  are  grown 
quite  melancholy. 

Peg.  Would  it  not  make  any  one  melancholy  to  fee 
your  miftrefs  Alithea  go  every  day  fluttering  about 
abroad  to  plays  and  airemblies',  and  I  know  not  what, 
whilft  I  muft  (lay  .at  home,  like  a  poor  lonely  fullen 
4nrd  in  a  cage  ? 

1 """    Dear  -  ifs  Peggy,  I  thought  you  chofe  to  be 

^in'd  that  you  had  been  bred  fo  young 

you  had  no  pleafure  in  flying  about, 

the  open  air,  as  other  young  ladies, 

vild  about  this  town. 

Peg.  Nay,  I  confefs  I  was  quiet  enough,  till  fome- 

body  told  rce  what  pure  lives  the  London  ladies  lead, 

with  their  dancing-meetings,    and  junketings,  and 

drefs'd  every  day  in  their  bell  gowns  ;  and  I  warrant 

.  every  day  in  the  week,  fo  they  do. 

,  mifs,  you  will  lead  a  better  life 

yedlock  with  your  fweet-temper'd 

gucuu,....,  ~ul  Mr.  Moody. 

Peg.  I  can't  lead  a  worfe,  that's  one  good  thing 

but  I  muft  make  thebeft  of  a  bad  market,  for  I  can't 
marry  nobody  elfe. 

y,  How  fo,  mifs  ?  that's  very  ftrange. 
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Peg.  Why  we  have  a  contraction  to  one  another— 
fo  we  are  as  good  as  married,  you  know 

Lucy.  I  know  it !  Heav'n  forbid,  mifs 

Peg.  Heigho! 

Lucy.  Don't  figh,  mifs  Peggy — if  that  young  gen- 
tleman, who  was  here  jult  now,  would  take  pity  on 
me,  I'd  throw  fuch  a  contrail  as  yours  behind  the 
fire. 

Peg.  Lord  blefs  us,  how  you  talk! 

Lucy.  Young  Mr.  Belville  wou'd  make  you  talk 
otherwife,  if  you  knew  him. 

Peg.  Mr.  Belville  ! — where  is  he  ? — when  did  you 
fee  him  ? — you  have  undone  me,  Lucy — where  was 
he  ?  did  he  fay  any  thing  ? 

Lucy.  Say  any  thing  I  very  little,  indeed — he's 
quite  diffracted,  poor  young  creature.  He  was  talk- 
ing with  your  guardian  jult  now. 

Peg.  The  deuce  he  was ! — but  where  was  it,  and 
when  was  it  ? 

Lucy.  In  this  houfe,  five  minutes  ago,  when  your 
guardian  turn'd  you  into  your  chamber,  for  fear  of 
your  being  feen. 

Peg.  I  knew  fomething  was  the  matter,  I  was  in 
fuch  a  flutter But  what  did  he  fay  to  my  Bud  ? 

Lucy.  What  do  you  cajl  him  Bud  for  ?  Bud  means 
hufband,  and  he  is  not  your  hufband  yet — and  1  hope 
never  will  be— and  if  he  was  my  hufband,  I'd  bud 
him,  a  furly  unreafonable  beaft. 

Peg.  I'd  call  him  any  names,  to  keep  him  in  good 
humour — if  he'd  let  me  marry  any  body  elfe,  (which 
I  can't  do)  I'd  call  him  hufband  as  long  as  he  liv'd— • 
But  what  fuid  Mr.  Belville  to  him  ? 

Lucy.  I  don't  know  what  he  faid  to  him,  but  I'll 
tell  you  what  he  faid  to  me,  with  a  figh,  and  his 
hand  upon  his  breaft  as  he  went  out  of  the  door — If 
you  ever  were  in  love,  young  gentlewoman,  (meaning 
me)  and  can  pity  a  mofl  faithful  lover — tell  the  dear 
object  of  my  affections 

Peg.  Meaning  me,  Lucy  ? 

Lucy.  Yes,  you,  to  be  fure.     Tell  the  dear  object 

of  my  affections,  I  live  but  upon  the  hopes  thr.t  fhe 

3  « 
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is  not  married  ;  and  when  thofe  hopes  leave  me 

flie  knows  the  reft then  he  caft  up  his  eyes  thus — 

gnafh'd  his  teeth — ftruck  his  forehead — would  have 
fpoke  again,  but  could  not — fetch'd  a  deep  figh,  and 
ranifh'd. 

Peg.  That  is  really  very  fine — I'm  fure  it  makes 
my  heart  fink  within  me,  and  brings  tears  into  my 
eyes — O  he's  a  charming  fweet — but  hulh,  hum,  I 
hear  my  hufband  ! 

Lucy.  Don't  call  him  hufband.  Go  into  the  Park 
this  evening  if  you  can. 

Peg.  Mum,  mum 

Enter  Moody. 

Moody.  Come,  what's  here  to  do  ?  you  are  putting 
the  town  pleafures  in  her  head,  and  felting  her  a 
longing. 

Lucy.  Yes,  after  nine-pins ;  you  fuffer  none  to 
give  her  thofe  longings  you  mean,  but  yourfelf. 

Moody.  Come,   Mrs.  Flippant,  good  precepts  are 
loft  when  bad  examples  are  ftill  before  us :  the  liberty 
your  miftrefs  takes  abroad  makes  her  hanker  after  it, 
and  out  of  humour  at  home  :    poor  wretch  !  me  de- 
fired  not  to  come  to  London ;  I  would  bring  her. 
Lucy.  O  yes,  you  furfeit  her  with  pleafures. 
Moody.  She  has  been  this  fortnight  in  town,  and 
never  defired,  till  this  afternoon,  to  go  abroad. 
Lucy.  Was  fhe  not  at  the  play  yefterday  i 
Moody.  Yes,  but  fhe  never  afk'd  me  :  I  was  myfelf 
the  caufe  of  her  going. 

Lucy.  Then  if  fhe  afk  you  again,  you  are  the 
caufe  of  her  aflcing,  and  not  my  miftrefs. 

Moody.  Well,  next  week  I  fhall  be  rid  of  you  all, 
rid  of  thij    town,   and  my   dreadful   apprehenfions. 
Come,  be  not  melancholy,  for  thou  fhalt  go  into  the 
country  very  foon,  deareft. 
Lucy.  Great  comfort ! 

Peg.  Pifh  !  what  d'ye  tell  me  of  the  country  for  ? 
Moody.  How's  this !  what,  pirn  at  the  country  ? 
Peg.  Let  me  alone,  I  am  not  well. 
Moody.  O,  if  that  be  all — wfrat  ails  my  deareft  ? 
Peg.  Truly,  I  don't  know  j  but  I  have  not  been 
B  2  well 
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well  fince  you  told  me  there  was  a  gallant  at  the  play 
in  love  with  me. 
Moody.  Ha  ! 

Lucy.  That's  my  miftrefs  too. 
Moody.  Nay,  if  you  are  not  well,   but  are  fo  con- 
cern'd  becaufe  a  raking  fellow  chanced  to  lye,  and  fay 
he  lik'd  you,  you'll  make  me  fick  too. 
Peg.  Of  what  ficknefs  f 

Moody*  O,  of  that  which  is  worfe  than  the  plague, 
jealouiy. 

""Teg".  Pifh,  you  jeer  :  I'm  fure  there's  no  fuch  dif- 
eafe  in  our  receipt-book  at  home, 

Moody.  No,  thou  never  met  with  it,  poor  inno- 
cent. 

Peg.  Well,  but  pray,  Bud,  let's  go  to  a  play  to- 
night. 

Moody.  No,  no ;— no  more  plays — But  why  are  you 
fo  eager  to  fee  a  play  ? 

Peg.  Faith,  dear,  not  that  I  care  one  pin  for  their 
talk  there;  but  I  like  to  look  upon  the  player-men, 
and  wou'd  fee,  if  I  could,  the  gallant  you  fay.  loves 
jne  :  that's  all,  dear  Bud. 

Moody.  Is  that  all,  dear  Bud  ? 
Lucy.  This  proceeds  from  my  miftrefs's  example. 
Peg.  Let's  go  abroad,  however,  dear  Bud,  if  we 
•don't  go  to  the  play. 

Moody.  Come,  have  a  little  patience,  and  thou  fhalt 
go  into  the  country  next  week. 

Peg.  Therefore  I  would  fee  firft  fome  fights,  to 
tell  my  neighbours  of:  nay,  I  will  go  abroad,  that's 
.once. 

Moody.  What,  you  have  put  this  into  her  head  ? 
Lucy.  Heav'n  defend  me,  what  fufpicions !  fome- 
bodyhasput  more  things  into  your  head  than  you  ought 
to  have. 

M&ody.  Your  tongue  runs  too  glibly,  madam,  and 
you  have  liv'd  too  long  with  a  London  lady,  to  be 
a  proper  companion  for  innocence — I  am  not  over- 
fond  of  your  miftrefs. 
Lucy.  There's  no  love  loft  between  us. 
Meodj.  You  admitted  thofe  gentlemen  ijito  the 
10  /       houfe, 


THE    COUNTRY    WIFE.      29 

houfe,  when  I  faid  I  wou'd  not  be  at  home  ;  and  there^ 
was  the  young  fellow  too  who  behav'd  fo  indecently 
to  my  wife  at  the  tavern-window. 

Lucy.  Becaufe  you  wou'd  not  let  him  fee  your  hand- 
fome  wife  out  of  your  lodgings. 

Peg,  Why,  O  Lord  !  did  the  gentleman  come  hi- 
ther to  fee  me  indeed  ? 

Moody.  No,  no,  you  are  not  the  caufe  of  that  damn'd 
queilion  too^ 

Peg.  Come,  pray,  Bud,,  let's  go  abroad  before  'tis 
late  ;  for  I  will  go,  that's  flat  and  plain — only  into 
the  park. 

Moody.  So  !  the  obftinacy  already  of  the  town- 
wife  ;  and  I  muft,  whilft  (he's  here,  humour  her  like 
one.  \_Afide. ~\  How  mall  we  do,  that  me  may  not  be 
feen  or  known? 

Lucy.  Muffle  her  up  with  a  bonnet  and  handker- 
chief, and  I'll  go  with  her  to  avoid  fufpicion. 

Moody.  f  And  run  into  more  danger.' — No,  no,  I 
am  obliged  to  you  for  your  kindnefs,  but  fhe  ihan't 
ftir  without  me. 

Lucy.  What  will  you  do  then  ? 

Peg.  What,  fhall  we  go?  I  am" fick  with  flaying 
at  home  :  if  I  don't  walk  in  the  park,  I'll  do  nothing 
that  I  am  bid  for  a  week — I  won't  be  mop'd. 

Lucy.  O,  fhe  has  a  charming  fpirit !  I  could  (land 
your  friend  now,  and  would,  if  you  had  ever  a  civil 
word  to  give  me. 

Moody.  I'll  give  thee  a  better  thing,  I'll  give  thee 
a  guinea  for  thy  good  advice,  if  I  like  it ;  and  I  can 
have  the  belt  of  the  college  for  the  fame  money. 

Lucy.  I  defpife  a  bribe— when  I  am  your  friend,  it 
fliall  be  without  fee  or  reward. 

Peg.  Don't  be  long  then,  for  I  will  go-out. 

Lucy.  The  taylor  brought  home  laft  night  the 
clothes  you  intend  for  a  prefent  to  your  godfon  in  the 
country. 

Peg.  You  muft  not  tell  that,  Lucy. 

Lucy.  But  I  will,  madam — When  you  were   with 

your  lawyers   laft  night,  Mifs  Peggy,  to  divert  me 

and  herfelf,  put  'em  on,  and  they  fitted  her  to  a  hair. 

B  3,  Moody* 
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Mcody.  Thank  you,  thank  you,  Lucy,  'tis  tbe 
-luckieft  thought  !  Go  this  moment,  Peggy,  into  your 
chamber,  and  put  'em  on  again— and  you  (hall  walk 
\vith  me  into  the  park,  as  my  godfon — Well  thought 
of,  Lucy — I  flinll  love  you.  for  ever  for  this. 

Peg.  And  fo  fhall  I  too*  L.ucy,  I'll  put  'em  on  di- 
rectly. [Goingt  returns. ]  Suppofe,  Bud,  I  mult  keep, 
on  my  petticoats,  for  fear  of  mewing  my  legs  ? 

Moody.   No,   no,  you  fool,    never  mind  your  legs. 

Peg.  No  more  I  will  then,  Bud This  is  pure. 

[Exit  rejoiced-. 

Moody.  What  a  fimpleten  it  is !  Well,  Lucy,  I 
thank  you  for  the  thought,  and  before  I  leave  London, 
thou  malt  be  convinc'd  how  much  I  am  obliged  to 
thee.  [Exit  fmiling. 

Lucy.  And  before  you  leave  London,  Mr.  Moody, 
I  hope  I  lhall  convince  you  how  much  you  are  oblig'd 
to  me.  [Exit. 

ACT    III.     SCENE     tbe  park. 

Enter  Belville,  and  Harcourt. 

Belv.  A  ND  the  moment  Moody  left  me,  and  be- 
X\  fore  I  left  his  lodgings,  I  took  an  oppor- 
tunity of  conveying  fome  tender  fentiments  thro' 
Lucy  to  Mifs  Peggy,  and  it  was  Lucy  advis'd  me  to 
ftrole  here  this  evening;— and  here  I  am,  in  expecta- 
tion of  feeing  my  country  goddefs. 

Hare.  And  fo  to  blind  Moody,  and  take  him  off 
the  fcent  of  your  paffion  for  this  girl,  and  at  the  fame 
time,  to  give  me  an  opportunity  with  Sparkifh's  mif- 
trefs,  (and  of  which  I  have  made  the  molt)  you 
hinted  to  him  with  a  grave  melancholy  face,  that  you 
were  dying-  for  his  fitter— Gad-a-mercy,  nephew  !  1 
will  back  thy  modefty  againft  any  other  in  the  three 
kingdoms — It  will  do,  Dick. 

Belv.  What  could  I  do,  uncle  ?—  it  was  my  laft 
ftake,  and  I  play'd  for  a  great  deal. 

Hart.  You  miftake  me,  Dick 1  don't  fay  you 

co^ld  do  better 1  only  can't  account  for  your  ino- 

defty's  doing  fo  much  j  you  have  done  fuch  wonders,. 

UMft 
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that  I,  who  am  rather  bold  than  fheepifh,  have  not 
yet  ceas'J  wondering  at  you.  But  uo  you  think  thac 
you  impos'd  upon  him  ? 

Belv.  Faith,  I  can't  fay 1  am  rather  doubtful  ; 

he  faid  very  little,  grumbled  much,  fhook  his  head, 
and  Ihew'd  me  the  door.  — But  what  fuccefs  have  you 
had  with  Alithea  ? 

Hare.  Juft  enough  to  have  a  glimmering  of  hope, 
without  having  light  enough  to  fee  an  inch  before 

my  nofe. This  day  will    produce    fomething  ; 

Alithea  is  a  woman  of  great  honour,  and  will  facri- 
fice  her  happinefs  to.it,  unlefs  Sparkifh's  abfurdity 
(lands  my  friend,  and  does  every  thing  that  the  fates 
ought  to  do  for  me. 

Bel-v.  Yonder  comes  the  prince  of  coxcombs,  and 
if  your  mlltrefs  and  mine  mould,  by  chance,  be  trip- 
ping this  way,  this  fellow  will  fpoil  fport let  us 

avoid  him — you  can't  cheat  him  before  his  face.  " 

Hare.  But  I  can  tho',  thanks  to  my  wit,  and  his 
wane  of  it  j  a  foolim  rival,  and  a  jealous  huibantl, 
aifiit  their  rivals  defigns,  for  they  are  fure  to  makd 
their  women  hate  them,  which  is  their  firft  ftep  to 
their  love  for  another  man. 

Be.lv.  But  you  cannot  come  near  his  miflrefs  but 
in  his  company. 

Hare,  Still  the  better  for  me,  nephew,  for  fools  are 
molt  eafily  cheated,  when  they  themfelve.3  are  acccf- 
faries  ;  and  he  is  to  be  bubbled  of  his  miitrefs,  or  of 
his  money  (the  common  miftrefs)  by  keeping  him 
company. 

Enter  Sparkifli. 

Spark.  Who's  that  that  is  to  be  bubbled  7  faith,  let 
me  fnack  ;  I  han't  met  with  a  bubble  fince  Chriftmas. 
'Gad,  I  think  bubbles  are  like  their  brother-wood- 
cocks, go  out  with  the  cold  weather. 

Hare.  O  pox  !  he  did  not  hear  all,  I  hope  ? 

[4part  to  Belville. 

Spark.  Come,  you  bubbling  rogues,  you,  where 
do  we  fup  ?  O  Harcourt,  my  miftrefs  tells  me  you 
have  made  love,  fierce  love  to  her  laft  night,  all  the 
play  long  ;  ha,  ha,  ha  !  but  I— — - 

B  4  Hare. 
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Hare.  I  make  love  to  her  ! 

Spark.  Nay,  I  forgive  thee,  and  I  know  her,  but 
I  am  fure  I  know  myfelf. 

Belv.  Do  you,  fir?  "Bhen  you  are  the  wifeft  man. 
in  the  world,  and  I  honour  you  as  fuch.  [Solving. 

Spark.  O  your  fervant,  fir,  you  are  at  your  raillery, 
are  you  ? — You  can't  oblige  me  more— I'm  your  man 
— He'll  meet  with  his  match — Ha  !  Harcourt ! — Did 
not  you  hear  me  laugh  prodigioufly  at  the  play  laft 
Bight  t 

Hare.  Yes,  and  was  very  much  difturb'd  at  it. — 
You  put  the  aftors  and  audience  into  confufion — and 
all  your  friends  out  of  countenance. 

Spark.  So  much  the  better — I  love  confufion — and 
to  fee  folks  out  of  countenance — I  was  in  tip-top  fpi- 
rits,  faith,  and  faid  a  thoufand  good  things. 

Belv.  But  I  thought  you  had  gone  to  plays  to  laugh 
at  the  poet's  good  things,  and  not  at  your  own  ? 

Spark.  Your  fervant,  fir:  no,  I  thank  you.  'Gad 
I  go  to  a  play,  as  to  a  country  treat :  I  carry  my  own 
wine  to  one,  and  my  own  wit  to  t'other,  or  elfe  I'm 
fure  I  mould  not  be  merry  at  either  :  and  the  reafon 
why  we  are  fo  often  louder  than  the  players,  is,  be- 
caufe  we  hate  authors  damnably. 

Belv.  But  why  fhould  you  hate  the  poor  rogues  ? 
you  have  too  much  wit,  and  defpife  writing,  I'm 
lore. 

Spark.  O  yes,  I  defpife  writing.  But  women,  wo- 
men, that  make  men  do  allfoolifti  things,  make  'em. 
write  fongs  too.  Every  body  does  it  :  'tis  e'en  as 
common  with  lovers,  as  playing  with  fans  >  and  you 
can  no  more  help  rhyming  to  your  Phillis,  than 
drinking  to  your  Phillis. 

Hare.  But  the  poets  damn'd  your  fongs,  did  they? 

Spark.  O  yes,  damn  the  poets  ;  they  turn'd  them 
into  burlefque,  as  they  call  it :  that  burlefque  is  a 
hocus  pocus  trick  they  have  got,  which,  by  the  virtue- 
of  hicHus  do&ius,  topfy  turvy,  they  make  a  clever 
witty  thing  abfolute  nonfenfe;  do  you  know,  Har- 
court, that  they  ridicul'd  my  laft  fong,  t<wang  twang 
the  beft  I  ever  wrote  ? 

Hare.. 
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Hare.  That  may  be,  and  be  very  eafily  ridicul'd 
for  all  that. 

£el-v.  Favour  me  with  it,  fir,  I  never  heard  it. 

Spark.  What,  and  have  all  the  park  about  us  ? 

Hare.  Which  you'll  not  diflike,  and  fo,  prithee, 
begin. 

Spark.  I  never  am  afk'd  twice,  and  fo  have  at  you. 

SONG. 

I. 

Tell  not  me  of  the  rofes  and  lillies, 
Which  tinge  the  fair  cheek  of  your  Phillisr 
Tell  not  me  of  the  dimples,  and  eyes, 
For  which  filly  Corydon  dies  ; 
Let  all  whining  lovers  go  hang,. 
My  heart  would  you  hit, 
Tip  your  arrow  with  wit,. 
And  it  comes  to  my  heart  with  a  twang,  twang, 
And  it  comes  to  my  heart  with  a  twang. 

II. 

I  am  rock  to  the  handfome,  and  pretty, 

Can  only  be  touch'd  by  the  witty  ;, 

And  beauty  will  ogle  in  vain, 

The  way  to  my  heart's  thro'  my  brain.- 
Let  all  whining  lovers  go  hang,,     ' 

We  wits,  you  muft  know, 

Have  two  firings  to  our  bow, 
To  return  them  their  darts  with  a  twang,  twang. 
And  return  them  their  darts  with  a  twang. 

At  the  end  of  the  fang  Harcourt  and  Belville^a/  away 

from  Sparkilh,  and  leave  him  finging He  Jinks 

his  voice   ly  degrees,   at  the  furprife  (if  their   being 
gone  ;  then     ' 

Enter  Harcourt  and  Belville.' 
Spark.  What  the  deuce  did  you  go  away  for  ? 
Hare.  Your  miftrefs  is  coining. 
Spark.  The  devil   fhe  is — O   hide,  hide  me  from 
her.  [Hides  behind  Harcourt. 

She  fees  you. 

B  5:  Spark. 
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Spark.  But  I  will  not  fee  her :  for  I'm  engaged', 
and  at  this  inftant.  \Looking  at  his  watch. 

Hare.  Pray  firft  take  me,  and  reconcile  me  to  her. 

Spark.  Another  time  :  faith,  it  is  to  a  lady,  and 
one  cannot  make  excufes  to  a  woman. 

Bel-v.  You  have  need  of  'em,  I  believe. 

Spark*  Pfhaw,  prithee,  hide  me. 

Moody,  Peggy,  and  Alithea  appear. 

Hare.  Your  fervant,  Mr.  Moody. 

Moody.  Come  along—  [To  Peggy. 

Peg.  Lau  ! — what  a  fweet  delightful  place  this  is  ! 

Moody.  Come  along,  I  fay don't  flare  about 

you  fo— —  you'll  betray  yourfelf 

[Exit  Moody  pulling  Peggy,  Alithea  following. 

Hare.  He  does  not  know  us 

JSt!<v.  Or  he  won't  know  us  — — 

Spark.  So  much  the  better 

[Exit  Belville  after  them  at  a  diftance. 

Hare.  Who  is  that  pretty  youth  with  him, 
Sparkifh  ? 

Spark.  Some  relation  of  Peggy's,    I  fuppofe,  for 
he  is  fomething  like  her  in  face  and  gawkynefs. 
Belville  returns. 

Belv.  By  all  my  hopes,  uncle — Peggy  in  man's 
clothes — I  am  all  over  agitation.  {Afide  to  Hare. 

Hare.  Be  quiet,  or  you'll  fpoil  all.     They  return 

Alithea  has  feen  you,  Sparkifh,  and  will  be 

angry  if  you  don't  go  to  her  :  befides,  I  would  fain 
be  reconcil'd  to  her,  which  none  but  you  can  do,  my 
dear  friend. 

Spark.  Well,  that's  a  better  reafon,  dear  friend : 
I  would  not  go»near  her  now  for  her's  or  my  own, 
fake*  but  I  can  deny  you  nothing :  for  tho'  I  have 
known  thee  a  great  while,  never  go,  if  I  do  not  love 
'thee  as  well  as  a  new  acquaintance. 

Hare.  I  am  obliged  to  you,  indeed,  my  dear 
friend:  I  wou'd  be  well  with  her,  only  to  be  well 
with  thee  ftill ;  for  thefe  ties  to  wives  ufually  diflblve 
sdl  ties  to  friends. 

Spark.  But  they  lhan't,  tho'— —Come  along. 

{They  retire. 
Re-tnter 
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Re-enter  Moody,  and  Peggy  in  man's  clothes,   Alithea 

following. 

Moody.  Sifter,  if  you  will  not  go,  we  muft  leave 
you — [To  Alithea.] — The  foul  her  gallant  and  fhe 
will  mufter  up  all  the  young  faunterera  of  this  place. 
What  a  fwarm  of  cuckolds  and  cuckold-makers  are 
here?  I  begin  to  be  uneafy.  \Afide.}  Come,  let's  be 
gone,  Peggy. 

Peg.  Don't  you  believe  that,  I  han't  half  my  belly- 
ful of  fights  yef. 

Moody.  Then  walk  this  way. 
Peg.  Lord,  what  a  power  of  fine  folks  are  here. 
And  Mr.  Belville,  as  I  hope  to  be  married.     [Af.de. 
Moody.  Come  along;  what  are  you  a  muttering 
at? 

Peg.    There's    the  young   gentleman   there,   you 

were  fo  angry  about that's  in  love  with  me. 

Moody.  No,   no,  he'e  a  dangler  after  your  fiftef— 

or  pretends  to  be — but  they  are  all  bad  alike — Come 

along,  I  fay.  [He  pulls  her  away. 

Peg.  I'm  glad  to  hear  that — perhaps  I  may  fit  you, 

fho'.  [Exit  --with  Moody,  Belville  eyeing  them. 

Sparkim,  Harcourt,  Alithea,  come  forward. 
Spark.  Come,  dear  madam,  for  my  lake  you  mall 
be  reconcil'd  to  him. 

Alitb.  For  your  (ake  I  hate  him. 
Hare.  That's  fomething  too  cruel,  madam,  to  hate 
me,  for  his  fake. 

Spark.  Ay,  indeed,  madam,  too,  too  cruel  tome, 
to  hate  my  friend  for  my  fake. 

Alitb.  I  hate  hin%,  becaufe  he  is  your  enemy;  and 
you  ought  to  hate  him  too,  for  making  love  to  me,  if 
you  love  me. 

Spark.  That's  a  good  one  !  I  hate  a  man  for  loving- 
you  !  If  he  did  love  you,  'tis  but  what  he  can't  help  ; 
and  'tis  your  fault,  not  his,  if  he  admires  you. 

Alitb.  Is  it  for  your  honour,  or  mine,  to  fuffer  a 
man  to  make  love  to  me,  who  am  to  marry  you  to- 
morrow ? 

Hare.    But    why,    deareft   madam,    will   you   be 

more   concerned  for  his  honour  than  he  is  himfelf  ? 

B  6  Lea 
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Let  his  honour  alone  for  my  fake  and.  his.     He  has 

no  honour. 

Spark.  How's  that  ? 

Hare.  But   what  my   dear  friend  can  guard  him* 


Spark.  O  ho  --  that's  right  again. 

Alitb.  You  aftonifti  me,  fir,  with  want  of  jealoufy. 

Spark.  And  you  make  me  giddy,  madam,  with 
your  jealoufy  and  fears,  and  virtue  and  honour: 
'Gad,  I  fee  virtue  makes  a  woman  as  troublefome  as 
a  little  reading  or  learning. 

Hare,  Come,  madam,  you  fee  you  ftrive  in  vain 
to  make  him  jealous  of  me:  my  dear  friend  is  the.- 
kindeft  creature  in.  the  world  to  meT 

Spark.   Poor  fellow  ! 

Hare.  But  his  kindnefs  only  is  not  enough  forme,. 
without  your  favour,  your  good  opinion,  dear  ma- 
dam :  'tis  that  muft  perfect  my  happinefs.  Good 
gentleman,  he  believes  all  I  fay  :  wou'd  you  wou'd 
do  fo.  Jealous  of  me  !  I  wou'd  not  wrong  him  nor 
you  for  the  world., 

Spark.  Look  you  there  :  hear  him,  hear  him,  and 
not  walk  away  fo.  Come  back  again. 

[Alithea  'walk  t  carelefsly  to  and  fro* 

Hare.  I  love  you,  madam,  fo—  - 

Spark.  How'^  that  !  nay  —  now  you  begin  to  go  too- 
far  indeed. 

Hare,  So  much,  I  confefs,  I  fay,  I  love  you,  that 
I  would  not  have  you  miferable,  and  caft  yourfelf 
away  upon  fo  unworthy  and  inconfiderable  a  thing  as- 
what  you  fee  here.  ;* 

\Clapping  bis  band  on  bit  breaji,  point  i  to  Sparkifh. 

Spark.  No,  faith,  I  believe  thou  wou'dlt  not;  now 
his  meaning  is  plain  ;  but  1  knew  before  thou  wou'dii 
not  wrong  me,  nor  her. 

Hare..  No,  no,  Heav'ns  forbid  the  glory  of  her 
fex  fhou'd  fall  fo  low,  as,  into  the  embraces  of  fuch  a: 
contemptiblfi-wuietch,  the  leaft  of  mankind  —  my  dear 
friend  here  —  I  injure  him. 

Mith.  Very  well.  [Embraeing  Sparkifki 

Spark.  No,  no,  dear  friend,  I  knew  it  ;  madam,, 

you; 
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you  fee  he  will  rather  wrong  himfelf  than  me  in  gi- 
ving himfelf  fuch  names. 

Alith.  Do  not  you  underftand  him  yet  ? 

Spark.  Come,  come,,  you  mall  flay  till  he  has  fa- 
luted  you ;  that  I  may  be  aflur'd  you  are  friends, 
after  his  honeft  advice  and  declaration  :  come,  pray,, 
madam,  be  friends  with  him. 

Enter  Moody  and  Peggy.     Belville  at  a  diftance. 

Alith.  You  muft  pardon  me,  fir,  that  I  am  not  yet 
fo  obedient  to  you." 

Moody.  What,  invite  your  wife  to  kifs  men  ?  Mon- 
ftrous !  Are  you  not  afham'd  ?  I  will  never  forgive 
you.  Let's  be  gone,  fifter. 

Spark.  Are  you  not  afham'd,  that  I  fhou'd  have 
more  confidence  in  the  chaflity  of  your  family,  than 
you  have  ? — You  muft  not  teach  me,  I  am  a  man  of 
honour,  fir,  though  I  am  frank  and  free;  I  am. 
frank,  fir 

Moody.  Very  frank,  fir,  to  fhare  your  wife  with 
your  friends— You  feem  to  be  angry,,  and  yet  won't 
go.  [To  Alithea. 

Alith.  No  impertinence  fhall  drive  me  away. 

Moody.  Becaufe  you  like  it — But  you  ought  to  blufh. 
at  expofing  your  wife  as  you  do. 

Spark.  What  then  ?  It  may  be  I  have  a  pleafure 
in't,  as  I  have  to  fhew  fine  clothes  at  a  play-houfe, 
the  firft  day,  and  count  money  before  poor  rogues. 

Moody.  He  that  fhews  his  wife  or  money,  will  be 
in  danger  of  having  them  borrowed  fometimes. 

Spark.  I  love  to  be  envy'd,  and  would  not  marry  2 
wife  that  I  alone  cou'd  love..  Loving  alone  is  as  dull 
as  eating  alone ;  and  fo  good-night,  for  I  muft  to 
Whitehall. — Madam,  I  hope  you  are  now  reconcil'd 
to  my  friend  ;  and  fo  I  wifh  you  a  good-night,  ma- 
dam, and  fleep  if  you  can  ;  for  to  morrow,  yoa 
know,  I  muft  vifit  you  early  with  a  canonical  gentle- 
man. Good-night,  dear  Harceurt — remember  to. 
fend  your  brother.  {Exit  Sparkifh. 

Hare.  You  may  depend  upon  me.  Madam,  I 
hope  you  will,  not  refufe  my  vifk  to-morrow,  if  it 

ihould 
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Ihould  be  earlier,  with  a  canonical  gentleman,  than 
Mr.  Sparkifli  ? 

Moody.  This  gentlewoman  is  yet  under  my  care, 
therefore  you  muft  yet  forbear  your  freedom  with 
her.  [Coming  between  Alichea  and  Harcourt. 

Hare.    Muft,  fir  ! 

Moody.  Yes,   fir,  me  is  my  fitter. 

Hare.  'Tis  well  fhe  is,  fir for  I  muft  be  her  fer- 

rant,  fir.i  Madam 

Moody.  Come  away,  fifter,  we  had  been  gone  if  it 
had  not  been  for  you,  and  fe  avoided  thefe  lewd  rake- 
hells,  who  feem  to  haunt  us. 

Hare.  I  fee  a  little  time  in  the  country  makes  a 
man  turn  wild  and  unfoclable,  and  only  fit  to  con- 
verfe  with  his  horfes,  dogs,  and  his  herds. 

Moody.  I  have  bufinejs,  fir,  and  muft  mind  it : 
your  b u fi nejsjJaL'fTfa foiff,  therefore  you  and  1  muft 
go  different  ways. 

Hare.  Well,  you  may  go  on ;  but  this  pretty 
young  gentleman  [takes  bold  ^ Peggy}  mall  ftay  with 
us,  for  I  fuppofe  his  bufinefs  is  the  fame  with  ours,, 
pleafure. 

Moody.  'Sdeath-,  he  knows  her,  me  carries  it  fo 
fillily  ;  yet  if  he  does  not,  I  fhou'd  be  more  filly  to 
difcover  it  firft.  [Afide. 

'  Alltb.  Pray,  let  him  go,  fir.' 

Moody.  Come,  come. 

Hare.  Had  you  not  rather  ftay  with  us?  [To Peggy.] 
Prithee,  who  is  this  pretty  young  fellow  ? 

Moody.  One  to  whom  I  am  a  guardian— I  wifii  I 
cou'd  keep  her  out  of  your  hands.  [AJide. 

Hare.  Who  is  he  i  1  never  faw  any  thing  fo  pretty 
in  all  my  life. 

Moody.  Pfhaw,  do  not  look  upon  him  fo  much, 
he's  a  poor  bamful  youth,  you'll  put  him  out  of 
countenance.  [Offers  to  take  her  away. 

Hare.  Here,  nephew — let  me  introduce  this  young 
gentleman  to  your  acquaintance — You  are  very  like, 
and  of  the  fame  age,  and  mould  know  one  another — 
Salute  him,  Dick,  a  la  Francoife. 

[Belville  kiffes  her. 
Mooty. 
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Moody.  I  hate  French  fafliions.  Men  kifs  one  an- 
Cthex,  {Endeavours  to  take  hold  of  her. 

^Peg.  I  am  out  of  my  wits What  do  you  kifs  me 

for  ?  I  am  no  woman. 

Hare.  But  you  are  ten  times  handfomer. 

Peg.  Nay,  now  you  jeer  one  ;  and  pray  don't  jeer 

mev._.. ,. 

•Hare.  Kifs  him  again,  Dickv  ••••••-...- 

Moody.  No,  no,  no ;  come  away,  come  away. 

[To  Peggy* 

Hare.  Why,  what  hafle  are  you  in  ?  Why  won't 
you  let  me  talk  with  him  ? 

Moody.  Becaufe  you'll  debauch  him,  he's  yet  young 
and  innocent.  How  (he  gazes  upon  him  !  The  devil ! 
[AJide.~\  Come,  pray  let  him  go,  I  cannot  ftay  fool- 
ing any  longer ;  I  tell  you  my  wife  flays  fupper  for 
us. 

Hare.  Does  (he  ?  Come  then,  we'll  all  go.  fup 
with  her. 

Moody,  No,  no— now  I  think  on't,  having  ftaid  fo 
long  for  us,  I  warrant  fhe's  gone  to  bed — I  wifh  {he 
and  I  were  well  out  of  your  hands.  [Afide.~\  Come,  I 
muft  rife  early  to-morrow;  come 

Hare.  Well  then,  if  me  be  gone  to-bed — I  wifh 
her  and  you  a  good  night.  But  pray,  young  gentle- 
man, prefent  my  humble  fervice  to  her. 

Peg.   Thank  you  heartily,  fir.  [Bonuing. 

Moody.  'Sdeath,  fhe  will  difcover  herfelf  yet  in 
fpite  of  me.  \AJidc, 

Belv.  And  mine  too,  fir. 

Peg.  That  I  will,  indeed.  [Bowing. 

Hare.  Pray,   give  her  this  kifs  for  me. 

{Ki/es  Peggy. 

Moody.  O  heavens  !   what  do  I  fuffer  f 

Bel<u.  And  this  for  me.  [Kijfes  Peggy. 

Peg.  Thank  you,  fir.  \Courtfee~. 

Moody.  O  the  idiot — now  'tis  out — Ten  thoufand. 
cankers  gnaw  away  their  lips.  Come,  come,  driv'ler. 

'  Hare.  Good  night,  dear  little  gentleman.  Ma- 
*  dam,  good  night— Farewell  Moody — Come,  ne- 
«  phew— have  not  J  rai§'d -his  jealous  gall  finely  ? 

*  tZUe  to  Belville. 
'  Bth. 
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'  Beh.  A  little  too  much,  I  fear.' 

[Exeunt  Harcourt  and  Belville.. 

Motdy.  So,    they  are  gone,    at  laft.     Sifter,  ftay 

with  Peggy — 'till  I  find  my  fervant — don't  let  her  ftir 

an  inch,  I'll  be  back  directly.  [Exit  Moody. 

Harcourt  and  Belville  return. 

Hare.  What,  not  gone  yet  i — Nephew,  mew  the- 
young  gentleman  Rofamond's  pond,  while  I  fpeak 
another  word  to  this  lady. 

Beh>.  Shall  I  have  that  pleafure  ? 
Peg.  With  all  my  heart  and  foul,  fir. 

[Exeunt  Belville  and  Peggy. - 
Alitb.  I  cannot  confent  to  it  indeed. 
Hare.  Let  'em  look  upon  the  place-  where  fo  many 
defpairing  lovers  have  been  deftroy'd — You  muft  in- 
dulge them — and  me  too  in  a  few  words. 

[Alithea  and  Harcourt  jlruggle. 
Alitb.  My  brother  will  go  diftra&ed — '  tho'  he  de- 

*  ferves  to  be  vex'd  a  little  for  his  brutality.' 

Hare,  My  nephew  is  a  very  modeft  young  man, 
you  may  depend  upon  his  prudence. 

Alith.  Modeft,  prudent,  and  your  nephew — I  can't 

believe  it,  and  I  muft  follow  them- \Going. 

Enter  Moody. 

Mcody.  Where  !.  how  !— what's  become  of — gone— - 
whither  ? — 

•  Alith.  He's  only  gone  with  the  young  gentleman 
«-  to  fee  fomething, 

*  Moody,.  Something!,  fee  fomething  !  with  a  plague- 

*  — where  are  they  ?' 

Alith.  In  the  next  walk  only,  brother. 

Moody.  Only,  only,  where,  where  ?  [Exit. 

Marc.  What's  the  matter  with  him  ?  Why  fo  much 
concerned  ?  But,  deareft  madam 

Alitb.  Pray  let  me  go,  fir ;  I  have  faid  and  fuffered 
enough  already. 

Hare.  Then  you  will  not  look  upon,  nor  pity  my 
fufferings  ? 

Alitb.  To  look  upon  'em,  when  I  cannot  help^em, 
were  cruelty,  not  gity ;  therefore  Lwill  never  fee  you.- 
more.. 

JWto 
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Enter  Moody. 

Moody.  Gone,  gone,  not  to  be  found  ;  quite  gone  ; 
ten  thoufand  plagues  go  with  'em  ;  which  way  went 
they  ? 

Alitb.  But  in  t'other  walk,  brother. 

Moody.  T'other  walk— t'other  devil  !  '  You  are  fa 

*  full  of  vanity,  and  fond  of  admiration,  that  you'll 

*  fuffer  your  own  honour  and  mine  to  run  any  rifque 
'  rather  than  not  indulge  your  inordinate  defire  of 
'  flattery' — Where  are  they,  I  fay  ? 

Alitb.  You  are  too  abufive,  brother,  and  too  vio- 
lent about  trifles ;  therefore  let  your  jealoufy  fearch 
for  them,  for  I  know  nothing  of  'em. 

Moody.  You  know  where  they  are,  you  infamous 
wretch,  eternal  fhame  of  your  family;  which  you  do 
not  diflionour  enough  yourfelf,  you  think,  but  you 
muft  help  her  to  it  too,  thou  legion  of  « 

Alitb.  Good  brother 

Moody.  Falfe,  falfe  fitter [Exit. 

Alith.  Shew  me  to  my  chair,  Mr.  Harcourt — His 
fcurrility  has  overpower'd  me — I  will  get  rid  of  his 
tyranny  and  your  importunities,  and  give  my  hand 
to  Sparkifla  to-morrow  morning.  [Exeunt* 

j      SCENE   changes  to  another  part  of  the  Park. 
Enter  Belville  and  Mifs  Peggy. 

Belv.  No  difguife  could  conceal  you  from  my 
heart  ;  I  pretended  not  to  know  you,  that  I  might 
deceive  the  dragon  that  continually  watches  over 
you — but  now  he's  afleep,  let  us  fly  from  mifery  to 
happinefs. 

Peg.  Indeed,  Mr.  Belville,  as  well  as  I  like  you, 
I  can'c  think  of  going  away  with  you  fo— and  as  much. 
as  I  hate  my  guardian,  I  muft  take  leave  of  him  a  lit- 
jlehandfomely,  or  he  will  kill  me,  fo  he  will. 

Belv.  But,  dear  Mifs  Peggy,  think  of  your  fi tui- 
tion ;  if  we  don't  make  the  beft  ufe  of  this  opportuni- 
ty, we  never  may  have  another. 

Peg.  Ay,  but  Mr.  Belville — I  am  as  good  as  mar- 
ried already— my  guardian  Has  contracted  me,  and 

there- 
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there  wants  nothing  but  church  ceremony  to  make  tr» 
one — I  call  him  hufband,  and  he  calls  me  wife  al- 
ready :  he  made  me  do  fo ; — and  we  had  been  mar- 
ried in  church  long  ago,  if  the  writings  could  have 
been  finifh'd. 

Befar  That's  his  deceit,  my  fweet  creature — He 
pretends  to  have  married  you,  for  fear  of  your  liking 
any  body  elfe — You  have  a  right  to  chufe  for  your- 
felf,  and  there  is"  no  law  in  heaven  or  earth,  that 
binds  you  before  marriage  to  a  man  you  cannot  like, 

Peg.  I'fack,  no  more  I  believe  it  does  j.  fitter  Ali- 
thea's  maid  has  told  me  as  much — ihe's  a  very  fenfi- 
ble  girl. 

Bel<v,  You  are  in  the  very  jaws  of  perdition,  and 
nothing  but  running  away  can  avoid  it  'the  law 
will  finifli  your  chains  to-morrow,  and  the  church 

will  rivet  them  the  day  after Let   us   fecure  our 

happinefs  by  efcape,  and  Love  and  Fortune  will  do 
the  reft  for  us. 

Peg.  Thefe  are  fine  fayings,  to  be  fure,  Mr.  Bel- 
ville  ;  but  how  mail  we  get  my  fortune  out  of  Bud's 
clutches  ?  We  mufl  be  a  little  cunning  ;  'tis  worth 
trying  for— —We  can  at  any  time  run  away  with- 
out it. 

Belv.  I  fee  by  your  fears,  my  dear  Peggy,  that  you 
live  in  awe  of  this  brutal  guardian ;  and  if  he  has 
you  once  more  in  his  pofleffion,  both  you  and  your 
fortune  are  fecured  to  him  for  ever. 

Peg.  Ay,  but  it  fhan't  tho' — I  thank  him  for  that. 

f      Bel'v.  If  you  marry  without  his  confent,   he  can 

*  but  feize  upon  half  your  fortune — The  other  half,  and 

a  younger  brother's  fortune,  with  a  treafure  of  lovs, 

are  our  own — Take  it,   my  fweeteft  Peggy>  and  this 

moment,  or  we  mall  be  divided  for  ever. 

Lr-  [Kneels  and  preffes  her  hand. 

Peg.  I'fackins,  but  we  won't — Your  line  talk  has 
bewitch'd  me.  . 

Btlv.  'Tis  you  have  bewitch'd  me — thou  dear,  in- 
chanting,  fweet  fimplicity Let  us  fly  with  the 

wings  of  love  to  my  houfe  there,  and  we  lhall  be  fafc 
for  ever. 
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Peg.  And  fo  we  will  then — there  fqueeze  me  again 

by  the  hand;  now  run   away  with  me,*and  if  my 

guardy  follows  us,  the  devil  take  the  hindmoft,  I  fay. 

[Going.]  Boo  !  here  he  is. 

Enter  Moody  bajiily,  and  meett  them. 

Belv.   Curft  fortune  ! 

Moody.  O  !  there's  my  ftray'd  fheep,  and  the  wolf 
again  in  fheep's  cloathing  ! — Now  I  have  recover'd 
her,  I  fhall  come  to  my  fenfes  again — Where  have 
you  been,  you  puppy  ?- 

Peg.  Been,  Bud  ? — We  have  been  hunting  all  over 
the  park  to  find  you. 

Bel--v.  From  one  end  to  the  other,  fir.  [Confufedly. 

Moody.  But  not  where  I  was  to  be  found,  you 
young  devil  you — Why  did  you  ftart  when  you  fa\v 
me  ? 

Peg.  I'm  always  frighten-'d  when  I  fee  you,  and  if 
I  did  not  love  you  fo  well — I  mould  run  away  from 
you,  fb  I  fhould.  [Pouting. 

Moody.  But  I'll  take  care  you  don't. 

Peg.  This  gentleman  has  a  favour  to  beg  of  you, 
Bud.  [Belville makes Jtgas  of  dijlike. 

Moody.  I  am  not  in  the  humour  to  grant  favours  to 
young  gentlemen,  tho'  you  may — What  have  you 
been  doing  with  this  young  lady  ? — gentleman,  I 
would  fay — Blifters  on  my  tongue  ! 

Peg.  Fie,  Bud,  you  have  told  all. 

Bel-it.  I  have  been  as  civil  as  I  could  to  the  young 
ftranger  ;  and  if  you'll  permit  me,  I  will  take  the  trou- 
ble off  your  hands,  and  fhew  the  young  fpark  Rofa- 

mond's  Pond,    for  he  has  not  feen  it  yet Come, 

pretty  youth,  will  you  go  with  me  i1         [Goes  to  her. 

Peg.  As  my  guardian  pleafes. 

Moody.  No,  no,  it  does  not  pleafe  me— whatever  I 
think  he  ought  to  fee,  I  (hall  mow  him  myfelf — You 
may  vifit  Rofamond's  Pond,  if  you  will — and  the 
bottom  of  it,  if  you  will — And  fo,  fir,  your  humble 
fervant.  [Exit  'with  Mifs  under  his  arm. 

Bel<v.  What  curfed  luck  !  [ftamps.]  to  be  prevented 
at  the  very  inftant  of  my  carrying  off  the  golden 
fleece  1— -We  have  now  rais'd  his  fufpicions  to  fuch 

a  degree^ 
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a  degree,   that  he'll  lock  her  up  dire&ly — fign  arti- 
cles this  night — marry  her  in  the  morning — and  away 

from  the  church  into  the  country. What  a  mif«- 

rable  fituation  am  I  in  ! — I  have  love  enough  to  be  a 
knight-errant  in  the  caufe — I  will  lofe  my  life,  or 
refcue  myDulcinea — I  have  hopes  in  her  fpirit  too— 
for  at  the  worft  Ihe  can  open  her  window,  throw  her- 
felf  into  my  arms,  from  thence  into  a  poft-chaife,  and 
away  for  the  Tweed  as  fail  as  loye  and  four  poft-hor- 
fes  can  carry  us.  [Exit. 


ACT     IV.     SCENE,  Wood's  Houfe. 
Lucy,  Alithea 


Lucy.  TT7ELL,  madam,  now  I  have  drefs'd  you, 
VV  and  fet  you  out  with  fo  many  ornaments, 
and  fpent  fo  much  time  upon  you,  and  all  this  for  no 
other  purpofe  but  to  bury  you  alive  ;  for  I  look  upon 
Mr.  Sparkifh's  bed  to  be  little  better  than  a  grave. 

Alitb.  Hold  your  peace. 

Lucy.  Nay,  madam,  I  will  afk  you  the  reafon 
why  you  wou'd  banifli  poor  Mr.  Harcourt  for  ever 
from  your  fight  f  how  cou'd  you  be  fo  hard-hearted  ?• 

Alitb.  'Twas  becaufe  I  was  not  hard-hearted. 

Lucy.  No,  no  ;  'twas  ftark  love  and  kindnefs,  I 
warrant  ? 

Alith.  It  was  fo  j  I  wou'd  fee  him  no  more,  becaufe 
Hove  him. 


Lucy.  Hey-day  !  a  very  pretty  reafon. 
Alitb.  You  do  not  underftand  me. 


Lucy.  I  wifh  you  may  yourfelf. 

Alith.  I  was  engag'd  to  marry,  you  fee,  another 
man,  whom  my  juftice  will  not  fufFer  me  to  deceive 
©r  injure. 

Lucy.  Can  there  be  a  greater  cheat  or  wrong  done 
to  a  man,  than  to  give  him  your  perfon,  without 
your  heart  ?  I  fliou'd  make  a  confcience  of  it. 

Alith.  I'll  retrieve  ic  for  him  after  I  am  married. 
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Lucy.  The  woman  that  marries  to  love  better,  will 
3e  as  much  miftaken,  as  the  rake  that  marries  to  live    ' 
letter. 

Alitb.  What  nonfenfe  you  talk! 

Lvcy.  'Tis  a  melancholy  truth,  madam — Marrying. 

o  increafe  love,  is  like  gaming  to  become  rich ."'•/ 

Mas  !  you  only  lofe  what  little  flock  you  had  before     ' 

There  are  many  woeful  examples  of  it  in  this 

ighteous  town  ! 

Alitb.  I  find  by  your  rhetoric  you  have  been  brib'd 
o  betray  me. 

Lucy.  Only  by  his  merit,  that  has  brib'd  your 
icart,  you  fee,  againfl  your  word  and  rigid  honour. 

Alitb.  Come,  pray  talk  no  more  of  honour,  nor 
Ar.  Harcourt  ^  I  wifh  the  other  would  come  to  fecure 
ny  fidelity  to  him,  and  his  right  in  me. 

Lucy.  You  will  marry  him  then  ? 

Alitb.  Certainly  ;  I  have  given  him  already  my 
'/ord,  and  will  my  hand  too,  to  make  it  good  whe* 
ic  comes. 

Lucy,  Well,  I  wi(h  I  may  never  flick  a  pin  more, 
f  he  be  not  an  errant  natural  to  t'other  fine  gentle- 
nan. 

Alitb.  I  own  he  wants  the  wit  of  Harcourt,  which 
will  difpenfe  withal  for  another  want  he  has,  which 
>  want  of  jealoufy,  which  men  of  wit  feldom  want. 

Lucy.  Lord,  madam,  what  fhou'd  you  do  with  a 
sol  to  your  hufband  ?  You  intend  to  be  honed,  don't 
ou  ?  Then  that  hufbandly  virtue,  credulity,  is  thrown 
way  upon  you. 

Alitb.  He  only  that  cou'd  fufpeft  my  virtue,  fhou'd 
ave  caufe  to  do  it  ?  'tis  Sparkifh's  confidence  in  my 
•uth,  that  obliges  n»e  to  be  faithful  to  him. 

Lucy.  What,  faithful  to  a  creature  who  is  incapa- 
le  of  loving  and  efleeming  you  as  he  ought ! — To 
irow  away  your  beauty,  wit,  accomplishments,  fweet- 
jmper 

Alitb.   Hold  your  tongue. 

Lucy.  That  you  know  I  can't  do,   madam ;  and   \ 
pon  this  occafion,  I  will  talk  for  ever — What,  give 
ourfelf  away  to  one,  that  poor  I,  your  maid,  would 
ot  accept  of  ? 
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Alitk.  How,  Lucy  ! 

Lucy.  I  would  not,  upon  my  honour,  madam  j  'tis 
never  too  late  to  repent — Take  a  man,  and  give  up 
your  coxcomb,  I  fay. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Mr.  Sparkifh,  with  company,  madam,  at- 
tends you  below. 

Alith.  I  will  wait  upon  'em.  [Exit  Servant.]  My 
heart  begins  to  fail  me,  but  I  muft  go  through  with 
it.  Go  with  me,  Lucy.  [Exit. 

Lucy.  Not  I,  indeed,  madam If  you  will  leap 

the  precipice,  you  (hall  fall  by  yourfelf— What  excel- 
lent advice  have  I  thrown  away  ! — So  I'll  e'en  take  it 

where  it  will  be  more  welcome. Mifs  Peggy  is 

bent  upon  mifchief  againft  her  guardian,  and  fhe  can't 
have  a  better  privy-counfellor  than  myfelf— I  muft  be 
bufy  one  way  or  another.  [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E,  a  Chamber  in  Moody's  Houfe. 
Moody  and  Mifs  Peggy. 

"Moody.  I  faw  him  kifs  your  hand  before  you  faw  me. 
This  pretence  of  liking  my  fifterwas  all  a  blind — the 
young  abandon'd  hypocrite  !  \ajide. ~\  Tell  me,  I  fay, 
for  I  know  he  likes  you,  and  was  hurrying  you  to  his 
houfe— tell  me,  I  fay 

Peg.  Lord,  han't  I  told  it  a  hundred  times  over? 

Moody.  I  would  try  if,  in  the  repetition  of  the  un- 
grateful tale,  I  cou'd  find  her  altering  it  in  the  leaft 
circumftance,  for  if  her  ftory  be  falfe,  ihe  is  fo  too. 
[Afide,}  Come,  how  was't,  baggage? 

Peg.  Lord,  what  pleafure  you  take  to  hear  it,  fure  ? 

Moody.  No,  you  take  more  in  telling  it,  I  find ; 
but  fpeak,  how  was't  ?  no  lyes — I  faw  him  kifs  you—- 
he kifs'd  you  before  my  face. 

Peg.  Nay,  you  need  not  be  fo  angry  with  him  nei- 
ther ;  for,  to  fay  truth,  he  has  the  fweeteft  breath  I 
ever  knew. 

Moody.  The  devil !— you  were  fatisfy'd  with  it  then, 
and  would  do  it  again  ? — : 

Peg.  Not  unlefs  he  ihou'd  force  me, 

Moody. 
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Meody.  Force  you,  changeling. 
Peg.  If  I  had  ftruggled  too  much,  you  know — he 
ivou'd  have  known  I  had  been  a  woman ;  fo  I  was 
•quiet,  for  fear  of  being  found  out. 

Moody.  If  you  had  been  in  petticoats,  you  wou'd 
have  knock'd  him  down,  wou'd  not  you  ? 

Peg.  With  what,  Bud?-  I  cou'd  not  help  myfelf 
—  befidcs,  he  did  it  fo  modeftly,  and  blufh'd  fo — that 
I  alraoft  thought  him  a  girl  in  men's  cloaths,  and  up- 
on his  mummery  too  as  well  aj  me — and  if  fo,  there 
was  no  harm  done,  you  know. 

Moody.  This  is  worfe  and  worfe — fo  'tis  plain  me 
loves  him,  yet  me  has  not  love  enough  to  make  her 
conceal  it  from  me  j  but  the  fight  of  him  will  en- 
creafe  her  averfion  for  me,  and  love  for  him  ;  and  that 
love  inftruft  her  how  to  deceive  me,  and  fatisfy  him, 
all  idiot  as  me  is  :  Love,  'twas  he  gave  women  firft 
their  craft,  their  art  of  deluding;  «  out  of  Nature's 
'  hands  they  came  plain,  open,  filly,  and  fit  for  flaves, 
'  as  (he  and  Heaven  intended  'em,  but  damn*d  Love 
'  — well' — I  muft  ftrangle  that  little  monfter,  whilft 
I  can  deal  with  him.  \_AJide. ~\  —  Go,  fetch  peu,  ink, 
and  paper  out  of  the  next  room. 

Peg.  Yes,  I  will,  Bud.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 
Wfide.}  [Exit. 

Moody.  This  young  fellow  loves  her,  and  me  loves 
him — ihe  reft  is  all  hypocrify — How  the  young  mo- 
deft  villain  endeavour'd  to  deceive  me  !  But  I'llcrufh 
this  mifchiefin  the  fhell — Why  mould  women  have 
more  invention  in  love  than  men  ?  It  can  only  be, 
becaufe  they  have  more  defire,  more  foliciting  paf- 
fions,  more  of  the  devil.  [AJidf.~\  [Enter  Mifs  Peggy. J 
Come,  minx,  fit  down  and  write. 

Peg.  Ay,  dear,  dear  Bud  ;  but  I  can't  do't  very 
well. 

Moody.  I  wifli  you  could  not  at  all. 

Peg.  But  what  mould  i  write  for  ? 

Moody.  I'll  have  you  write  a  letter  to  this  yourg 
man. 

Peg.  O  Lord,  to  the  young  gentleman  a  letter. 

Mwdy.  Ye«,  to  the  young  gentleman. 


48        THE    COUNTRY    WIFE. 

Peg.  Lord,  you  do  but  jeer  :  fure  you  jeft. 

Moody.  I  am  not  fc  merry :  come,  £t  down,  and 
write  as  I  bid  you. 

Peg.  What  do  you  think  I  am  a  fool  ? 

Moody.  She's  afraid  I  wou'd  not  dictate  any  love  to 
him,  therefore  flic's  unwilling  \Afide. ] — But  you  had 
beft  begin. 

Peg.  Indeed  and  indeed  but  I  won't,  fo  I  won't. 

Moody.  Why? 

Peg.  Becaufe  he's  in  town  ;  yon  may  fend  for  him 
here,  if  yoa.  will. 

Moody.  Very  well,  you  wou'd  have  him  brought  ta 
you  I — is  it  come  to  this  ?  I  fay,  take  the  pen  and 
ink  and  write,  or  you'll  provoke  me. 

Peg.  Lord,  what  d'ye  make  a  fool  of  me  for  ? 
Don't  I  know  that  letters  are  never  writ  but  from 
the  country  to  London,  and  from  London  into  the 
country  !  now  he's  in  town,  and  I  am  in  town  too  ^ 
therefore  I  can't  write  to  him,  you  know. 

Moody.  So,  I  am  glad  it  is  no  worfe ;  (he  is  inno- 
cent enough  yet.  [J/ide.]  Yes,  you  may,  when  yoivr 
hufband  bids,  write  letters  to  people  that  are  in  town, 

Peg.  O  may  I  fo  !  then  I  am  fatisfied. 

Moody.  Come,  begin— S/r—  [Dictates. 

Peg.  Shan't  I  fay,  Dear  Sir?  you  know  one  fays 
always  fomething  more  than  bare  Sir. 

Moody.  Write  as  I  bid  you,  or  I  will  write  fome- 
thing  with  this  pen-knife  in  your  face. 

Peg.  Nay,  good  Bud  —  £/r—  [ivritts. 

Moody.  Though  I  fuffer'd  laft  night  y»ur  naufeous 
hattfd  kifftf  and  embraces — Write  ! 

Peg.  Nay,  why  mould  I  fay  fo  ?  you  know  I  told 
you  he  had  a.  fweet  breath. 

Moody.  Write  ! 

Peg.  Let  me  put  out  loatVd? 

Moody.  Write,  I  fay. 

Peg.  Well  then.  [nvrites. 

Moody.  Let  me  fee  what  you  have  writ.  Tho*  1 
fuffer'd  lufl  night  your  kijjes  and  embrace! — [reads  the 
paper. ~\  Thou  impudent  creature,  where  is  naufeous  and 
bath  V  ? 
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Peg.  I  can't  abide  to  write  fuch  filthy  words. 

Moody.  Once  more  write  as  I'd  have  you,  and 
queftion  it  not,  or  I  will  fpoilyour  writing  with  this  ; 
1  will  llab  out  thofe  eyes  that  caufe  my  mifchief. 

[Holds  up  the  penknife. 

Peg.  O  Lord,  I  will. 

Moody.  So— fo— let's  fee  now  !  tha?  I  fuffered  lajl 
night  your  naufeous  loath' J  kijjes  and  embraces  ;  go  on 
— jet  I  would  not  have  you  prejumc  that  you  Jhall  ever 
repeat  them fo.  [She  'writes. 

Peg.  I  have  writ  it. 

Moody.  O  then — /  then  c  onceaFd  myfe  If  from  your 
knowledge,  to  avoid  your  injolencies  — —  [She  'writes. 

Peg.   To  avoid         — 

Moody.  Tour  infolencies- 

Peg    Tour  injclencies.  \\Vrites 

Moody,  The  Jame  reafon,  no<w  I  am  out  of  your  hands—-* 

/Vg-    So  •  [She  'writes. 

Moody.  Makes  me  onvn  to  you  my  unfortunate — tbo1  in- 
nocent frolick  of  being  in  man's  clothes.  [She  'writes. 

Peg.   So 

Moody .  That  you  may  for  evermore  — — 

Peg.  Evermore  ? 

Moody.  Evermore  ceafe  to  purfue  her,  who  hates  and 
aetefts  you .  [  She  writes. 

Peg.  So— h.  [Sighs. 

Moody.  What  do  you  figh  for  ? — detefts  you — as 
much  as  Jhe  loves  her  huftand  and  her  honour — 

Peg.  I  vow,  hufbarvd,  he'll  ne'er  believe  I  fhou'd 
write  fuch  a  letter. 

Moody.  What,  he'd  expecl  a  kinder  from  you  ? 
Come,  now  your  name  only. 

Peg.  What,  (han't  I  fay  your  moft  faithful  humble 
fen-ant  till  death  ? 

Moody,  No,  tormenting  fiend Her  ftile,  I  find, 

wou'd  be  very  foft.  \_Afide.~\  Come,  wrap  it  up  now, 
whilit  1  go  fetch  wax  and  a  candle,  and  write  on  the 
outfide,  For  Mr.  Belvillc.  [Exit  Mocdy. 

Peg.  For  Mr.  Belville — fo— I  am  glad  he  is  gone— 

Hark  !  I  hear  a  noife  !  [goes  to  the  door.]  ifeck  there's 

folks  with  him — that's  pure— —now  I  may  think  a 

C  little 
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little  -  Why  fhould  I  fend  dear  Mr.  Bclville  fuch 
a  letter  ?  —  Can  one  have  no  fhift  ?  ah  !  a  London 
woman  won'd  have  had  a  hundred  prcfently.  • 
Stay  -  what  if  I  ihould  write  a  letter,  and  wrap 
it  up  like  this,  and  write  upon't  too?  -  Ay,  but 
then  my  guardian  wou'd  fee't  -  1  don't  know  what 
to  do  -  But  yet  y'vads  I'll  try,  fo  I  will—  for  I  will 
not  fend  this  letter  to  poor  Mr.  Belville,  come  what 
will  on  't.  [She  'writes,  and  repeats  <what  Jhe  'writes.'] 
Dear,  Jkveet,  Mr.  Beli/ille  —  fo  —  My  guardian  <woud 
ha've  me  fend  you  a  bafe,  rude  letter,  but  1  *wont  —  fo  — 
and  *wou  'd  have  me  fay,  I  hate  you  but  I  'won't 
there  --  -for  J'mfure  if  you  and  I  'were  in  the  country 
at  cards  together  —  fo  —  /  cou'd  not  help  treading  on  your 
toe  under  the  table  -  fo  pray  keep  at  home,  for  I  jhall 
6e  nuitb  you  as  foon  at  I  can  -  fo  no  more  at  prefect 
from  one  'who  am,  dear,  dear,  poor,  dear  Mr.  Bel*villet 
jour  loving  friend  till  death,  Margaret  Thrift.  -- 
So—  new  wrap  it  up  jult  like  t'other  —  fo  —  now  write, 
For  Mr.  Belville  —  But  oh  !  what  fhall  I  do  with  it? 
for  here  comes  my  guardian. 

Enter   Moody. 

Moody.  I  have  been  detained  by  a  fparkifh  coxcomb, 
who  pretended  a  vifit  to  me,  but  I  fear  'twas  to  my 
wife.  [Afede.]  What,  have  you  done? 

Peg.  Ay,  ay,  Bud,  jtifl  now. 

Moody.  'Let's  fee't  ;  what  d'ye  tremble  for? 

[He  opens  and  reads  the  frjt  letter. 

Peg.  So  I  had  been  fcrv'd  if  I  had  given  him  this. 


Moody.  Come,  where's  the  wax  and  feal  ? 

Peg.  Lord,  what  fhall  I  do  now  ?  Nay,  then  I  have 

it  —  [A/ide.~\  —  pray  let  me  fee't.  Lord,  you  think  me  fo 

errand  a  fool,  I  cannot  feal  a  letter;  I  will  do't,  fol 

will.      \Sxatcbes  the  letter  from  him,  changes  it  for  the 

other,  feals  it,  and  deliver  'S  it  to  him.] 

Moody.  Nay,  I  believe  you  will  learn  that  and 
Other  things  too,  which  I  wou'd  not  have  you. 

Peg.  So,  han't  I  done  it  curioufly  ?  I  think  I  have 
—there's  my  letter  going  to  Mr.  Belville,  fince  he'll 
needs  have  me  fend  letters  to  folks.  [Afide. 

Moody. 
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Moody.  'Tis  very  well,  but  I  warrant  you  wou'd 
not  have  it  go  now  ? 

Peg.  Yes,  indeed,  but  I  wou'd,  Bud,  now, 
Moody.  Well,  you  are  a  good  girl  then.  Come, 
let  me  lock  you  up  in  your  chamber,  till  I  come  back  ; 
and  be  fare  you  come  not  within  three  ftrides  of  the 
window,  when  I  am  gone  ;  for  I  have  a  fpy  in  the 
ftreet.  [Puts  her  into  the  chamber.'}  At  leaft  'tis  fit  me 
thinks  fo  ;  if  we  do  not  cheat  women,  they'll  cheat 
us,  and  fraud  may  be  juftly  ufed  with  fecret  enemies, 
of  which  a  wife  is  the  molt  dangerous  ;  and  he  that 
has  a  handfome  one  to  keer>,  and  a  frontier  town, 
muft  provide  againft  treachery  rather  than  open  force 
— —  Now  I  have  fecured  all  within,  I'll  deal  with 
the  foe  without,  with  falfe  intelligence.  '  This  will 
'  dafh  all  his  impudent  hopes  \holds  tip  the  letter.]  at 
*  once,  and  I  mall  fleep  now  fecurely  in  my  garrifon, 
'  without  fear  of  furprize — But  no  time  is  to  be  loft 
'  — I'll  fteal  a  march  upon  him.'  {Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  Belville's  lodgings. 

Enter   Lucy   and  Belville. 

Luey.  I  run  great  rifques,  to  be  fure,  to  ferve  the 

young  lady,  and  you,  fir but  I  know  you  are  a 

gentleman  of  honour,  and  wou'd  fcorn  to  betray  a 
friend  who  meaJis  you  well,  and  is  above  being  mer- 
cenary. 

Bel-v.  As  you  are  not  mercenary,  Mrs.  Lucy,  I 
ought  to  be  the  more  generous — give  me  leave  to 
prefent  you  with  this  trifle,  [gives  a  ring.]  not  as  a 
reward  for  fervices,  but  as  a  Imall  token  of  friend- 
fhip. 

Lufj,  Tho'  I  fcorn  to  be  brib'd  in  any  caufe,  yet 
I  am  proud  to  accept  it,  as  a  mark  of  your  regard, 
and  as  fuch  mail  keep  it  for  your  fake — and  now  to 
bufuiefs. 

Btlv.  You  flatter  Hie  then,  that  Mifs  Peggy  has 
the  moft  rooted  averfion  for  fcer  guardian,  and  fome 
prejudices  in  my  favour. 
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Lucy.  She  has  intrufted  me  with  her  very  thoughts 
and  J  have  rais'd  her  difobedience  to  fuch  a  pitch, 
that  flie  would  have  opened  her  whole  heart  to  you  in 
a  letter,  had  we  not  been  interrupted  by  her  brutal 
guardian. 

Bel<v.  She  told  me  in  the  Park,  that  you  had  con- 
vinced her  fhe  was  not  married  to  him. 

Lucy,  There  was  not  much  difficulty  in  that;  but 
if  any  thing  could  have  frighten'd  her  into  that  be- 
lief, her  filthy  guardian  had  done  it — He  made  her 
almoft  believe,  that  the  faving  her  foul  depended  up- 
on marrying  him — Did  you  ever  hear  of  fuch  a  repro- 
bate ? 

Belv.  How  I  adore  her  bewitching  fimplicity  ! 

Lucy.  Simplicity,  fir !  (he's  able  to  make  a  fool  of 
any  of  us — If  I  had  half  her  wit,  I  would  not  conti- 
nue long  in  fervice,  as  well  as  I  love  my  miftrefs. 

Belv.  But,  dear  Lucy,  what  can  Mils  Peggy  pro- 
pofe  ? 

Lucy.  To  run  away  from  her  guardian,  and  marry 
you. 

Belv.  She  might  have  done  both,  and  loft  the  op- 
portunity. 

Lucy.  She  will  do  both,  and  make  an  opportunity, 
if  it  does  not  come  of  itfelf.  The  thoughts  of  run- 
ning away,  or  of  being  married,  when  taken  fepa- 
rately,  will  put  any  maiden  of  us  into  great  confu- 
fion  ;  but  when  they  come  both  together,  are  too 

much  for  the  boldeft  of  us Mifs  Peggy  was  over- 

power'd  with  your  propofal,  and  no  wonder  me  could 
not  determine  for  the  beft  ;  I  mould  have  been  a  little 
frighten'd  myfelf. 

Belv.  But  has  the  dear  creature  refolv'd  ? 

Lucy.  Has  fhe— why,  fhe  will  run  away  and  marry 
you,  in  fpite  of  your  teeth,  the  firft  moment  fhe  can 
break  prifon — fo  you,  in  your  turn,  muit  take  care 

not  to  have  your  qualms 1  have  known  feveral 

bold  gentlemen  not  able  to  draw  their  fwords,  when 
a  challenge  has  come  too  quick  upon  'em. 

Belv.  I  afTure  you,  Mrs.  Lucy,  that  I  am  no  bully 
in  love,  and  mifs  Peggy-  will  meet  with  her  match, 
coma  when  fhe  will. 

Lucy. 
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Lucy.  Ay,  fo  you  all  fay,  but  talking  does  no  bu- 
ilnefs — Stay  at  home  till  you  hear  from  us. 

Bel<u.  Bleffings  on  thee,  Lucy,  for  the  thought. 
Moody,  /peaking  without. 

Moody.  But  I  muft  and  will  fee  him,  let  him  have 
what  company  he  will. 

Lucy.  As  I  hope  to  be  marry'd,  Mr.  Belville,  I 
hear  Mr.  Moody 's  voice — Where  mall  I  hide  myfelf  ? 
— if  he  fees  me,  we  are  all  undone. 

Belv.  This  is  our  curfed  luck  again — What  the 
devil  can  he  want  here  ? — I  have  loft  -my  fenfes — get 
into  this  clofet  till  he's  gone.  [Puts  Lucy  into  the  clo- 
fet.]  This  vifit  means  fomething ;  I  am  quite  con- 
founded—Don't you  (tir,  Lucy — 1  muft  put  the  beil 

face  upon  the  matter Now  for  it • 

[Takes  a  book  and  reads. 
Enter  Moody. 

Moody .  You  will  cxcufe  me,  fir,  for  breaking  thro' 
forms,  and  your  fervant's  entreaties,  to  have  the  ho- 
npur — but  you  are  alone,  fir — your  fellow  told  me 
below  that  you  were  with  company. 

Belv.  Yes,  fir,  the  belt  company.  [Skews  his  lookJ\ 
When  I  converfe  with  my  betters,  I  choofe  to  have 
'"cm  alone. 

Moody.  And  I  chofe  to  interrupt  your  converfa- 
tion ;  the  bufmefs  of  my  errand  muft  plead  my  ex- 
cufe. 

Bdv.  You  mall  be  always  welcome  to  me — but 
you  feem  ruffled,  fir;  what  brings  you  hither,  and  fo 
feemingly  out  of  humour  ? 

Moody.  Your  impertinency — I  beg  pardon— your 
Miodefty,  I  mean. 

Belv.  My  impertinency  ! 

Moody.  Your  impertinency. 

Bel-v.  Sir,  from  the  peculiarity  of  your  character, 
and  your  intimacy  with  my  uncle,  I  mall  allow  you 
great  pcivileges  ;  but  you  muft  confider,  youth  has  its 
privileges  too  ;  and  as  I  have  not  the  honour  of  your 
acquaintance,  I  am  not  oblig'd  to  bear  with  your  ill- 
humours  or  your  ill-manners. 

Moody.  They  who  wrong  me,  young  man,  muft 
C  3  bear 
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bear  with  both  ;  and  if  you  had  not  made  too  free 
with  me,  I  fhould  have  taken  no  liberties  with  you. 
'  Belv.  I  don't  underftand  you,  fir  ;  but  you  gen- 
'  tleinen,  who  have  handfome  wives,  think  you  have 
'  a  privilege  of  faying  any  thing  to  us  young  fellows, 

•  and  are  as  brutifh  as  if  you  were  our  creditors. 

*  Moody.  I  ftvan't  truft  you  any  way. 
'  Befo.  But  why  fo  diffident,  fir?   you  don't  know 
'me. 

'  Moody,   I  am  not  diffident,  young  man,  but  cer- 

•  tain,  becaufe  I  think  I  do  know  you.' 

Bel-v-.  I  could  have  wiih'd,  fir,  to  have  found  you  a 
littie  more  civil,  the  firft  time  I  have  the  honour  of  a 
vifit  from  you. 

Moody.  If  that  is  all  you  want,  young  gentleman, 
you  will  find  me  very  civil  indeed  !  There,  fir,  read 
that,  and  let  your  modefty  declare  whether  I  want 
either  kindnefs  or  civility — Look  you  there,  fir. 

[Gives  a  letter. 

Bel<v.  What  is't  ? 

Moody.  Only  a  love-letter,   fir  ; and  from  my 

wife. 

Belv.  How,  is  it  from  your  wife  ? — hum  and  hum. 

[Reads. 

Moody.  Even  from  ray  wife,  fir  ;  am  not  I  wond'rous 
kind  and  civil  to  you  now  too  ?  But  you'll  not  think 
her  fo.  {Afide. 

Belv.  Ha,  is  this  a  trick  of  his  or  her's  ?        \Afede. 

Moody.  The  gentleman's  furpriz'd,  I  find  ?  what, 
you  expedled  a  kinder  letter? 

B.el*v.  No,  faith,  not  I  ;  how  cou'd  I  ? 

Moody.  Yes,  yes,  I'm  fure  you  did ;  a  man  fb 
young,  and  well  made  as  you  arc,  muft  needs  be  dif- 
ap .joint  d,  if  the  women  declare  not  their  paflion  at 
the  firft  fight  or  opportunity. 

Behf.  But  what  fhou'd  this  mean  ?  It  feems  he 
knows  not  what  the  letter  contains  !  [AJldt. 

Moody.  Come,  ne'er  wonder  at  it  fo  much. 

Belv.   Faith,  I  can't  help  it. 

Moody.  Now,  I  think,  I  havedeferv'd  your  infinite 

friend  fli  ip 
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friendfhip  and  kindnefs,  and  have  (hew'd  myfelf  fuf- 
ficiently  an  obliging  kind  friend  and  hufb-and—  am  I 
not  fo,  to  bring  a  letter  from  my  wife  to  her  gallant  ? 

Bcl'-v.  Ay,  indeed,  you  are  the  mod  obliging  kind 
friend  and  huiband  in  the  world  ;  ha,  ha,  ha  !  Pray, 
however,  preient  my  humble  fervice  to  her,  and  tell 
her,  I  will  obey  her  letter  to  a  tittle,  and  fulfil  her 
defires,  be  what  they  will,  or  with  what  difficulty 
foever  I  do't ;  and  you  (hall  be  no  more  jealous  of 
me,  I  warrant  her,  and  you. 

Moody.  Wei!  then,  fare  you  well,  and  play  with 

any  man's  honour  but  mine,  kifs  any  man's  wife  but 

mine,  and  welcome — fo,  Mr.  Modefty,  your  fervant. 

\_As  Moody  is  going  out  he  is  m?t  by  Sparkiih. 

Spark.  So,  brother-in-law,  that  was  to  have  been, 
I  have  foilow'd  ycu  from  home  to  Belville's :  I  have 
itrange  news  for  you. 

Moody.  What,  are  you  wifer  than  you  were  this 
morning  ? 

Spark.  Faith  I  don't  know  but  I  am,  for  I  have  / 
loft  your  filler,  and  I  fhan't  eat  half  an  ounce  the  lefs  / 
at  dinner  for  it ;  there's  philofophy  for  you.  I 

Moody  Infenfibiltty,  you  mean — I  hope  you  don't 
mean  to  ufe  my  filter  ill,  fir  ? 

Spark.  No,  fir,  (he  has  ufed  me  ill  ;  flic's  in  her 
tantrums — I  have  had  a  narrow  efcape,  fir. 

Moody.  If  thou  art  endow'd  with  the  fmalleft  por- 
tion of  underflanding,  explain  this  riddle. 

Bel-v.  Ay,  ay,  prithee,  Sparkifii— condefcend  to* 
be  intelligible. 

Spark.  Why,  you  muft  know — we  had  fettled  to 
be  married — it  is  the  fame  thing  to  me,  whether  I  am 
married  or  not — I  have  no  particular  fancy  one  way  or 
another,  and  fo  I  told  your  fiftcr ;  off  or  on,  'tis  the 
fame  thing  to  me;  but  the  thing  was  fix'd,  you 
know — You  and  my  aunt  brought  it  about—I  had  no 
hand  in  it.  And,  to  (hew  you  that  I  was  as  willing 
to  marry  your  filter  as  any  other  woman,  I  fufFered 
the  law  to  iye  me  up  to  hard  terms,  and  the  church 
wou!J  ha.c  finilhvt  me  Itill  to  harder — but  (he  was 
taken  with  her  tantrums ! 

C  4  Moody. 
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Moody.  Damn  your  tantrums — come  to  the  point. 

Spark.  Your  fifter  took  an  averfion  to  the  parfon, 
Frank  Harcourt's  brother — abus'd  him  like  a  pick- 
pocket, and  fwore  'twas  Harcourt  himfelf. 

Mocdy.   And  fo  it  was,  for  I  faw  him. 

Spark.  Here's  fine  work  ! — why,  you  are  as  mad 
as  your  fitter — I  tell  you  it  was  Ned,  Frank's  twin 
brother. 

Moody.  What,  Frank  told  you  fo  ? 

Spark.  Ay,   and  Ned  too they  were  both  in  a 

fto:y. 

Moody.  What  an  incorrigible  fellow  ! Come, 

come,   I  muft  be  gone. 

Spark.  Nay,  nay,  you  (hall  hear  my  ftory  out. 

She  walk'd  up  within  piftol-fiiot  of  the  church— then 
twirl'd  round  upon  her  heel — call'd  me  every  name 
fhe  could  think  of;  and  when  (he  had  exhaufted  her 
imagination,  and  tir'd  her  tongue— no  eafy  matter, 
let  me  tell  you— fhe  call'd  her  chair,  fenther  footman 
to  buy  a  monkey  before  my  face,  then  bid  me  good- 
morrow  with  a  fneer,  and  left  us  with  our  mouths 
open  in  the  middle  of  a  hundred  people,  who  were- 
all  laughing  at  us !  If  thefe  are  not  tantrums,  I  don't 
know  what  are. 

Moody.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  thank  thee,  Sparkim,  from 
my  foul  ;  'tis  a  moft  exquifite  ftory;  I  have  not  had 
luch  a  laugh  for  this  half  year — Thou  art  a  moft  ri- 
diculous puppy,  and  I  am  infinitely  oblig'd  to  thee  ; 
ha,  ha,  ha  \  [Exit  Moody. 

Spark.  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like,   Belville  ? 

Belv.  O  yes ;  how  is  it  poflible  to  hear  fuch  a 
foolim  ftory,  and  fee  thy  foolim  face,  and  not  laugh- 
at  'em  ;  hi,  ha,  ha  ! 

Lucy  in  the  clofet  laughs. 

Spark.  Hey-day !  what's  that  f  What,  have  you 
rais'd  a  devil  in  the  clofet,  to  make  op  a  laughing 

chorus  at  me  ?  1  muft  take  a  peep 

[Gcit/g  to  the  cltfet . 

Belv.  Indeed  but  you  muft  not. 

Spark.  'Twas  a  woman's  voice. 

Belij.  So  much  the  better  for  me. 
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Spark.  Prithee,  introduce  me. 

Bel-v.  Though  you  take  a  pleafure  in  expofing  your 
ladies,  I  choofe  to  conceal  mine.  So,  my  dear 
Sparkifh,  left  the  lady  mould  be  fick  by  too  long  a 
confinement,  and  laughing  heartily  at  you  —  I  muft 
entreat  you  to  withdraw—  Prithee,  excufe  me,  I  muft 
laugh  —  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

impark.  Do  you  know  that  I  begin  to  be  angry, 
Belville? 

Belv.  I  can't  help  that  ;  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Spark.  My  character's  at  ftake  —  I  mail  be  thought 
a  damn'd  filly  fellow—  I  will  call  Alithea  to  an  ac- 
count direclly.  [Exit,' 

£f/v.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 


ng  out. 

Lr-'-y.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  O  dear  fir,  let  me  have  my 
I  'Ugh  out,  or  I  (hall  burft  —  What  an  adventure  ! 

[Laughs. 

Belv.  My  fvveet  Peggy  has  fent  me  the  kindeft 
letter  —  and  by  the  dragon  himfelf  —  There's  a  fpirit 
for  you  ! 

Lucy.  There's  fimplicity  for  you  !  Shew  me  a  town- 
bred  girl  with  half  the  genius  —  Send  you  a  love-let- 
ter, and  by  a  jealous  guardian  too  !  ha,  ha,  ha  !  'Tis 
too  much  —  too  much  - 

7?c/v.  She  begs  me  to  ftay  at  home  —  for  me  intends 
to  run  away  with  me,  the  firft  opportunity. 

Lucy.  And,  to  complete  the  whole,  my  miftrefs  is 
dcliver'd  from  her  fool  too  —  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  mail  die  ; 
ha,  ha,  ha!—  c  Dear  Mr.  Belville,  laugh,  laugh,  I 

*  befeech  you  laugh. 

'  Belv.  I  do,  1  do,  my  dear  Lucy,  and  I  hope  we 

*  never  ihall  have  caufe  to  be  lefs  merry  as  long  as  we 
«  Jive—  ha,  ha,  ha!' 

Lucy.  '  O    never,  never  —  I  (hall   certainly  die'— 

Well,  Mr.  Belville  —  the  world  goes  as  ic  -fhould.  do  — 

iiheis   will  exchange  her  fool  for  a  wit,  M^ifs 

i'cggy  her  brute   for   a  pretty  you:,g  fellow  ;  I  mall 

dance  at  two  weddings  —  be  well  rewarded  by  both 

C  5  parties 
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parties — get  a  hufband  myfelf,  and  be   as  happy  aa 
the  bed  of  you  -  and  fo  your  humble  fervant.     [Exit. 
Succefs  attend  you,  Lucy [Exit. 


ACT    V.     SCENE,     Moody',  boufe. 

.Mifs  Peggy  alone,  leaning  en  her  elbow.     A  table,  ptn> 
ink,  and  paper. 

Peg.  IT  7  ELL,  'tis  e'en  fo,  I  have  got  the  Lon- 
\\l  don  difeafe  they  call  love  ;  I  am  fick  of 
my  guardian,  and  dying  for  Mr.  Belville !  I  have 
heard  this  diftemper  call'd  a  fever,  but  methinks  it  is 
liker  an  ague  ;  for,  when  I  think  of  my  guardian,  I 
tremble,  and  am  in  a  cold  fweat ;  but  when  I  think 
of  my  gallant,  dear  M?.  Belvilie,  my  hot  fit  comes, 
and  I  am  all  in  a  fever  indeed  :  my  own  chamber  is 
tedious  to  me,  and  I  would  fain  be  remov'd  to  his,, 
and  then  methinks  I  fhou'd  be  very  well.  Ah  !  poor 
Mr.  Belville  !  Well,  I  cannot,  will  not  flay  here  ; 
therefore  I'll  make  an  end  of  my  letter  to  him,  which 
/hall  be  a  finer  letter  than  my  laft,  becaufe  I  have 
itudied  it  like  any  thing.  Oh  !  fick,  fick  ! 
Inter  Moody,  ivho,  feeing  her  writing,  Jleals  foftly 

behind  her,  and  looking  over  her  jhoulder,  fnatcbe* 

the  paper  from  her. 

Moody.  What,  writing  more  letters  ? 

Peg.  O  Lord  !  Bud,  why  d'ye  fright  me  fo  ? 

[She  offers  to  run  out,  he  ft  ops  her  and  reads* 

Moody.  How's  this  !  nay,  you  fhall  not  ftir,  ma- 
dam. Dear,  dear,  dear  Mr.  Bel<villey — very  well,  I 
have  taught  you  to  write  letters  to  good  purpofe — but 
Jet's  fee't. — [Reads.] — Firft,  1  am  to  beg  your  pardon, 
for  my  boldnefs  in  'writing  to  you,  <wbicb  I'd  ba<ve  you 
to  know  1  would  not  ba<ve  done,  had  you  not  /aid  firft 
you  lo'v'd  me  fo  extremely  ;  ivbtcb,  if  you  do,  you  will 
ite*uer  fujfer  me  to  be  another  man's,  who  I  loath,  nau- 
feate,  and  detejt :  (now  you  can  write  thefe  filthy 
words.)  But  what  follows  I— therefor*,  I  hope  you 

wilt 
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vufll fpeedily  find  fame  ivay  to  free  me  from  this  unfortu- 
nate match,  -which  ivas  never,  I  aJJTure  you,  of  my 
choice,  but  I'm  afraid ''tis  already  too  far  gone  ;  how- 
ever, if  you  love  me,  as  I  do  you,  you  will  try  <vobat  you 
cnn  do  ;  you  muft  help  me  away  before  to-morrow,  or 
elfe,  alas!  I  /hall  be  for  ever  out  of ^y  our  reach,  for  I 
can  defer  no  longer  our — our — .(what  is  to  follow  our — 
fpeak  what)  our  journey  into  the  country,  I  fuppofe. 
—  Oh,  woman,  damn'd  woman  !  and  love,  damn'd 
love  !  their  old  tempter  j  for  this  is  one  of  his  mira- 
cles :  in  a  moment  he  can  make  thofe  blind  that 
cou'd  fee,  and  thofe  fee  that  were  blind  ;  thofe  dumb 
that  cou'd  fpeak,  and  thofe  prattle  who  were  dumb 
before ;  nay,  what  is  more  than  all,  make  thofe 
dough-bak'd,  fenfelefs,  indocile  animals,  women, 
too  hard  for  us,  their  politic  lords  and  rulers,  in  a 
moment.  But  make  an  end  of  your  letter,  and  then 
Pll  make  an  end  of  you  thus,  and  all  my  plagues  to- 
gether. \Dra~Ms  his  fvjord. 

Peg.  O  Lord  !  O  Lord  !  you  are  fuch  a  paflionate 
mnn,  Bud  ! 

Moody.  Come,  take  the  pen,  and  make  an  end  of 
the  letter,  juit  as  you  intended;  if  you  are  falfe  in  a 
tittle,  I  mail  foon  perceive  it,  and  punifh  you  with 
this,  as  you  deferve,  [Lays  his  hand  on  his  /word.] 

Write   what  was   to  follow — let's    fee (You  muft 

make  hafte  and  help  me  avcay  before  to-morrow,  or  elfe 

I  jhall  be  for  ever  out  of  your  reach,  for  I  can  defer  no 
lunger  our)  what  follows  our  .' 

[Peggy  takes  the  pen  and<wrhes. 

Peg.  Muft  all  out  then,  Bud? Look  you  there 

then. 

Moodyi.  Let's  fee (for  T can  defer  no  longer  our 

wedding Tour  Jlighted  Alithea.)  What's  the 

meaning  of  this,  my  lifter's  nameto't?  fpeak>  un- 
riddle. 

Peg.  Yes,  indeed,  Bud. 

Moody.  But  why  her  name  to't  ?  fpeak fpeak, 

II  fay. 

Peg.  Ay,  but  you'll  tell  her  again  :  if  you  wou'd 
not  tell .  her  again  — - 

C  6  Moody, 
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Mtody.  I  will  not ;  I  am  ftunn'd,  my  head  turns 
round.  Speak. 

Peg,  Won't  you   tell  her  indeed,  and  indeed  ? 

Moody.    No  ;  fpeak,  I  fay. 

Peg .  She'll  be  angry  with  me  ;  but  I  had  rather 
(he  fhould  be  angry  with  me  than  you,  Bud.  And 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  'twas  me  made  me  write  the 
letter,  and  taught  me  what  I  fhould  write. 

Moody.  Ha  ! — I  thought  the  ftyle  was  fomewhat 
better  than  her  own.  \_Afide. ~\  Cou'd  me  come  to  you 
to  teach  you,  fince  I  had  lock'd  you  up  alone  ? 

Peg.  Oh,  thro'  the  key-hole,  Bud. 

Moody.  But  why  fhou'd  (he  make  you  write  a  letter 
for  her  to  him,  fince  me  can  write  herfelf? 

Peg.  Why,  fhe  faid  becaufe for  I  was  unwil- 
ling to  do  it. 

Moody.  Becaufe,  what becaufe 

Peg.  Becaufe,  left  Mr.  Belville,  as  he  was  fo  young, 
fhou'd  be  inconftant,  and  refufe  her,  or  be  vain  af- 
terwards, and  (hew  the  letter,  me  might  difown  it, 
the  hand  not  being  hers. 

Moody.  Belville  again! Am  I  to  be  deceived 

a^ain  with  that  young  hypocrite  ? 

Peg,  You  have  deceiv'd  yourfelf,    Bud,    you  have 

indeed 1  have  kept  the  fecret  for  my  filter's  fake, 

as  long  as  I  could but  you  mutt  know  it and 

fliall  know  it  too.  [Cries.. 

Moody.  Dry  your  eyes. 

Peg.  You  always  thought  he  was  hankering  after 
me — Good  law  !  he's  dying  for  Alithea,  and  AJi- 
thea  for  him — they  have  had  private  meetings — and 
he  was  making  love  to  her  before  yefterday,  from  the 

tavern-window,  when  you  thought  it  was  to  me 1 

would  hifVe  difcover'd  all — but  Ihe  made  me  Avear  to 
deceive  you,  and  fo  I  have  finely— have  not  I,  Bud  ? 

Moody.  Why  did  you  write  that  foolifh  letter  to 
him  then,  and  make  me  more  foolilh  to  carry  it  ? 

Peg.  To  carry  on  the  joke,  Bud — to  oblige  them  ? 

Moody.  And  will  nothing  ferve  her  but  that  taper 
jackanapes,  that  great  baby  I — he's  too  young  for  her 
to  marry. 

Peg. 
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Peg.  Why  do  you  marry  me  then  ?  'tis  the  fame 
thing,  Bud. 

Moody.  No,  no,  'tis  quite  different— How  innocent 
(he  is  ! — This  changeling  cou'd  not  invent  this  lye  ; 
but  if  fhe  cou'd,  why  fhou'd  me  ?  She  might  think  I 
fhould  foon  difcover  it.  \_Afide. ~\ — But  hark  you, 
madam,  your  filler  went  out  in  the  morning,  and  I 
have  not  feen  her  within  fince. 

Pig.  Alack-a-day,  me  has  been  crying  all  day- 
above,  it  feems,  in  a  corner. 

Moody.  Where  is  me  ?  let  me  fpeak  with  her. 

Peg.  O  Lord!  then  fhe'll  difcover  all.—  [AJide.] 
Pray  hold,  Bud  ;  what,  d'ye  mean  to  difcover  me  ! 
fhe'll  know  I  have  told  you  then.  Pray,  Bad,  let 
me  talk  with  her  firft. 

Moody.  I  mutt  fpeak  with  her,  to  know  whether 
Belville  ever  made  her  any  promife,  and  whether  fhe 
will  be  marry 'd  to  Sparkiih,  or  no. 

Peg.  Pray,  dear  Bud,  don't,  till  I  have  fpoken 
with  her,  and  told  her  that  I  have  told  you  all ;  for 
ihe'll  kill  me  elfe. 

Moody.  Go  then,  and  bid  her  corne  to  me. 

Peg.  Yes,  yes,   Bud. 

Moody.  Let  me  fee 

Peg.  I  have  juft  got  time  to  know  of  Lucy,  who 
firft  let  me  to  work,  what  lye  I  fhall  tell  next ;  for  I 
am  e'en  at  my  wits  end.  [Afide,  and  Exit. 

Moody.  Well,  I  refolve  it,  Belville  fhall  have  her  : 
I'd  rather  give  him  my  fitter,  than  lend  him  my  wife; 
and  fuch  an  alliance  will  prevent  his  pretenfions  to 
my  wife,  fure — I'll  make  him  of  kin  to  her,  and 
then  he  won't  care  for  her. 

Enter  Mifs  Peggy. 

Peg.  O  Lord,  Bud,  I  told  you  what  anger  yoa 
wou'd  make  me  with  my  fitter. 

Moody.  Won't  fhe  come  hither  ? 

Peg.  No,  no,  (he's  afham'd  to  look  you  in  the  face  ; 
fhe'll  go  dire&ly  to  Mr.  Belville,  fhe  fays  —  She 
mutt  fpeak  with  him,  before  fhe  difcovers  all  to  you — 
or  even  fees  you — She  fays  too,  that  you  fhall  know 
the  reafon  by-and-by— Pray  let  her  have  her  way, 

Bud 
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Bud — (he  won't  be  pacify'd  if  you   don't— and  will 

never  forgive  me For  my  part,  Bud,  1   beiieve, 

but  don't  tell  any  body,  they  have  broken  a  piece  of 
filver  between  'em  —  or  have  contracted  one  another, 
as  we  have  done,  you  know,  which  is  the  next  thing 
to  being  marry'd. 

Moody.  Pooh  !  you  fool fhe  amam'd  of  talk- 
ing with  me  about  Belville,  becaufe  I  made  the 
match  for  her  with  Sparkiih  !  But  Sparkiih  is  a  fool, 
and  I  have  no  objeftion  to  Belville's  family  or  for- 
tune  tell  her  fo. 

Peg.   I  will,    Bud.  [Going. 

Moody.  Stay,  flay,  Peggy — let  her  have  her  own 
way — fhe  fhall  go  to  Belville  hcrfelf,  and  I'll  follow 
her that  will  be  beft let  her  have  her  whim. 

Peg.  Yoa're  in  tie  right,  Bud for  they  have 

certainly  had  a  quarrel,  by  her  crying  and  hanging 
her  head  fo— I'll  be  hang'd  if  her  eyes  an't  fwell'd 
out  of  her  head,  fhe's  in  fuch  a  piteous  taking. 

Moody.  Belville  (han't  ufe  her  ill,  I'll  take  care  of 
that — if  he  has  made  her  a  promife,  he  fhall  keep  to 
it— but  fhe  had  better  go  full — a  word  or  two  by 
themfelves  will  clear  matters  for  my  appearance — 
will  follow  her  at  a  diftance,  that  fhe  may  have  no 
interruption  :  and  I  will  wait  in  the  park  before  I  fee 
them,  that  they  may  come  to  a  reconciliation  before 
I  come  upon  'em. 

Peg.  Law,  Bud,   how  wife  you  are  !  I  wifh  I  had 

half  your  wifdom  ;  you  fee  everything  at  once 

Stand  a  one  fide  then — and  I'll  tell  her  you  are  gone 
to  your  room,  and  when  fhe  pafles  by,  you  may 
follow  her. 

Moody.  And  (p  I  will— fhe  fhan't  fee  me  till  I  break. 
in  upon  her  at  Belville's. 

Peg.  Now  for.it.  [Exit  Mifs  Peggy. 

Moody.  My  cafe  is  fomothing  better — for  luppofe 
the  word — fhculd  Belville  ufe  her  ill — I  had  rather 
fight  him  for  not  marrying  my  filter,  than  for  de- 
bauching my  wife,  for  I  will  make  her  mine  abfo- 
lutely  to-morrow ;  and  of  the  two  I  had  rather  find 
my  fitter  too  forward  than  my  wife  :  I  expeded  no 
5  other 
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other  from  her  free  education,  as  flic  calls  it,  and 
her  paffion  for  the  town — Well,  wife  and  filter  are 
names  which  make  us  expeft  love  and  duty,  plea- 
fore  and  comfort ;  bat  we  find  'em  plagues  a.nd  tor- 
ments, and  are  equally,  tho'  differently  troublefome 
to  their  keeper.  But  here  Ihe  comes. 

[Steps  on  one  fide. 
Enter   Mifs   Peggy,   drefs'd  like  Alithea  ;  and  as  Jbe 

paj/es  over  tbejtage,  /eems  tojigh,  Job,  and  'wipe  her 

eyes. 

Peg.  Heigho  !  [Exit. 

Moody.  [Comes  forward.]  There  the  poor  devil 
goes,  fighing  and  lobbing;  a  woeful  example  of  the 
fatal  confequences  of  a  town  education — but  I  am 
bound  in  duty,  as  well  as  inclination,  to  do  my  ut- 
molt  to  fave  her — but  firft  I'll  fecnre  my  own  pro- 
perty. [Opens  the  door  and  calls. ] — Peggy!  Peggy! — 
my  dear  ! — I  will  return  as  foon  as  polfible — do  you 
hear  me  ?  Why  don't  you  anfwer  ?  You  may  read  in 
the  book  I  bought  you  'till  I  come  back  —  As  the 
Jew  fays  in  the  play,  Fall  bind,  faft  find.  [Locks  the 
door.]  This  is  the  befl,  and  only  fecurity  for  female,, 
affections.  \Exit,  holding  up  the  key. 

SCENE  tbt  park,  before  Belville'j  door. 

Enter  Sparkifh— -fuddled. 

Spark.  If  I  can  but  meet  with  her,  or  any  bod/ 
that  belongs  to  her,  they  will  find  me  a  match  for 
3em — When  a  man  has  wit,  and  a  great  deal  of  it — 
Champagne  gives  it  a  double  edge,  and  nothing  can 
withftand  it — 'tis  a  lighted  match  to  gunpowder — 
the  mine  is  fprung,  and  the  poor  devils  are  tofs'd 
heels  uppermoft  in  an  inflant.  I  was  right  to  confult 
my  friends,  and  they  all  agree  with  Moody,  that  I. 
make  adamn'd  ridiculous  figure,  as  matters  ftand  at 
prefent.  I'll  confult  Relville — this  is  his  houie — he's 
my  friend  too— and  no  fool — It  lhall  be  fo — damn  it, 
I  jnuft  not  be  ridiculous.  [Going  to  the  door,  feet  Peggy 
coming.']  Hold!  hold!  if  the  Champagne  does  not 
hurt  my  eye-fight,  while  it  (harpens  n:y  wit,  the 
enemy  is  marching  op  this  way — Come  on,  Madam 

Alithea  ; 
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Alithea  ;  now   for  a  fmart  fire,  and    then  let's  fee 
who  will  be  ridiculous. 

Enter  Mifs  Peggy. 

Peg.  Dear  me,  I  begin  to  tremble— there  is  Mr. 
Sparkifti,  and  I  can't  get  to  Mr.  Belville's  houfe 
without  paflingby  him— he  fees  me — and  will  difco- 
ver  me — he  feems  in  liquor  too  ! — blefs  me. 

Spark.  Oho !  me  Hands  at  bay  a  little— me  don't 
much  relifh  the  engagement — The  firft  blow  is  half 
the  battle — I'll  be  a  little  figurative  with  her. 
[Approaching  her.]  I  find,  madam,  you  like  a  folo 
better  than  a  duet.  You  need  not  have  been  walking 
alone  this  evening,  if  you  had  been  wifer  yefterday 
— What,  nothing  to  fay  for  yourfelf  .'—Repentance, 
I  fuppofe,  makes  you  as  aukward  and  as  foolifli,  as 
the  poor  country  girl  your  brother  has  lock'd  up  in 
Pali-Mall. 

Peg.  I'm  frighten'd  out  of  my  wits. 

[  Tries  to  pafs  By  him. 

Spark.  Not  a  ftep  farther  mall  you  go,  'till  you 
give  me  an  account  of  your  behaviour,  and  make  me 
reparation  for  being  ridiculous.  What,  dumb  ftill — 
then,  if  you  won't  by  fair  means,  I  mud  fqueeze  you 
to  a  confeffion.  [As  he  goes  to  feize  her,  Jhe  flips  by  him 
— but  he  catches  bold  of  her  before  foe  reaches  Belville'* 
door.]  Not  quite  fo  faft,  ifyoupleafe — Come,  come, 
let  me  fee  your  modeft  face,  and  hear  your  foft 
tongue — or  I  mall  be  tempted  to  ufe  you  ill. 
Enter  Moody. 

Moody.  Hands  off,  you  ruffian — how  dare  you  ufe 
a  lady,  .and  my  filler,  in  this  manner  ? 

[Moody  takes  her  from  Sparkifh.. 

Spark.  She's  my  property,  fir— transferred  to  me 
by  you — and  tho'  I  would  give  her  up  to  any  body 
for  a  dirty  fword  knot,  yet  I  won't  be  bullied  out 

of  my  right,  tho'  it  is  not  worth  that 

[Snaps  his  Jingers. 

Moody.  There's  a  fellow  to  be  a  hufband you 

are  juftify'd  in  defpifing  him,  and  flying  from   him 

— I'll  defend  you  with  my  purfe  and  my  fword 

knock  at  that  door,  and  let  me  fpeak  to  Belville. — — 

[Peggy 
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[Peggy  knocks  at  the  door,  ivl-en  the  fen-ant  opens  it,Jhe 
runs  it.} — Is  your  mafter  at  home,  friend  ? 
Serv.  Yes,  fir. 

Moody.  Tell  him  then  that  I  have  refcu'd  that  lady 
from  this  gentleman,  and  that  by  her  defire,  and  my 
confent,  me  flies  to  him  for  prote&ion  ;  if  he  can 
get  a  parfon,  let  him  marry  her  this  minute  ;  tell  him 
Jo,  and  (hut  the  door. 

Serv.  And  that  he  will,  I'll  anfwer  for  him.   [Exit. 
Spark.  The  man's  mad,  ftark  mad  ! 

Moody.  And  now,  fir,  if  your  wine  has  given  you 
courage,  you  had  better  mew  it  upon  this  occaiion, 
for  you  are  Hill  damn'd  ridiculous. 

Spark.  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  ! Look  ye, 

Mr.  Moody,  we  are  in  the  Park,  and  to  draw  a 
fword  is  an  offence  to  the  court — fo  you  may  vapour 
as  long  as  you  pleafe.  A  woman  of  fo  little  talte  ia 
not  worth  fighting  for — (he's  not  worth  my  fword  ; 
but  if  you'll  fight  me  to-morrow  morning  for  diver - 
lion,  I  am  your  man. 

Mosdj.  Relinquifh  your  title  in  the  lady  to  Belvillc 
peaceably,  and  you  may  fleep  in  a  whole  (kin. 

Spark.  Belville  !  he  would  not  have  your  filter,  with 
the  fortune  of  a  nabob  ;  no,  no,  his  mouth  waters 
at  your  country  tid-bit  at  home — much  good  may  do 
him. 

Moody.  And,  you  think  fo,  puppy — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Spark.  Yes,  I  do,  maftiff— ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Moody.  Then  thy  folly  is  complete — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Spark.  Thine  will  be  fo,  when  thou  hall  married 
thy  country  innocence — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

[They  laugh  at  each  other. 
Enter  Harcourt. 

Moody.  Who  have  we  here  ? 

Spark.  What,  my  boy  Harcourt  ! 

Moody.  What  brings  you  here,  fir  ? 

Hare.  I  follow'd  you  to  Belville's,  to  prefent  a 
near  relation  of  yours,  and  a  nearer  one  of  mine,  to 
you. 

Spark.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

Enttr 
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Enter  a  chair  ivitb  Alithea. 

Hare.  [Takes  her  by  the  be.nd.~\  Give  me  leave,  gen- 
tlemen, without  offence  to  either,  to  prefent  Mrs. 
Harcourt  to  you  ! 

Spark.  Alithea  !  your  wife !— —Mr.  Moody,  are 
you  in  the  clouds  too  ? 

Moody.  If  I  am  not  in  a  dream — I  am  the  moft  mi- 
ferable  waking  dog,  that  ever  run  mad  with  his  mif- 
fort unes  and  aflonilhment  ! 

Hare.  Why  fo,  Jack —can  you  object  to  my  hap- 
pinefs,  when  this  gentleman  was  unworthy  of  it  ? 

Alitb.  Nothing  but  his  total  indifference  to  me, 
and  the  higheft  opinion  of  himfelf,  could  poffibly  have 
forc'd  me  to  fly  here  for  protection.  {Pointing  to  Har- 
court, Moody  walks  about  in  a  rage  ] 

Spark.  This  is  very  fine,  very  fine,  indeed — where'* 
your  ilory  about  Belville  now,  'fquire  Moody  ?  Pri- 
thee don't  chafe  and  llare,  and  ftride,  and  beat  thy 
head,  like  a  mad  tragedy  poet — but  out  with  thy 
tropes  and  figures. 

Moody.  Zounds  !  I  can't  bear  it. 

[Goes  baftily  to  Belville's  door,  and  knocks  bard. 

Alitb.  Dear  brother,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Moody.  The  devil's  the  matter  !  the  devil  and  wo- 
man together.  [Knocks  again..'}  I'll  break  the  door 
down,  if  they  won't  anfwer.  [Knocks  again, 

Ser<v.  [At  the  balcony.]  What  would  your  honour 
pleafe  to  have  ? 

Moody.  Your  mafter,  rafcal  ! 

Ser-v.  He  is  obeying  your  commands,  fir,  and  the 
moment  he  has  finifh'd,  he  will  do  himfelf  the  plea- 
fure  to  wait  on  you. 

Moody.  You  fneering  villain  you— if  your  mafter 
does  not  produce  that  fhe  devil,  who  is  now  with 
him,  and  who,  with  a  face  of  innocence,  has  cheated 
and  undone  me,  I'll  fet  fire  to  his  houfe. 

[Exit  Servant. 

Spark.  Gad  fo !  now  I  begin  to  fmoke  the  bufi- 
nefs.  Well  faid,  fimplicity,  rural  fimplicity  !  Egad  ! 
if  thou  haft  trick'd  Cerberus  here,  I  fhall  be  fo  ra- 
vifh'd,  that  I  will  give  this  couple  a  wedding  dinner. 
Pray,  Mr.  Moody,  who's  damn'd  ridiculous  now  ? 
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Moody.  [Going  to  Sparkifti.]  Look  ye,  fir — don't 
grin,  for  it"  you  dare  to  (hew  your  teeth  at  my  mif- 
fortunes— I'll  dafh  'em  down  your  impudent  throat, 
you  jackanapes. 

Spark,  [quite  calm.]  Very  fine,  faith — but  I  have 
no  weapons  to  butt  with  a  mad  bull,  fo  you  may  tofs 
and  roar  by  yourfelf,  if  you  pleale. 

Belville  appears  in  the  balcony. 

£e/<v.   What  does  my  good  friend  want  with  me  1 

Moody.  Are  you  a  villain,  or  are  you  not  ? 

Selv.  I  have  o  ey'd  your  commands,  fir. 

Moody.  What  have  you  done  with  the  girl,   fir  ? 

Bel--j.   Ma.de  her  my -wife,  as  you  defiled. 

Spark.  Very  true,  I  am  your  witnefs — 'tis  pleafant, 
faith  ;  ha,  ha,  ha  !  [Laughs  to  him/elf. 

Moody.   She's  my  wife,  and  I  demand  her. 
Mrs.  Belville  appears  in  the  balcony, 

Mrs.  Belv.  No,  but  I  an't— What's  the  matter, 
Bud,  are  you  angry  with  me? 

Moody.  How  dare  you  look  me  in  the  face,  cocka- 
trice ? 

Mrs.  Belv.  How  dare  you  look  me  in  the  face, 
Bud  ?  Have  you  not  given  me  to  another,  when  you 
ought  to  have  married  me  yourfelf?  Have  not  you 
pretended  to  be  married  to  me,  when  you  knew  in 
your  confcience  you  was  not? — And  have  not  you 
been  ftiilly-fhally  for  a  long  time  ?  So  that  if  I  had 
not  married  dear  Mr.  Belville,  I  mould  not  have 
married  at  all — fo  I  mould  not. 

Spark.  Extremely  pleafant,  faith;  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Moody.  I  am  ftupified  with  mame,  rage,  and  afto- 
nifhment — my  fate  has  o'ercome  me — I  can  ftruggle 
no  more  with  it.  [Sighs.']  What  is  left  me  ? — I  can- 

not  bear  to  look,  or  be  look'd  upon 1  will  hurry 

down  to  my  oldhoufe,  take  a  twelvemonth's  provifion 
into  it — cut  down  my  draw-bridge,  run  wild  about 
my  garden,  which  (hall  grow  as  wild  as  myfelf — — 
then  will  I  curfe  the  world,  and  every  individual  in  it 
— and  when  my  rage  and  fpirits  fail  me,  I  will  be 
found  dead  among  the  nettles  and  thirties ;  a  woeful 
example  of  the  bafenefsand  treachery  of  one  fex,  and 

of 
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of  the  falfehood,  lying,  perjury,  deceit,  impudence, 
and — damnation  of  the  other.  [£.v/>. 

[Mr.  and  Mrs.  Belville  leave  tbe  balcony.'} 

Spark.  Very  droll,  and  extravagantly  comic,  I 
mult  confefs;  ha,  ha,  ha  !  [Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bel- 
ville.] Look  ye,  Belville,  I  wifh  you  joy,  with  all 
my  heart — you  have  got  the  prize,  and  perhaps  have 

caught  a  tartar — that's  no  bufinefs  of  mine If 

you  want  evidence  for  Mr.  Moody 's  giving  his  con- 
lent  to  your  marriage,  I  fhall  be  ready.  I  bear  no  ill- 
will  to  that  pair,  I  wim  you  happy  [to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Harcourt. ]~tho'  I'm  fure  they'll  be  miferable — and 
fo  your  humble  fervant.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Belv.  I  hope  you  forgive  me,  Alithea,  for 
playing  your  brother  this  trick  ;  indeed  I  mould  have 
only  made  him  and  myfelf  miferable,  had  we  married 
together. 

Alith.  Then  'tis  much  better  as  it  is — But  I  am 
yet  in  the  dark  how  this  matter  has  been  brought 
about.  How  your  innocence,  my  dear,  has  outwitted 
his  worldly  wifdom. 

r     Belv.  If  you  will  walk  in,  madam,  for  a  moment, 

1  we  will  tell  you  our  adventure,  and  confult  with  you 

and  Mr.  Harcourt,  the  moft  likely  means  to  reconcile 

your  brother  to  us — we  will  be  guided  by  you  in  every 

Ikp  we  take. 

Alitb.  And  we  fhall  be  ready  and  happy  %  to  effedl 
fodefirable  an  end. 

Mrs.  Belv.  I  am  fure  I'll  do  any  thing  to  pleafe 
my  Bud  but  marry  him. 


[She  comes  forward,  and  addrej/ei  tbe  audience  in  tbe 
following  EPILOGUE. 

BUT  you,  good  gentry,  wbat  fay  you  to  this  ? 

Tou  are  to  judge  me — have  I  done  ami/s  ? 

J'<ve  reafons  will  convince  you  all,  andftrong  ones, 

Except  old  folks,   who  banker  after  young  onts  $ 

Bud  was  fo  pajfionate,  and  grown  fo  thrifty, 

'  Twas  a  fad  life  :*—and  thtn,  he  was  near  fifty  t 
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Tm  but  nineteen — my  hujband  too  is  young,  '1 

So  /off,  /o  gentle,  fuch  a  winning  tongue  !  > 

Have  I,  pray  ladies  /peak,  done  very  wrong  ?  J 

As  for  poor  Bud,  'twas  honejl  to  deceive  him  ! 
More  virtuous  fure,  to  cb&at  him,  than  to  grie-ve  him. 
{Great  folks,  I  know,  will  call  me  femplejlut, 
~  larry  for  love  !    they  cry,  the  country  Put  ! 

Carriage  with  them's  a  fajhion  -foon  g rcvjs  ceo! 

lut  I'm  far  loving  always,  like  a  fool. 

'        half  my  fortune  I  would  rather  part, 
be  all  finery,  with  an  aching  heart. 

" 'or  thefe  Jtrange  aukward  notions  don't  abufeme\ 
And,  as  I  know  no  better,  pray  excufe  me. 

[Exemt  omnes. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE  three  firft  acls  of  The  Chances,  ori- 
ginally written  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher* 
have  been  much  approved  of;    but  thofe  au- 
thors,   in  this,    as  in    many  other   of  their 
plays,  feeming  to  grow  tired  of  their  fubject 
have  finifhed  it  with  an  unfkilfulnefs  and  im. 
probality,   which  mew,  at   lead,   great  hafte 
and  negligence.     The  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
in  his  edition   of  this  Comedy,   gave  a  new 
turn  and  plan  to  the  two  laft  a<5b,  and  certainly 
added  intereft    and  fpirit  to    the  fable   and 
dialogue  ;  but  the  play,  when  it  came  out  of 
hrs  hands,    was   ftill  more  indecent  than  be- 
fore.    The  familiar,  and  often  irregular,  ver- 
ification of  the  original,   is  prefer ved  in  this 
edition  •,   nor   has   the  prefent  editor  changed 
into    meafure    thofe  parts,  which  the    Duke 
thought    proper  to  write  in    profe.     Should 
this  play  be  thought,  in    its    prefent  (late,    a 
more  decent  entertainment,  it  is  all  the  merit 
that  is  claimed  from  thefe  neceffary,  though 
(light  additions,  and  alterations. 
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ACT       I, 

SCENE,     A  Chamber. 

Enter  Peter  and  Anthony,    fwo  Servants. 

Pet.  \T7OULD  we  were  remov'd  from  this  town, 

VV        Antbony, 

That  we  may  tafte  fome  quiet ;  for  mine  own  part, 
I'm  almoft  melted  with  continual  trotting 
After  enquiries,  dreams,  and  revelations, 
Of  who  knows  whom,  or  where  ?  Serve  wenching  foldier*!" 
I'll  ferve  a  prieft  in  Lent  firft,  and  eat  bell-ropes. 

Anth.  Thou  art  the  forwardeft  fool 

Pet.  Why,  good  tame  Anthony, 
Tell  me  but  this;  to  what  end  came  we  hither? 

Anth.  To  wait  upon  our  mailers. 

Pet.   But  how,  Anthony? 
Anfsver  me  that ;  refolve  me  there,  good  Anthony.. 

Anth.  To  ferve  their  ufes. 

Pet.   Shew  your  ufes,  Anthony. 

Anth.  To  be  employ'd  in  any  thing. 

Pet.   No,   Anthony, 

Not  any  thing  I  take  it,  not  that  thing 
We  travel  to  difcover,  lita  a  new  iflaud  ; 
A>faU  itch  ferve  fuch  ufes ! — I'll  give  'em  warning. 

A  3  Anth. 
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Antb,  Come,  come,  all  will  be  mended :  this  invifible 
Of  infinite  report  for  ill  ape  and  beauty,  [woman. 

That  bred  all  this  trouble  to  no  purpofe, 
They  are  determin'd  now  no  more  to  think  on. 

Pet.  Were  there  ever' 

Men  known  to  run  mad  with  report  before  ? 
Or  wander  after  th.'  t  they  knew  not  wheie 
To  find  ;  or  if  found,  how  to  enjoy?   Are  mens  brains 
Made  now-a-days  with  malt,   that  their  affections 
Are  never  fober;  but,  like  drunken  people, 
Founder  at  every  new  fame  ?  1  do  believe  too 
That  men  in-love  are  ever  iiruukr  as  drunken  men, 
Are  ever  loving. 

Anth.  Piithee  be  thou  fober, 

And  know  that  they  are  none  of  thofe,  not  guilty 
Of  the  lead  vanity  of  love ;  only  a  doubt 
Fame  might  too  far  report,  or  rather  flatter 
The  graces  of  this  woman,  ma'ie  them  curious 
To  find  the  truth  ;  which,  fince  they  find  fo 
Lock'd  up  from  their  fearches,  they  are  now  refolv'd 
To  give  the  wonder  over. 

Pet.  Would  they  wererefblvM 
To  give  me  fome  new  flioes  too;  for  I'll  be  fvvorn 
Thefe  are  e'en  worn:  out  to  the  reafonable  foles 
Jn  their  good  worfhips  bufinefs :    and  fome  fleep 
Would  not  do  much  amifs,  unlefs  they  mean 
To  make  a  bell-man  of  me  :  here  they  come-       {Exeunt. 
Enter  Don  John  and  Frederick. 

John.  I  would  we  could  have  fcen  htr  tho'  :  for  fure 
She  muft  be  fome  rare  creature,  or  report  lies : 
All  mens  reports  too. 

Fred.  I  could  well  wifh  I  had  feen  Conjiantiu  ; 
But  fince  flie  is  fo  conceal'd,  plac'd  where 
No  knowledge  can  come  near  her,  fo  guarded 
As  'twere  impoflible  tho'  known,  to  reach  her, 
I  have  made  up  my  belief. 

J-ohn.  Hang  me  from  this  hour, 
If  I  more  think  upon  her; 
But  as  me  came  a  ftrange  report  unto  me, 
So  the  next  fame  fliall  lofe  her. 

*>& 
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Fred.  'Tis  the  next  way; 
But  whither  are  you  walking? 

John.  My  old  round, 
After  my  meat,  and  then  to  bed. 

Fred.   Your  fervant  then 

John.  Will  not  youftir? 

Fred.  I  have  a  little  bufinefs. 

John.  I'd  lay  my  life,  this  lady  ftill. 

Fred.  Then  you  would  lofeit. 

John.  Pray  let's  walk  together. 

Fred.   Now  I  cannot. 

John.  I  have  fomething  to  impart. 

Fred.  An  hour  hence 
I  will  not  mifs  to  meet  you. 

John.  Where? 

Fred.  T  th'  High-ilreet : 
For,  not  to  lye,  I  have  a  few  devotions 
To  do  firit,  and  then  I  am  your's,  Don  John. 

John.  Devotions,  Frederick!  well  I  leave  you  to  'em : 
Speed  you  well — but  remember— 

Frttt.  I  will  not  fail.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,     A  Street. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Antonio,  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Ant.  Cut  his  wind-pipe,  I  fay. 

1  Gent.   Fie,   Antonio. 

Ant.  Or  knock  his  brains  out  firft,  and  then  forgive 
If  you  do  thruft,  be  fure  it  be  to  th'  hilts,  [him  : 

A  furgeon  may  fee  through  him. 

1  Gent.  You  are  too  violent. 

2  Gent.  Too  open,  indifcreet. 
Petr.  Am  I  not  ruined  ? 

The  honour  of  my  houfe  crack'd  ?  my  blood  poifon'd  ? 
My  credit  and  my  name  ? 

2  Gent.  Be  fure  it  be  fo, 

Before  you  ufe  this  violence.     Let  not  doubt, 
And  a  fufpecling  anger  fo  much  fway  you  : 
Your  wifdom  may  be  queilion'd. 

Ant.  I  fay  kill  him, 
And  thendifpute  thecaufe. 

A  4  2  Gent. 
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2  Gent.  Hang  up  a  true  man, 
Becaufe  'tis  polfible  he  may  be  thievim? 
Alas !  is  this  good  juftice  ? 

Pctr.  I  know  as  certain 
As  day  mult  come  again,  as  clear  as  truth, 
And  open  as  belief  can  lay  it  to  me, 
That  I  am  bafely  wrong'd,  wrong'd  above  recompence, 
Malicioufly  abus'd,  blafted  for  ever 
In  name  and  honour,  loft  to  all  remembrance, 
But  what  is  fmear'd  and  fhameful :  I  muit  kill  him, 
Neceifity  compels  me. 

1  G°nt.  But  think  better. 

Petr.  There's  no  other  cure  left ;  yet  witnefa  with  me 
All  that  is  fair  in  man,  all  that  is  noble, 
I  am  not  greedy  of  his  life  I  feek  for,  [Able, 

Nor  thirft  to  fhed  man's  blood  j  and  would  'twere  pof- 
I  wifh  it  from  my  foul, 

My  fword  mould  only  kill  his  crimes :  no,    'tis 
Honour,  honour,  my  noble  friends,  that  idol  honour, 
That  all  the  world  now  worfliips,  not  Petruchio, 
Muft  do  this  juftice. 

Ant.  Let  it  once  be  done, 
And  'tis  no  matter,  whether  you  or  honour, 
Or  both  be  acceflary. 

2  Gent.  Do  you  weigh,  Petrucbio, 

The  value  of  the  perfon,  power,  and  greatnefs, 
And  what  this  fjpark  may  kindle? 

Petr.  To  perform  it, 
So  much  I  am  tied  to  reputation, 
And  credit  of  my  houfe,  let  it  raife  wild-fires, 
And  ftorms  that  tofs  me  into  everlafting  ruin, 
Yet  I  muft  through — if  you  dare  fide  me — 

Ant.  Dare! 

Say  we  were  all  fure  to  die  in  this  venture, 
As  I  am  confident  againft  it ;  is  there  any 
Amongft  us  of  fo  fat  a  fenfe,  fo  pamper'd, 
Would  chiife  luxurioufly  to  liea-bed, 
And  purge  away  his  fpirit  ?  fend  his  foul  out 
In  fugar-fops,  and  fyrups  ?  give  me  dying, 
As  dying  ought  to  be,  upon  my  enemy; 
Let  'em  be  all  the  world,  and  bring  along 
C«/Vsenvy  with  them — I  will  on. — 

i  Gent. 
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I  Gent.  We'll  follow. 

Petr.   You're  friends  indeed ! 

i  Gent.   Here  is  none  will  fly  from  you  ; 
Do  it  in  what  defign  you  pleafe,  we'll  back  you. 

Petr.  That's  fpoken  heartily. 

Ant.  And  he  that  flinches, 
May  he  die  loufy  ia  a  ditch. 

I  Gent.  Is  the  caufe  fo  mortal  ?  nothing  but  his  life? 

Petr.  Believe  me, 

A  lefs  offence  has  been  the  defolation 
Of  a  whole  name. 

1  Gent.  No  other  way  to  purge  it? 
Petr.  There  is,  but  never  to  be  hop'd  for. 

2  Gent.  Think  an  hour  more, 

And  if  then  you  find  no  fafer  road  to  guide  you, 
We'll  fet  our  reft  too. 

Ant.  Mine's  up  already, . 
And  hang  him  for  my  part,  goes  lefs  than  life.  [Exeunt. . 

Enter  Don  John. 

'John.   The  civil  order  of  this  city,  Naples, 
Makes  it  belov'd  and  honour'd  of  all  travellers, 
As  a  mofl  fafe  retirement  in  all  troubles ; 
Befide  the  wholefcme  feat,  and  noble  temper 
Of  thofe  minds  that  inhabit  it,  fafely  wife, 
And  to  all  ftrangers  courteous  :  but  I  fee 
My  admiration  has  drawn  night  upon  me, 
And  longer  to  cxpefl  my  friend  may  pull  me 
Into  fufpicion  of  too  late  aftirrer, 
Which  all  good  governments  are  jealous  of. 
I'll  home,  and  think  at  liberty :  yet  certain, 
'Tis  not  fo  far  night  as  1  thought ;  for  fee, 
A  fair  houfe  yet  ftands  open,  yet  all  about  it         [play: 
Are  clofe,  and  no  lights  llirring;    there  may  be  foul 
I'll  venture  to  look  in — If  there  be  knaves, 
I  may  do  a  good  office. 

Within.   Signior. 

John.  What?  How  is  this? 

Within.    Signior  Fabritio. 

John.  I'll  go  nearer. 

A  5  ,  Within. 
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Within.   Fabritio. 

John.  This  is  a  woman's  tongue,   here  may  be  good 

Within.  Who's  there?  Fabritio?  [dene, 

John.   Ay. 

Within.  Where  are  you  ? 

John.  Here. 

Within.  O  come,  for  Heaven's  fake ! 

John.  I  muft  fee  what  this  means. 

Enter  a  Woman  with  a  Child.  [noife  ; 

Worn.  I  have  ftay'd  this  long  hour  for  you,   make  no 
For  things  are  in  ftrange  trouble — here — be  fecret, 
'Tis  worth  your  care :  be  gone  now  ;  more  eyes  watch  us 
Than  may  be  for  our  fafeties. 

John.  Hark  ye — 

Worn.   Peace;  good-night.         [Exit /hutting  (he  door. 

John.  She's  gone,  and  I  am  loaden — fortune  for  me! 
It  weighs  well,  and  it  feels  well;  it  may  chance 
To  be  fome  pack  of  worth :  by  the  mafs  'tis  heavy ! 
If  it  be  coin  or  jewels,  'tis  worth  welcome. 
I'll  ne'er  refufe  a  fortune — I  am  confident 
'Tis  of  no  common  price :   now  to  my  lodging : 
If  it  be  right,  I'll  blefs  this  night !  [Exit. 

SCENE,     Another  Street. 
Enter  Duke  and  three  Gentlemen. 

Duke.  Welcome  to  town,  are  ye  all  fit  ? 

1  Gent.   To  point,  fir. 
Duke.  Where  are  the  horfes  ? 

2  Gent.  Where  they  were  appointed. 

Duke.  Be  private  all,  and  whatfoever  fortune 
Offer  idelf,  let  us  ftand  fure. 

3  Gent.  Fear  not; 

Ere  you  fhall  be  endanger'd,  or  deluded, 
We'll  make  a  black  night  cn't. 
Duke.  No  more,  I  know  it ; 
You  know  your  quarters  ? 

1  Gent.  Will  you  go  alone,  fir? 

Duke.  You  fhall  not  be  far  from  me,  the  leaft  noife 
Shall  bring  you  to  my  rcfcue. 

2  Gent.  We  are  counfell'd.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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Enter  Don  John,  with  a  child  crying. 
John.  Was  ever  man  fo  paid  for  being  curious  ? 
Ever  fo  bobb'd  for  fearching  out  adventures,     [peeping 
As  1  am  ?  Did   the  devil   lead  me !  muft  I  needs  be 
Into  mens  houfes  where  1  had  no  bufmefs, 
And  make  myfelf  a  mifchief  ?  'Tiswell  carry'd  ! 
I  mutt  take  other  mens  occasions  on  me, 
And  be  I  know  not  whom  :  moll  finely  handled  ! 
What  have  I  got  by  this  now  ?  What's  the  purchafe  ? 
A  piece  of  pap  and  caudle-work — a  child, 
Indeed  an  infidel  :  this  comes  of  peeping  ! 
What  a  figure  do  I  make  now  ! — good  white  bread, 
Let's  have  no  bawling  wi'ye' ;  'fdeath,  have  I 
Known  wenches  thus  long,  all  the  ways  of  wenches, 
Their  fnares  and  fubtilties  ?  Have  I  read  over 
All  their  fchool-learning,  fludied  their  quirks  and  quid- 
And  am  I  now  bumfiddled  with  a  baftard  ?  [dits, 

At  my  age  too  !  fie  upon't  ! — Well,  Don  John, 
You'll  be  wifer  one  day,  when  you  have  paid  dearly 
Fora  collec'tion  of  thefe  butter  prints  ! 
'Twould  not  grieve  me  to  keep  this  ginger-bread, 
V/ere  it  of  my  own  baking  ;   but  to  beggar 

Myfelf  in  caudles,  nurfes,  coral,  bells  and  babies, 

For  other  mens  iniquities !   a  little 

Troubles  me  ;  —  what  fhall  I  do  with  it  now  ? 

Should  I  be  caught  here  dandling  this  pap-fpoon, 

I  mall  be  fung  in  ballads  ;  'prentice  boys 

Will  call  me  nick  names  as  I  pafs  the  ftreets  ; 

I  can't  bear  it ! — no  eyes  are  near — I'll  drop  it 

For  the  next  curious  coxcomb  —  how  it  fmiles  upon  me  ! 

Ha!  you  little  fugar-fop ! 'tis  a  fweet  baby  ; 

'Twere  barb'rous  to  leave  it — ten  to  one  would  kill  it ; 

Worfe  fin  than  his  who  got  it — Well,  I'll  take  it, 

And  keep  it  as  they  keep  death's  head  in  rings, 

To  cry  memento  to  me. — No  more  peeping  ! 

Now  all  the  danger  is  to  qualify 

The  good  old  gentlewoman,  at  whofe  houfe  we  lodge ; 

For  flie  will  fall  upon  me  with  a  catechifm 

Of  four  hours  long — I  mult  endure  all ; 

For  I  will  know  this  mother — Come,  good  wonder, 

Let  you  and  I  be  jogging — vour  ftarv'd  treble 

A  6  Will 
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Will  waken  the  rude  watch  elfe. — All  that  be 
Curious  night-walkers  may  they  find  my  fee.  [Exit. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.   Sure  he's  gone  home  :  I've  beaten  all  the  pur- 
But  cannot  bolt  him  ! — what's  here  !  [liens, 

Enter  \Jl  Conftantia. 

i  Con.  I  am  ready, 

And  through  a  world  of  dangers  am  flown  to  you  ; 
Be  full  of  hafle  and  care,  \ve  are  undone  elfe  : 
Where  are  your  people  ?  which  way  mult  we  travel  ? 
For  Heaven's  fake  ftay  not  here,  fir. 

Fred.  What  may  this  prove  ? 

i  Con.  Alas  !  I  am  miflaken,  loft,  undone, 
For  ever  perifh'd  !  fir,  for  Heaven's  fake  tell  me, 
Are  you  a  gentleman  ? 

Fred.  I  am. 

I  Con.   Of  this  place  ? 

Fred.   No,  born  in  Spain. 

i  Con.   As  ever  you  lov'd  honour, 
As  ever  your  defires  may  gain  their  ends, 
Do  a  poor  wretched  woman  but  this  benefit, 
For  I  am  forc'd  to  truft  you. 

Fred.  You  have  charm 'd  me, 
Humanity  and  honour  bids  me  help  you  : 
And  if  I  fail  your  truft 

I  Con,   The  time's  too  dangerous 
To  flay  your  protections :  I  believe  you, 
Alas  !  I  muft  believe  you :   from  this  place, 
Good  noble  fir,  remove  meinftantly. 
And  for  a  time,   where  nothing  but  yourfelf, 
And  honeft  converfation  may  come  near  me, 
In  fome  fecure  place  fettle  me  :  What  I  am, 
And  why  thus  boldly  I  commit  my  credit 
Into  a  ftranger's  hand,  the  fear  and  dangers 
That  force  me  to  this  wild  courfe,  at  more  Icifura 
I  mall  reveal  unto  you. 

Fred.  Come,   be  heartA', 

He  muft  ftri  ke  th  ro'  my  life  that  takes  you  from  me.  [Ex. 
Enter  Petruchio,  Antonio,  and  l<wo  Gentlemen. 

Petr.  lie  will  fure  come.     Are  you  all  well  arm'd  ? 

Ant. 
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Ant.  Never  fear  us : 
Here's  that  will  make  'em  dance  without  a  fiddle. 

Petr.  We  are  to  look  for  no  weak  foes,  my  friends, 
Nor  unadvifed  ones. 

Ant.  Belt  garnefters  make  the  belt  play  ; 
We  mall  fight  clofe  and  home  too. 

I  Gent.  Antoni\y 
You  are  a  thought  too  bloody. 

Ant.   Why  all  phyficians, 
And  penny  almanacks,  allow  the  opening 
Of  veins  this  month.  Why  do  you  talk  of  bloody  ? 
What  come  we  for,  to  fall  to  cuffs  for  apples  ? 
What,  would  you  make  the  caufe  a  cudgel  quarrel  ? 
On  what  terms  Hands  this  man  ?  Is  not  his  honour 
Open'd  t'  his  hand,  and  pick'd  out  like  an  oyfter  ? 
His  credit  like  a  quart-pot  knock'd  together, 
Able  to  hold  no  liquor?  —  Clear  out  this  point. 

Petr.  Speak  foftly,  gentle  coufin. 

Ant.  1'ilfpeak  truly. 

What  fliould  men  do,  ally'd  to  thefe  difgraces, 
Lick  o'er  his  enemy,  fit  down,  and  dance  him  ? 
Cry,  that's  my  fine  boy  !  thou'lt  do  fo  no  more,  child. 

Petr.  Here  are  no  fuch  cold  pities. 

Ant.    By  St.  Jaqaes, 

They  fnall  not  £nd  me  one!  here's  old  tough  Andrew* 
A  fpecial  friend  of  mine,  and  he  but  hold, 
I'll  ftrike  'em  fuch  a  horn-pipe  :  Knocks  I  come  for, 
And  the  beft  blood  I  light  on  ;  I  profefs  it, 
Not  to  fcare  coftermcngers ;  if  I  lofe  my  own, 
My  audit's  cait,  and  farewel  five-and-fifty. 

Petr.  Let's  talk  no  longer,  place  yourielf  with  filence, 
As  I  direft  you ;   and  when  time  calls  us, 
As  you  are  friends,  fo  fhew  yourfelves. 

Ant.   So  be  it ; 
O  how  my  fingers  tingle  to  be  at  'em  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,     A  Chamber. 

Enter  Don  John  and  his  Landlady. 

Land.  Nr.y,  fon,  if  this  be  your  regard. 
John.  Good  mother. 

Its*. 


i4  THE     CHANCES. 

Land.  Good  me  no  goods,  your  coufm  and  yourfelf 
Are  welcome  to  me,  whillt  you  bear  yourfelves 
Like  honeit  and  true  gentlemen  :   bring  hither 
To  my  houfe,   that  have  ever  been  reputed 
A  gentlewoman  of  a  decent,  and  fair  carriage, 
And  fo  behav'd  myfelf— — — 

John.  I  know  you  have. 

Land.  Bring  hither,  as  I  fay,  to  make  my  name 
Stink  in  my  neighbour's  noftrils,  your  devices, 
Your  brats  got  out  of  allicant  and  broken  oaths : 
Your  linfey-woolfey  work,  your  hafty-puddings  1 
I  fofter  up  your  filch'd  iniquities  ! 
You're  deceiv'd  in  me,  fir,  I  am  none 
Of  thofe  receivers. 

John.  Have  I  not  fworn  unto  you, 
'Tis  none  of  mine,   and  fhew'd  you  how  I  found  it? 

LantL  You  found  an  eafy  fool  that  let  you  get  it. 

John.  Will  you  hear  me  ? 

Land.  Oaths !  what  care  you  for  oaths  to  gain  your 

ends, 

V/hen  you    are  high  and  pamper'd  ?  what  faint  know 
Or  what  religion  but  your  wicked  paffions  ?  [you? 

I'm  fick  to  fee  this  dealing. 

John.  Heaven  forbid,  mother! 

Land.  Nay,  I  am  very  fick, 

John.  Who  waits  there  ? 

>/•/.  Sir!  \Witbl*. 

John.  Bring  a  bottle  of  Canary  wine. 

Land.  Exceeding  fick,  Heaven  help  me ! 

John:  Haite  you,  firrah  ! 
I  maft  e'en  make  her  drunk — Nay,  gentle  mother. 

Land.   Now  fie  upon  you  !  was  it  for  this  purpofe 
You  fetch'd  your  evening  walks  for  your  devotions, 
For  this  pretended  holinefs  ?  No  weather, 
Not  before  day,  could  hold  you  from  the  mattins  : 
V/ere  thefe  your  bo-peep  prayers  ?  you've  pray'd  well, 
And  with  a  learned  zeal  watch'd  well  too  ;  your  faint 
It  feems  was  pleas'd  as  well. — Still  ficker,  ficker! 

Enter  Peter  <witb  a  bottle  of  ivitte. 
John.  There's  no  talking  to  her  till!  have  drench'd  her: 

Give 


THE     CHANCES.  15 

Give  me  :  here,  mother,  take  a  good  round  draught. 

[Exit  Peter. 

It  will  purge  fpleen  from  your  fpirits ;  deeper,  mother. 
Land.  Ay,  ay,  fon,  you  imagine  tliis  will  mend  all. 

John.  All  1'iaith,  mother. 

Land.  I  confefs  the  wine 
Will  do  its  part. 

John.  I'll  pledge  you. 

Land.   But,  fon  John. 

John.  I  know  your  meaning,  mother,  touch  it  once 

more. 

Alas,  you  look  not  well !  take  a  round  draught, 
It  warms  the  blood  well,  and  reflores  the  colour. 
And  then  we'll  talk  at  large. 

Land.  A  civil  gentleman  ! 
A  Itranger  !  one  the  town  holds  a  good  regard  of! 

John.  Now  we  grow  kind  and  maudlin. 

Land.  One  that  ihould  weigh  his  fair  name  !   0h,  a 
ftitch  ! 

John.  There's  nothing  better  for  a  flitch,  good  mother, 
M;ike  no  fpare  of  it,   as  you  love  your  health ; 
Mince  not  the  matter. 

Land.  As  I  faid,  a  gentleman  lodge  in  my  houfe ! 
Now  Heav'n's  my  comfort,   Slgnior  ! 

Jck*.  And  the  wine  good,  mother 

I  look'd  for  this. 

Land.  I  did  not  think  you  would  have  us'd  me  thus  j 
A  woman  of  credit,  one,  Heav'n  kuows, 
That  loves  you  but  too  tenderly. 

John.   The  thunder  ceafes  and  the  rain  defcends. 

Land.  What  do  you  fay,  fon? 

'Jolri.  I  fay,  mother, 
That  i  ever  found  your  kindnefs,  and  acknowlcdg'd  it. 

Land.   No,   no,   I'm  a  fool  to  counfel  you.    Where's 

the  infant  ? 
Come  let's  fee  your  workmanihip. 

Join.  It  is  none  of  mine,  mother,  but  I'll  fetch  it. — 
Here  it  is,  and  a  luity  one. 

[Exit,    and  ret  urn  with  the  Child. 

Land.  O  Heav'n  blefs  thee! 
Thou  hadil  a  halty  making  ;  but  the  beft  is, 

'Tis 
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'Tis  many  a  good  man's  fortune  :  As  I  live, 
Your  own  eyes,  Signior  ;  and  the  nether  lip 
As  like  you,  as  you  had  fpit  it. 

John.  I'm  glad  on't. 

Land.  Blefs  me,  what  things  are  thefe  ? 

John.  I  thought  my  labour 
Was  not  all  loft ;  'tis  gold,  and  thefe  are  jewels, 
Both  rich  and  right,  I  hope. 

Land.  Well,  well,  fon  John, 
I  fee  you  are  a  wood-man  and  can  chufe 
Your  deer,  th»'  it  be  i'  th'  dark ; 
Here  I  am  with  you  r.ow,  when,  as  they  fay, 
Your  pleafure  comes  with  profit ;  '  when  you  muft  need* 

'  do, 

'  Do  where  you  may  be  done  to  ;  'tis  a  wifdom 
'  Becomes  a  yoang  man  well' 

John.   Confound  your  proverbs. 
All  this  time,  good  mother, 
The  child  wants  looking  too,  wants  meat  and  nurfes. 

Land.  Now  blefling  o'  thy  heart,  it  mail  have  all* 
And  inftantly ;  I'll  feeka  nurfe  myfelf,  fon. 
'Tis  a  fweet  child  ;  ah,   my  young  Spaniard  ! 
Take  you  no  further  care,  fir. 

John.  Yes,  of  thefe  jewels, 

I  muft,  by  your  good  leave,  mother ;  thefe  are  mine.: 
The  gold  for  bringing  up  on't,  I  freely  render 
To  yonr  charge  :  for  the  reft  I'll  find  a  mailer. 
But  where's  Don  Frederick,  mother  ? 

Land.  Ten  to  one, 

About  the  like  adventure  ;  he  told  me 
He  was  to  find  you  out. 

John.  Why  mould  he  ftay  thus  ?• 
There  may  be  feme  ill  chance  in't;  fleep  I  will  not, 
Before  I  have  found  him. 

Well,  my  dear  mother,  let  the  child  be  look'd  too  ; 
And  look  you  to  be  rewarded. — About  it 
Straight,  good  mother. 

Land.  No  more  words,  nor  no  more  children, 
Good  fon,  as  you  love  me — thh  may  do  well : 
This  mail  do  well  :  eh  !  you  little  fweet  cherub  ! 

£xit  Lund,  uv;/^  the  Child. 
John. 
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John.  So,  fo,  I  thought  the  wine  wou'd  do5ts  duty  : 
She'll  kill  the  child  with  kindnefs  ;  t'other  glafs, 
And  /he  had  raviih'd  me :    There  is  no  way 
Of  bringing  women  of  her  age  to  reafon 
But  by  this — girls  of  fifteen  are  caught 
Fifty  ways,  they  bite  as  fait  as  you  throw  in ; 
But  with  the  old  cold  'tis  difPrent  dealing. 
'Tis  wine  muft  warm  them  to  their  fenfe  of  feeling. 

\Exit. 


A  C  T  II.     SCENE    Jt  Cbamltr. 

Enter  Frederick  and  Anthony,  nuith  a  candle. 
Fred,        ^  J  V  E  me  the  candle  ;  fo,  go  you  out  that 


way. 

Anth.  What  have  we  now  to  do  ? 

Fred,  And  on  your  life,  firrah, 

Let  none  come  near  the  door  without  my  knowledge  ; 
No,  not  my  landlady,  nor  my  friend. 

Anth.  'Tis  done,  fir. 

Fred.  Nor  any  ferious  bufmefs  that  concern*  me. 

Anth.  Is  the  wind  there  again  ? 

Fred.  Be  gone. 

Anth.  I  am,  fir,  [Exit. 

Fred.  Now  enter  without  fear 

Enter  \Jl  Conftantia  with  a  jewel. 
And,  noble  lady, 

That  fafety  and  civility  you  wim  for 
Shall  truly  here  attend  you  :   no  rude  tongue 
Nor  rough  behaviour  knows  this  place  ;  no  wimes 
Beyond  the  moderation  of  a  man, 
Dare  enter  here.    Your  own  defires  and  innocence, 
Join'd  to  my  vow'd  obedience,  mall  protect  you. 

I  Con.  You  are  truly  noble, 
And  worth  a  woman's  truit  :  let  it  become  me, 
(I  do  bcfcechyou,  fir)  for  all  your  kinduefs, 
To  render  with  my  thanks  this  worthlefs  trifle  : 
1  naay  be  longer  troublefome. 

Fred, 
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Fred.  Fair  offices 

Are  ftill  their  own  rewards  ;   Heavens  blefs  me,  lady, 
From  felling  civil  courtefies.     May  it  pleafe  you, 
Jf  you  will  force  a  favour  to  oblige  me, 
Draw  but  that  cloud  afide,  to  fatisfy  me 
For  what  good  angel  I  am  engag'd. 

I    Con.  It  (hall  be  ; 

For  I  am  truly  confident  you  are  honefl : 
The  piece  is  fcarce  worth  looking  on. 

Fred.  Ti  lift  me, 

The  abftraft  of  all  beauty,  foul  of  fweetnefs ! 
Defend  me,  honed  thoughts,  I  mall  grow  wild  elfe  ! 
What  eyes  are  there  ! — good  blood  be  temperate, 
I  muft  Iqok  off:  too  excellent  an  objeft 
Confounds  the  fenfe  that  fees  it :  noble  lady, 
Jf  there  be  any  further  fervice  to  calt  on  me, 
Let  it  be  worth  my  life,  fo  much  I  honour  you— — 

i  Ccn,  You  fervice  is  too  liberal,  worthy  fir. 
Thus  far  I  fhall  in  treat- 

Fred.  Command  me,  lady  : 
You  make  your  power  too  poor. 

i  Ccn.  That  prefently, 
With  all  convenient  hafte,  you  will  retire 
Unto  the  ftreet  you  found  me  in. 

Fred.  'Tis  done. 

i  Con.  There,  if  ycil  find  a  gentleman  opprefs'd 
With  force  and  violence,  do  a  man's  office, 
And  draw  your  fword  to  refcue  him. 

Fred.  He's  fafe, 

Be  what  he  will ;  and  let  his  foes  be  devils, 
Arm'd  with  your  beauty,  I  mail  conjure  'em. 
Retire,  this  key  will  guide  you :  all  things  necefTary 
Are  there  before  you. 

i  Con.  All  my  prayers  go  with  you.  [Exit. 

Fred.  Men  fay  gold 

Does' all,  engages  all,  works  thro*  all  dangers: 
Now  J  fay,  beauty  can  do  more.    The  king's  exchequer, 
Nor  all  his  wealthy  Indies,  could  not  draw  me 
Thro*  half  thofe  miferies  this  piece  of  pleafure 
Might  make  me  leap  into  :  we  are  all  like  fea-charts, 
All  our  endeavours  and  our  motions 

(As 
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(As  they  do  to  the  north)  ftill  point  at  beauty, 

Still  at  the  fhireft  ;  yet  to  her,  I  vow, 

V  ilef.  it  be  her  own  free  gratitude, 

My  hopes  (hall  die,  and  my  tongue  rot  within  me. 

'lire  I  infringe  my  faith — now  to  my  refcue —        [Exit. 

SCENE,     A  Street. 

Enter  Duke,   purfifd  by   Petruchio,    Antonio,  and  t but 
party. 

Duke.  You  will  not  all  opprefs  me  ? 

Ant.  Kill  him  i*  th'  wanton  eye  : 
Let  me  come  to  him. 

John.  Then  you  fhall  buy  me  dearly.      [They  fight,  the 
Enter  Don  John.  Duke  falls. 

John.   Sure  'tis  fighting  ! 
My  friend  may  be  engag'd  :  fie,  gentlemen, 
This  is  unmanly  odds  j  prefs  upon 
A  fall'n  enemy  ! — it  is  cowardly — 
Thus  will  I  protect  him  ! —       [Don  John  1,-ftrides  llm. 

Ant.  I'll  flop  your  mouth,  fir. 

John.  Nay,  then  have  at  thee  freely  : 
There's  a  plumb,  fir,  to  fatisfy  your  longing. 

Petr.  He's  fallen  ;  I  hope  I  have  fped  him  : 
Where's  Antonio? 

Ant.  I  muft  have  one  thruft  more,  fir. 

John.  Come  up  to  me. 

Ant.  A  mifchief  confound  your  fingers. 
He's  given  me  my  quietus  eft  ;  I  felt  him 
In  my  fmall  guts ;  I'm  lure  he's  feez'd  me  ; 
This  comes  of  tiding  with  you. 

Petr.  I  hear  more  refcue  coming.     [Trampling  within. 

Ant.  Let's  turn  back  then  ; 
My  fkull's  uncloven  yet,  let  me  but  kill  ! 

Petr.  Away,  for  Heav'n's  fake,  with  him. 

[They  hurry  him  off\ 
Enter  the  Duke'/  party. 

John.  Help,  gentlemen — how  is  it? 

Dike.  Well,  fir, 
Only  a  little  ftagger'd. 

Duke's  Party.  Let's  purfue  'em. 

Duke.  No,  not  a  man,  I  charge  you  :  thanks,  good  coat, 
Thou  haft  fav'dme  a  fhre\s  d  welcome  j  'twas  put  home, 

With 
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With  a  good  mind  too,  I'm  fure  on't. 

John.  Are  you  fafe  then  ? 

Duke.   My   thanks  to   you,    brave  fir,   whofe  timely 
And  manly  courtefy,  came  to  my  refcue.  [valour, 

John.  You  had  foul  play  offer'd  you,  and  fliame  befal 
That  can  pafs  by  oppreffion.  [him. 

Duke.  May  I  crave,  fir, 

But  this  much  honour  more,  to  know  your  name, 
And  him  I  am  fo  bound  to  ? 

John.  For  the  bond,  fir, 

'Tis  every  good  man's  tie  :   to  know  me  further, 
Will  little  profit  you  ;  1  am  a  ftran^er, 
My  country  Spain,  my  name  Don  John,  a  gentleman. 
That. came  abroad  to  travel. 

Duke.  I  have  heard,  fir, 
Much  worthy  mention  of  you,  yet  I  find 
Fame  fhort  of  what  you  are. 

John.  You  are  pleas'd,  fir, 
To  exprefs  your  courtefy  :  May  I  demand 
As  freely  what  you  are,  and  what  mifchance 
Call  you  into  this  danger  ? 

Duke.  For  this  prefent 

I  muft  defire  your  pardon  :  You  mail  know  me 
'Ere  it  be  long,  fir,  and  a  nobler  thanks, 
Than  now  my  will  can  render. 

John.  Your  will's  your  own,  fir.  [Looking  about. 

Duke.  What  is't  you  look  for,  fir  ?  have  you  loft  any 
thing  ? 

John.  Only  my  hat  i*  th'  fcnffle ;  fure  thefe  fellows 
were  nigh-fnaps, 

Duke.  No,  believe  me,  fir:  pray  ufe  mine. 
For  'twill  be  hard  to  find  your  own  now. 

John.  Indeed  I  cannot. 

Duke .  Indeed  you  mall ;  I  can  command  another : 
I  do  befeech  you  honour  me. 

John.  Well,  fir,  then  I  will, 
And  fo  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Duke.  Within  thefe  few  days 
I  hope  I  ihall  be  happy  in  your  knowledge  ; 
Till  when  I  love  your  mem'ry.       [Exit  with  bis  party* 

John.  And  I  your's  : 
This  is  fome  noble  fellow  !' 

Enter 
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Enter  Frederick. 

F-cd.  'Tis  his  tongue  fure  : 
Don  John  ! 

John.  Don  Frederick  ! 

Fred.   You're  fairly  met,   fir! 

Prithee  tell  me  what  revelation  hafl  thou  had  to-night, 
That  home  was  never  thought  of? 

John.  Revelations! 

I'll  tell  thee,  Frederick:  But  before  I  tell  thee, 
Settle  thy  underftanding. 

Fred.  'Tis  prepar'd,  fir. 

John.  Why  then  mark  what  mall  follow  : 
This  night,  Frederick,  this  wicked  night        • 

Fred.  I  thought  no  lefs. 

John.  This  blind  night 

What  doft  thou  think  1  have  got? 

Fred.  What  fuch  wanton  fellows  ought  get. 

John.  Would  'twere  no  worfe :  You  talk  of  revelations : 
I  have  got  a  revelation  will  reveal  me 
An  errant  coxcomb  whilft  I  live. 

Fred.  Whatis't? 
Thou  haft  loft  nothing  ? 

John.  No,  I  have  got,  I  tell  thee. 

Fred.  What  haft  thou  got  ? 

John.  One  of  the  infantry,  a  child. 

Fred.  How  ? 

John.  A  chopping  child,  man. 

Fred.  Give  you  joy,  fir. 

John.  I'll  give  it  you,  fir,  if  it  is  joy. — Fretl'ricJtf 
This  town's  abominable,  that's  the  truth  of  it. 

Fred.  I  ftill  told  you,  John, 

Your  wenching  muft  come  home  ;  I  counfcll'd  you, 
But  where  no  grace  is • 

John.  'Tis  none  of  mine,  man. 

Fred.  Anfwer  the  pariah  fo. 

John.  Cheated  in  troth, 
Peeping  into  a  houfe,  by  whom  I  know  not, 
Nor  where  to  find  the  place  again  ;  no,  Frederick, 
'Tis  no  poor  one, 

That's  my  belt  comfort,  for't  has  brought  about  it 
Enough  to  make  it,  man. 

Fred.  Where  is't  ? 

John.  At  home. 

Fred. 
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Fred.  A  fa ving  voyage  :  But  what  will  you  fay,  Sig- 
To  him  that  fearching  out  your  ferious  worihip,  [nior, 
Has  met  a  ftranger  fortune  ? 

John.  How,   good  Frederick  f 
A  militant  girl  to  this  boy  would  hit  it. 

Fred.  No,  mine's  a  nobler  venture  :  What  do  you 

think,  fir, 

Of  a  diftrefled  lady,  one  whofe  beauty 
Would  over-fell  all  Italy  ? 

John.  Where  is  me  ? 

Fred.  A  woman  of  that  rare  behaviour, 
So  qualify'd,  as  love  and  admiration 
Dwell  round  about  her  ;  of  that  perfeft  fpirit ! — 

John.   Ay  marry,  fir. 

Fred.  That  admirable  carriage, 
That  fweetnefs  in  difcourfe  ;  young  as  the  morning, 
Her  blujhes  ftaining  his. 

John.  But  where's  chis  creature  ? 
Shew  me  but  that. 

Fred.  That's  all  one,  fhe's  forth-coming. 
I  have  her  fure,  boy. 

John.   Hark'ee,   Frederick, 
What  truck  betwixt  my  infant  ? 

Fred.  'Tis  too  light,  fir, 
Stick  to  your  charge,  good  Don  John,  I  am  well. 

John.  But  is  there  fuch  a  wench  ? 

Fred.  Firft  tell  me  this  : 
Did  you  not  lately,  as  you  walk'd  along, 
Difcover  people  that  were  arm'd,  and  hkely 
To  do  offence  ? 

John.  Yes,  marry,  and  they  urg'd  it, 
As  far  as  they  had  fpirit. 

Fred.  Pray  go  forward. 

John.  A  gentleman  I  found  engag'd  amongft  '«jm, 
It  leems  of  noble  breeding,  I'm  fure  brave  mettle  ; 
As  I  return'd  to  look  you,  I  fet  into  him, 
And  without  hurt  (I  thank  Heav'n)  refcu'd  him. 
Ecce Jignum.  [Slewing  t 

Fred.  What  the  devil's  that,  John  f 

John.  Only  the  laurel  I  gain'd  in  the  fcufHe. 

Fred.   Bravo  !  then  all  my  work  is  done  : 
And  now  to  fatisfy  you,  there  is  a  woman, 
O  John  !  there  is  a  woman—— - 
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John.  Oh,  where  is  me  ? 

Fred.  And  one  of  no  lefs  worth  than  I  aflure  you, 
And  which  is  more,  fallen  under  my  protection. 

John,  I'm  glad  of  that ;  forward,  fweet  Frederick. 

Fred.  And  which  is  molt  of  all  fhe  is  at  home  too, 

"John.  Come,  let's  be  gone  then.  [fix. 

Fred.  Yes  ;  but  'tis  molt  certain 
You  cannot  fefe  her,  John. 

John.  Why? 

Fred.  She  has  fworn  me, 

That  none  elfe  (hall  come  near  her ;  not  my  mother, 
Till  {bme  doubts  are  clear'd. 

John.  Not  look  upon  her .' — What  chamber  is  me  in-? 

Fred.  In  ours. 

John.  Let's  go,  I  fay  : 

A  woman's  oaths  are  wafers,  break  with  making  ; 
They  muft  for  modelly  a  little  :  we  all  know  it  ; 
Let's  go,  I  fay — 

Fred.  No,  I'll  afTure  you,  fir. 

John.   Not  fee  her  ! 

I  fmell  an  old  dog-trick  of  your's.     Look'ee,  Frederick, 
You  talk'd  to  me  of  wenching,  let's  have  fair  play, 
Square  dealing  I  would  wifh  you. 

Fred.  You  may  depend  upon  it,  John. 

John.  Tell  me, 

And  tell  me  true,  is  the  caufe  honourable  ? 
Or  for  your  pleafure  ? 

Fred.  By  all  our  friendfhip,  John, 
'Tis  honeit,  and  of  great  end. 

Jthn.  I'm  anfvver'd  ; 
But  let  me  fee  her  tho' 

Fred.  I  can't. 

John.  Leave  the  door  open  as  you  go  in. 
Fred.  I  dare  not. 
John.  Not  wide  open, 
But  juit  fo  as  a  jealous  hulband 
Would  level  at  his  wanton  wife  through. 

Fred.  That  courtefy, 

If  you  defire  no  more,  and  keep  it  ftriftly, 
I  dare  afford  you  :   Come,  'tis  now  near  morning. 
John.  Along,  along,  then,  dear  Frtderiik.      [Exeunf. 

Enter 
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SCENE,      A  Chamber. 

Enter  Peter  and  Anthony. 
Pet.  Nay,  the  old  woman's  gone  too. 
Antb.  She's  a  catcr-wauling 
AmongU  the  .gutters  !  But  conceive  me,  Peter, 
Where  our  good  mailers  mould  be. 

Pet.  Where  they  fhould  be, 
I  do  conceive  ;  but  where  they  are,  good  Anthony— 

Anth.  Ay,   there  it  goes  :  my  mailer's  bo-peep  with 
With  his  fly  popping  in  and  out  again,  [me, 

Argu'd  a  caufe 

Pet.  My  faint-like  Don  has  hir'd  a  chapel 
In  the  corner  there,  for  his.  pious  ufes, 
Where  I,  againll  my  will,  watch,  full  and  pray. 
Anth.  Hark  !  {Lute  founds. 

Pet.  What  ! 

Antb.  Doft  not  hear  a  noife  ? 
Again  ! — 'tis  a  lute. 

Pet.  Odd  it's  a  lute — or  a  drum — where  is  it  ? 
Antb.  Above,  in  my  matter's  chamber. 
Pet.  There's  no  creature  :  he  hath  the  key  himfelf, 
Aiitb.  Let  him  have  it — this  is  his  lute.  [man. 

\Singing  within. 

Pet.  I  grant  you  ;  but  who  ftrikes  it  ? 
Anth.  An  admirable  voice  too  ! — hark  you. 
Pet.  Anthony, 
Art  fure  we  are  at  home  ? 

Anth.  Without  all  doubt,  Peter. 
Pet.   Then  this  muft  be  the  devil. 
Anth.  Let  it  be. 

Good  devil,  fing  again  :  O  dainty  devil! 
Peter,  believe  it,  a  moft  delicate  devil  !——• 

The  fweeteft  devil  ! ^ 

Enter  Frederick  and  Don  John. 
Fred.  If  you  would  leave  peeping. 
"John.  I  cannot  by  no  means. 
Fred.  Then  come  in  foftly  ; 
And  as  you  love  your  faith,  prcfume  no  further 
Than  you  have  promifed. 
John.   Baft  a. 

J?red.  What  makes  you  up  fo  early,  fir  ? 
jfohn.  You,  fir,  in  ycur  contemplations  ! 

Pet. 
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Pef.  O  pray  you  peace,  fir. 

Anth.  Huih!   Hufh!  [Lute fount:* 

Fred.  Why  peace,  fir? 

Pet.  Do  you  hear  ? 

John,  'Tis  your  lute:  fhe's  playing  on't. 

Anth.  The  houfe  is  haunted,  fir! 
For  this  we  have  heard  this  half  year. 

Fred.  You  faw  nothing? 

Anth.   Not  1. 

Pet.   Nor  I,   fir. 

Fred.  Get  us  our  breakfaft  then, 
And  make  no  words  on't. 

John.  We'll  undertake  this  fpirit,  if  it  be  one.    • 

Anth.   This  is  no  devil,   Peter  : 
Mum  !  there  be  bats  abroad. —  [Exeunt.  Pet.  and  Antii 

Fred.   Stay,  now  (he  fings  ! 

'~fohn.   An  angel's  voice,  I'll  fwear  ! 

Fro/.  Why  didil  thou  ihrug  fo  ? 
Either  allay  this  heat,  or  as  1  live  I  will  not  truft  you. 

John.  Pafs —  I  warrant  you.  [Exeunt 

S  C  E  N  E,     Another  Chamber. 
SONG. 

I. 

"Ho*iv  cruelly  fated  :s  woman  to  ivoe, 
Too  weak  to  contend,  Jiill  befct  by  the  foe  : 
Tho'  each  ivifi  ive  conceived,  J'/'JOK  V  be  croeu.n'd^withfuccefst 
What  ^.vould  Jtoiv  from  thcfe  nvijhes,  tut  care,  and  ttijlrejs. 
For  love  intervenes,   and fancy's  gay  Jcenes, 

Alas  !  are  clouded  all  o'er, 
The  f<n  quits  the  flies,   hope  Jickens,  and  dies, 
H-cighu  ! — the  heart  f«ys  no  more. 

II. 

7 'ho1  leauty  and  riches  together  confpire, 
To  flatter  our  prid* ,  and  fulfil  each  dejire  ; 
Nor  beauty,  nor  riches,  give  peace  to  that  breajl, 
Which  Jajion  has  tortur'd,   and  grief  has  opprefs\L 

B  Fc-r 
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For  love  intervenes,  and  fancy's  gay  fcene;, 

Alas!  are  clouded  all  o'er, 
*Tbe  fun  quits  the  Jkies,  bopefickcrs,  and  dies, 

Heigho  ! — the  heart  fays  no  more. 

Enter  \ft  Conjiantia,   with  a  lute, 

Thou  friendly  foothing  inftrument,  my  better 
'Genius  has  furely  laid  thee  in  my  way, 
That  thy  fvveet  melancholy  ftrain  might  echo 
To  the  forrows  of  my  heart,  left  it  o'er-burthen'd 
Should,  from  reflection,  fink  into  defpair. 

To  curfe  thofe  liars  that  men  fay  govern  us, 
To  rail  at  fortune,  to  fall  out  with  fate, 
And  tax  the  general  world,  will  help  me  nothing  : 
Alas,  I  am  the  fame  foil,  neither  are  they 
Subject  to  helps  or  hurts ;  our  own  defires 
Are  our  own  fates,  our  own  ilars  all  our  fortunes, 
Which,  as  we  fway  'em,  fo  abufe,  or  blefs  us. 
Eater  Frederick,  and  Don  John  peeping, 

Fred,  Peace  to  your  meditations. 

yohn.  Pox  upon  you, 
Stand  out  of  the  light. 

i  Con.  I  crave  your  mercy,  fir  ! 
My  mind  o'er-charg'd  with  care,  made  me  unmannerly. 

Fred.  Pray  you  fet  that  mind  at  reft,  all  fhall  be  per- 

Jobn.  ,1  like  the  body  rare }  a  handfome  body,    [feel. 
A  wond'rous  handfome  body — would  ihe  would  turn  : 
See,  and  that  fpightful  puppy  be  not  got 
^Between  me  and  my  light  again. 

Fred.  'Tis  done, 

As  all  that  you  command  fhall  be  :  the  gentleman 
Js  fafely  off  all  danger. 

John.  O  lot  Dies  !  what  a  rare  creature  ! 

j  Con.   How  fhall  I  thank  you,  fir?  howfatisfy? 

Fred,  Speak  fcftly,  gentle  lady,  all's  rewarded. 
Now  does  he  melt  like  marmalade. 

~jobn.  Nay,  'tis  certain, 

Thou  art  the  fweetett  woman  that  eyes  e'er  look'd  on : 
I  hope  thou  art  not  honeft. 

Fred.   None difturb'd  you? 

i  Con,  Not  any,  fir,  nor  any  found  came  near  me : 
I  thank  your  care. 

!  Fred. 
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Fret/.  'Tis  well. 

John.  I  would  fain  pray  now, 
But  that  the  devil,  and  that  temptation—— 
What  are  we  made  to  fuffer  ! 

Fred.   Pull  in  your  head  and  be  hang'd. 

John.  Hark'ee,  Frederick, 
I  have  brought  you  home  your  pack-faddle. 

Fred.   Fie  upon  you.  [Afede  to  Don  John, 

i  Con.  Nay,  let  him  enter  :  fie,  my  lord  the  duke, 
Stand  peeping  at  your  friends. 

Fred.  You  are  cozen'd,   lady, 
Here  is  no  duke. 

j  Con.  I  know  him  full  well,  fignior. 

John.  Hold  thee  there,  wench. 

Fred.  This  mad-brain'd  fool  will  fpoil  all. 

I  Con.  I  do  befeech  your  grace  come  in. 

John.   My  grace ! 
There  was  a  word  of  comfort. 

Fred.  Shall  he  enter, 
Whoe'er  he  be? 

John.   Well  follow'd,  Frederick* 

i  Con.  With  all  my  heart. 

fnter  Don  John. 

Fred.  Come  in  then. 

John.  Blefs  you,  lady.  (Conftantiayfo/-*/, 

Fred.  Nay,    ftart  not ;  tho' he  be  aitrangcr  to  >ou, 
He's  of  a  noble  ftrain,  my  kinfman,  lady, 
My  countryman  and  fellow-traveller  : 
He's  truly  honeft. 

John.  That's  a  lye. 

Fred.  And  trufly, 

Beyond  your  willies  :  valiant  to  defend, 
And  modeft  to  converfe  with  as  your  blumes, 

John.  Modeft  to  converfe  with  !  here's  a  fellow  : 
Now  may  I  hang  myfelf ;  this  commendation 
Has  broke  the  neck  of  all  my  hopes ;  for  now 
Muft  I  cry,  noforfooth,   and  ay  forjooth,   s.nd/urc!y, 
And  truly  as  I  live,  and  as  I  am  honefl. 
He's  done  thefe  things  on  purpofe  ;  for  he  knows, 
.Like  a  moil  envious  rafcal  as  he  is, 

B  2  Jam 
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lam  not  honeft  this  way — O  the  traitor  ! 
H'  has  watch'd  his  time — I  fhall  be  quit  with  him. 
I  Con.   Sir,  I  credit  you. 

Fred.   Go  falute  her,  John. 

jfcbn.  Plague  o'  your  commendations. 

i  Cat.  Sir,  I  fhall  now  defire  to  be  a  trouble. 

"John.  Never  to  rne,  Aveet  lady  ;  thus  I  fe.il 
My  faith,  and  all  my  fe;  vices.  [Kijjef  her  hand. 

\  Con.  One  word,  fignior. 

John.  What  a  hand  the  rogue  has !  fofter  than  down, 

And  whiter  than  the  lily and  then  her  eyes ! 

What  points  llie  at  ?  my  leg,  I  warrant  ;    or 
My  well-knit  body  :  fit  faft,  Don  Frederick. 

Fred.   'Twas  given  him  by  that  gentleman 
You  took  fuch  care  of,  his  own  being  loft  i'  th'  fcufflr . 
i  Con.  Wich  much  joy  may  he  wear  it:  'tis  a  right 
I  can  affure  you,  gentlemen  ;  and  right  happy        [one, 
May  he  be  in  all  fights  for  that  noble  fervice, 

Fred.  Why  do  you  blufia  ? 

i  Cut.  It  had  almoft  cozen'd  me  : 
Fcr  not  to  lye,  when  I  fay  that,   I  look'd  for 
Another  owner  of  it :  but  'tis  \vell. 

Fred.   Who's  there  ?  [Knocking. 

Pray  you  retire  madam  ; — come  in,  fir.  [Exit  Con, 

Enter  Anthony. 
Now  what's  the  new;  with  yoa  ? 

A.ith.  Then:  is  a  gentier.ian  without 
Would  fpeak  <.\5th  Don  Jctn  ! 

Fred.    \Sjeaii*g   to  Don  John,    ivbo  is  peeping  after 
Conitaiui;1..]    Don  'Join. 

John.  [Stilt  jetting.]   What's  the  matter  ? 

Fred.  Leav»:  peeping,  Jehu,  you  are  \vanted. 

rj'-bn.   Who  is  ic  r 

Antb.  I  do  not  knew,  fir,  but  he  flicws  a  man 
Of  no  mean  reckoning. 

j'ohn.  Let  iiir.i  fhcw  his  name, 
And  you  return  a  li'fle  wiu-r.  [Exit  Anth. 

Fred.   How  do  you  like  her,  Jehu  f 

^ohn.  As  ..ell  as  you,  Freasrtctt 
For  all  I  am  honcil;  you  fhall  find  it  too. 

Fred.  Art  thou  not  hoaeft? 

-Join. 
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.   Art  thou  an  afs, 
And  modeft  as  her  blujhes?  What  a  blockhead 
Would  e'er  have  pop'd  out  fuch  a  dry  apology 
For  his  dear  friend  f  and  to  a  gentlewoman, 
A  woman  of  her  youth  and  delicacy  ? 
They  are  arguments  to  draw  them  to  abhor  us. 
An  honeft  moral  man  !  'tis  for  a  conftable  ; 
A  handfome  man,  a  wholefome  man,  a  tough  man, 
A  liberal  man,  a  likely  man,  a  man 
Made  up  like  Herculus,  ftout,  ftrong,  and  valiant — 
Thcfe  had  been  things  to  hearken  to,  things  catching ; 
But  you  have  fuch  a  fpiced  confideration, 
Such  qualms  upon  your  worfhip's  confcience.  [you> 

Such  chilblains   in  your  blood,    that  all  things  pinch 
Which  nature  and  the  liberal  world  makes  cuftom ; 
And  nothing  but  fair  honour !  dear  honour  !  fweet  ho- 
O  damn  your  water-gruel  honour  !  [nour  ! — 

•  Fred.  I  am  forry,  John. 
John.  And  foam  I,  Frederick;  but  what  of  that  ? 

Fie  upon  thcc,  a  man  of  thy  difcretion  ! — 

That  I  was  truily  and  valiant,  were  things  well  put  in  ; 
But  modeft:! — a  modeft  gentleman  !— 

0  wit !  wit !  where  waft  thou  ? 
Fred.  It  mall  be  mended  ; 

And  henceforth  you  mail  have  your  due. 
Enter    Anthony. 

John.  Ilookfor't;    how  now,  who  is't  ? 

Anth.  A  gentleman  of  this  city, 
And  calls  himfelf  Petrucbio. 

John.  Petrucbio!  I'll  attend  him. 
Enter  \ft  Conftantia. 

j  Con.  How  did  he  call  himfelf? 

Fred.   Petrucbio  ; 
Does  it  concern  you  ought  ? 

I  Con.  O  gentlemen, 
The  hour  of  my  deftrudlion  is  come  on  me, 

1  am  difcover'd,  loft,  left  to  my  ruin  : 
As  ever  you  had  pity—— — 

Join.  Do  not  fear  ; 

Let  the  great  devil  come,  he  mall  come  thro'  me  firft  ; 
Loft  here,  and  we  about  you!. 

B  3  i  Ce*. 
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I  Con.  To  you,    and  your  humanity,    a  hapleis 
Helplefs  creature,    begs  forfafcty— — O  grant 
Me  your  protection — co  your  honours,  firs, 
1  fly  as  to  the  altar  for  a  refuge : 
If  ever  innocence,   undone  by  pafilon, 
And  facrific'd  by  pride,    could  warm  your  brcafb 
In  my  behalf,    now  hear  behold  the  ruin,' 
And  that  facrince  ;    be  your  noblenefs 
My  fancVary,   and  fhield  a  wce-fick  heart 
From  all  its  terrors  and  afiiiftions.  [Katcling. 

John.  Pray  rife. 

Fred.  Fall  before  us  ? 

i  Con.  O  my  unfortunate  cftate,   all  angers 
Compar'd  to  his,  to  his 

Fred.  Let  his  and  all  men's, 
Whilfl  we  have  power  and  life;   bear  up  for  Heaven's 

John.  And  for  my  fake,  be  comforted.  [fake 

i  Con.  I  have  offended  Heav'n  too  ;  yet  Heav'n  knows, 

John.  Ay,  Heav'n  knows  that  we  are  all  evil  : 
Yet  Heav'n  forbid  we  fhou'dhave  our  deferts. 
What  is  he  ? 

i  Con.  Too,  too  near  to  my  offence,   fir  : 
O  he  will  cut  me  peace-meal ! 

Fred.  'Tis  no  treafon  ? 

John,  Let  it  be  what  it  will :  if  he  cut  here, 
I'll  find  him  cut-work. 

Fred.  He  mull  buy  you  dear, 
With  more  than  common  lives. 

John.   Fear  not,    nor  weep  not : 
By  Heav'n  I'll  fire  the  town  before  you  perifli, 
And  then  the  more  the  merrier  ;    we'll  jog  with  you.. 

Fred.  Come  in,  and  dry  your  eyes. 

John.  Pray  no  more  weeping  : 
Spoil  a  fweet  face  for  nothing!    my  return 
Shall  end  all  this,  I  warrant  you. 

l  Can.  Heaven  grant  it !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,      Another  Chamber. 

Enter  Petruchio,    'with  a  letter. 
Petr.  This  man  mould  be  of  quality  and  worth 
Bv  Don  4/<varo's  letter,  for  he  gives 
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No  /light  recommendation  of  him  : 
I'll  e'en  make  ufe  of  him. 

Enter  Don  John. 
Jobrf.  Save  you,  fir  !  I  am  forry 
My  bufinefs  was  fo  unmannerly,  to  make  you 
Wait  thus  long  here. 

Petr.  Occaf;ons  muftbe  ferv'd,  lir. 
But  is  your  name  Don  John? 
John.  It  is,   fir. 
Petr.  Then, 

Firft  for  your  own  brave  fake  I  mufl  embrace  you : 
Next,  for  the  credit  of  your  noble  friend, 
Hernanda  de  Ai'varo,  make  you  mine  : 
Who  lays  his  charge  upon  me  in  fhis  letter, 
To  look  you  out,  and  for  the  virtue  in  you, 
Whilft  your  occafions  make  you  refuicnt 
In  this  place,  co  fupply  you,  love  and  honour  you  : 
Which  nad  I  known  fooner— — 

John.  Noble  fir, 

You'll  mak^  my  thanks  too  poor  :  I  wear  a  fword,  fir. 
And  have  a  fervice  to  be  Hill  difpos'd  of, 
As  you  mail  pleafe  command  it. 

Petr.  That  manly  courtefy  is  half  my  bufinefs,  fir. 
And  to  be  fhort,  to  make  you  know  I  honour  you, 
And  in  all  points  believe  your  worth-like  oracle; 
This  day  Petruckio, 

One  that  may  command  the  ftrength  of  this  place, 
Hazard  the  boldcit  fpirits,  hath  made  choice 
Only  of  you,  and  in  a  noble  office. 

Jcbn.  Forward,  I  am  free  to  entertain  it. 
Petr.  Thus  then, 
J  dobefeech  you  mark  me. 
John.  I  mall,  fir, 

Petr.  Fei'1'ara.'s  duke,  would  I  might  call  him  worthy,. 
But  that  h'as  raz'd  out  from  his  family, 
As  he  has  mine  with  infamy:   this  man, 
Rather  this  powerful  monfter,  we  being  left 
But  two  of  all  our  houfe  to  ftock  our  memories, 
My  fifter  Conjlantia  and  myfelf ;    with  arts  and  witch- 
Vows  and  fuch  oaths  Heav'n  has  no  mercy  for,    [crafts, 
Drew  to  diihonour  this  weak  maid  by  Health, 

B  4."  And: 


3-  THE     C  H  A  N  C  E  3. 

And  fecret  pafi'iges  I  knew  not  of. 
Jit  he  cbraln'd  his  wifhes,  oft  abus'd  her, 
{  am  afham'd  to  fay  the  reil :  This  purchab'd, 
.And  his  hot  blood  allav'd,  he  left  her, 
And  all  our  name  to  ruir.. 

John.  This  was  foul  play, 
Ai>d  ought  to  be  rewarded  ib. 

Petr.  I  hope  fo, 

He  'fcap'd  me  yeiter-night — which  if  he  dare 
Again  adventure  for,  J  will  pardon  him. 

Jubn.  Sir,  what  commands  have  you  to  lay  on  me  ? 

Petr.  Only  thus  ;  by  word  of  mouth  to  carry  him 
A  challenge  from  me,  that  fo  (if  he  have  honour  in  him) 
We  may  decide  all  difference  betwixt  us. 

John.  Fair  and  noble, 
And  I  will  do  it  home  :  When  fhall  I  vifit  you  ? 

Petr.  Pleafe  you  this  afternoon,  1  will  ride  with  you  ? 
For  at  the  caftle,  fix  miles  hence,  we  are  fure_. 
To  find  him. 

John.  I'll  be  ready. 

Petr,  My  man  mall  wait  here, 
And  conduct  you  to  my  houfe. 

John.  I  mall  not  fail  you.  [Exit  Petruchio. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  How  now  ? 

John.  All's  well,  and  better  than  thou  could'fl  expect, 
for  this  wench  is  certainly  no  veftal — but  who  do  you 
think  that  fhe  is  ?  guefs  an  thou  canft. 

Fred.  I  cannot. 

John.  Be  it  known  then  to  all  men,  by  thefe  prefents, 
this  is  fhe,  fhe,  and  only  fhe,  our  curious  coxcombs  have 
been  fo  long  hunting  after.  \Jfjbn. 

Fred.Who,  Conftantia?  thou  talk'ft  of  cocks  and  bulls. 

John.  I  talk  of  wenches,  Frederick! this  is  the 

pullet  we  two  have  been  crowing  after. 

Fred.  It  cannot  be. 

John.  It  can  be,  it  fhall  be,  andmuflbc — fifter  to  Dc» 
Petruchio  —  her  name  Ccnftantia — I  know  all,  man. 

Fred.  Now  I  believe 

John.  I  both  believe  and  hope  it. 

Fred.  Why  do  you  hope  it  ? 
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John.  Firft,  hecaufe  (he  is  handfome ;  and  next,  bc- 
caufe  me  is  kind — there  are  two  reafons  for  you  :  now  do 
you  find  out  a  third,  a  better  if  you  can  :  for  take  this, 
Frederick,  for  a  certain  rule,  fihce  me  has  once  began, 
fhe'll  never  give  it  over;  ergo,  if  we  have  good  luck,  in 
time  /he  may  fall  to  our  (hare. 

Fred.  I  can't  believe  her  difhoneft  for  all  this  :  She  h?.s 
has  not  one  loofe  thought  about  her. 

John.  No  matter  for  that,  fhe's  no  faint— There- has 
been  fine  work,  dainty  doings,  Frederick  ! 

Fred.  How  can  you  talk  fo  ? 

John.  Becaufe  I  think  fo;  now  you  think  fo,  and  talk 
otherwife  ;  therefore  I  am  the  honefter,  though  you  may 
be  the  modejlcr  man. 

Fred.  Well  well,  there  may  have  been  a  flip. 

John.  Ay,  and  a  tumble  too,  poor  creature — I  fear  the 
boy  will  prove  her's  I  took  up  laft  night. 

Fred.  The  devil  ! 

John.  Ay,  ay,  he  has  been  at  work — Let  us  go  in,  and 
comfort  her;  that  flie  is  here,  is  nothing  yet  fufpe&ed. 

Anon,  I'll  tell  you  why  her  brother  came,  (who 

by  this  light  is  a  brave  fellow)  and  what  honour  he  has 
done  me  in  calling  me  to  ferve  him. 

Fred.  There  be  irons  heating  for  fome,  Don  John. 

John.  Then  we  muft  take  care  not  to  burn  our 
fingers,  Frederick.  \Exeunt. 


ACT       III.      SCENE     A  Chamber. 
Enter  Landlady  and  Anthony. 

Land.  X^'OME,  fir,  who  is  it  that  keeps  your  matter 
\^ji  Anth.  I  fay  to  you,  Don  John,     [company  ? 
Land.  I  fay  what  woman  ? 
dnth.  I  fay  fo  too. 
Land.  I  fay  again,  I  will  know. 
Anth.  I  .*..y,  'tis  fit  youfliould. 
Land,  And  1  tell  thee,  he  has  a  woman  here. 

B  5  Ant. 
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Antb.  I  tell  thee  'tis  then  the  better  for  him. 
Land.  Was  ever  gentlewoman 
So  frumpt  up  with  a  fool  ?  Well,  faucy  firrah, 
I  will  know  who  it  is,  and  to  what  purpofe  ? 
I  pay  the  rent,  and  I  will  know  how  my  houfe 
Comes  by  thefe  inflammations  :  if  this  geer  hold, 
Beft  hang  a  fign  port-up,  to  tell  the  rakes, 
Here  you  may  have  wenches  at  livery. 

Antb.   'Twould  be  a  great  eafe  to  your  age. 

Enter  Frederick. 
Fred.  How  now  ? 
Why,  what's  the  matter,  landlady  ? 

Land.   What's  the  matter  ! 
You  ufe  me  decently  among  you,  gentlemen. 
Fred.   Who  has  abus'cl  her  ;  you,  fir  ? 
Land.  Od's  my  witnefs, 
I  will  not  be  thus  treated,  that  I  will  not. 
Antb.  I  gave  her  no  ill  language. 

Land.   Thou  lieft,  firrah 

Thou  took'ft  me  up  at  every  word  I  fpoke, 
As  I  had  been  a  maukin,  a  flirt  gi  lian  : 
And  thou  think'ft,  becaufe  thou  canft  write  and  reaJ, 
Our  nofes  muft  be  under  thee. 
Fred.  Dare  you,  firrah  ? 

Antb.  Let  but  the  truth  be  known,  f:r,  I  bcfecch  you  ; 
She  raves  of  \venches,  and  I  know  not  what,  fir. 

Lar.d.  Go  to,  thou  know'lt  too  well,  thou  wicked  valet, 
Thou  inflrument  of  evil. 

Antb.  As  I  live,  fir,  fhe's  ever  thus  till  dinner. 
'Fred.  Get  you  in,  fir,  I'll  anfwer  you,  anon.  [Ex.  Anth. 
Now  to  your  grief,  what  is't  ?  for  I  can  guef; — 

Land.  You  may, with  fhame  enough,  Don  Frederick, 
If  there  were  fhame  amongft  you  ;   nothing  thought  on, 
But  how  you  may  abufe  my  houfe  :  not  fatisfy'd 
With  bringing  home  your  baftards  to  undo  me, 
But  you  mutt  drill  your  wenches  here  too  :  my  patience, 
Becaufe  I  bear,  and  bear,  and  carry  all, 
And  as  they  fay,  am  willing  to  groan  under, 
Muft  be  year  make-fpcrt  now. 

Fred.  No  more  of  thefe  words, 
Nor  no  more  murm'riogs,  woman  ;  for  you  know 

That 
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That  I  know  fomething — I  did  fufpeft  your  anger, 
But  turn  it  prefently  and  handfomly, 
And  bear  yourfclf  difcreetly  to  this  lady  ; 
For  fuch  a  one  there  is  indeed. 

Land.   'Tis  well,  fir. 

Fred.  Leave  off  your  devil's  mattins,  and   your  me- 
Or  we  fhall  leave  our  lodgings.  [lancholies, 

Land.  But  mine  honour  ; 
And  'twere  not  for  mine  honour-— 

Fred.  Come,  your  honour, 

Your  hotife,  and  you  too,  if  you  dare  believe  me, 
Are  well  enough  :  fleek  up  yourfelf,  leave  .crying, 
For  I  rauil  have  you  entertain  this  lady 
With  all  civility,  ihe  well  deferves  it, 
Together  with  all  fervice  :  I  dare  truft  you, 
For  I  have  found  you  faithful.     When  you  know  her, 
You'll  find  your  own  fault ;  no  more  words,  but  do  it, 

Lc.td.   You  know  you  may  command  me. 
Enter  Don  John. 

Jshn.  Worfliipful  landlady, 
How  does  thy  fwanfliin  petticoat  ?  By  Heav'n, 
Thou  look'il  molt  amiable  !  now  could  I  willingly 
(And  'twere  not  for  abufing  thy  Geneva  print  there) 
Venture  my  perfon  with  thee. 

Land.  You'll  leave  this  roguery, 
When  you  come  to  my  years. 

John.   By  this  light, 

7hou  art  rot  above  fifteen  yet  !  a  mere  girl ! 
Thou  hail  not  half  thy  t(  \_KnocMng; 

Fred.  Somebody  knocks  ; 
See  who  it  is,  and  do  net  mind  this  fellow. 

Land.  I  beg,  fir,  that  you'll  ufe  rne  with  decorum, 

Jehu.   Ay,  ay,   I'll  promife  you  with  nothing  elfe. 
And  will  you  be  gone,  my  love,  my  love——  [  Singing. 

[Exit  Landlady. 
Was  there  ever  fuch  a  piece  or  touchwood  ? 

Fred.  Prith'ee,  John,  let  her  alone,  foe  has  been 
Well  vex'd  already — (he'll  grow  ftarfc  mad,  man.     . 

'Jo'tn.  I  v/ould  fain  fee  her  mad — an  old  mad  woman-— 

Fred,  Don't  be  a  fool. 

B  6  John. 
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John.  Is,  like    a   miller's   mare,    troubled  with    the 
She  makes  the  rareft  faces.  [tooth-ach.  ; 

Fred.  Prith'ee  be  fobcr. 

Re-enter  Landlady. 

John.  What,  again  ! 

Nay,  then  it  is  decreed,  tho'  hills  were  fet  on  hills, 
And  feas  met  feas  to  guard  thee,  I  would  through  ! 

Land.  Od's  my  witnefs,  if  you  ruffle  me,  I'll  fpoil 
year  fweet  face  for  you. 


John.  O  raptures  !  raptures  !  [K'fi-ng  her.'} 

\_Sbe  runs  a  fur  him.^ 
What,  will  you  hurt  your  own  fon  r 

[She  locks  kind  upon  him.} 

Land.  Well,  well,  go,  go  to  the  door,  there'i  a  gen- 
tleman there  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Jchn  Upon  my  life,  Petrucbio  j-—  good,  dear  land- 
lady, carry  him  into  the  dining-room,  and  I'll  wait 
upon  kirn  prefently.  , 

Land.  Well,  Don  John.,  the  time  will  come  that  1 
mall  be  even  with  you.  [Exit  Landlady. 

John.  I  muft  be  gone  about  this  bufmefs  —  • 
Won't  you  go  too,  Frederick  ? 

Fred.  I  am  not  reauefted,  you  know  —  befides  tho 
Lady  will  want  advice  and  confolation. 

Jcffn.  Yes  ;  and  I  know  too,  with  all  your  modetyv. 
That  you  will  be  ready  to  give  it  her. 

Fi-r'd.  Tor  (hame,  John,  how  can  you  ramble  fo? 
You  knew  you  may  truit  me. 

Jchn.  I  nad  rather  trull  a  cat  with  fweet  milk, 
Frederick. 

FteJ.  I'll  but  fpeak  to  her,  and  follow  you. 

"Je'jii.  Indeed  ? 

'Fred.  Indeed. 

'ftvn.  Upon  your  honour? 

Fred.  Upon  my  honour. 

Jcba.  And  your  modify  ? 

Fred.  Phoo  '!  piioo!   don't  be  a  fool. 

John.  Weil,  well,  I  mall  truft  you  —  now  I'm  eafr. 

[Exit  Don  John. 
Enter  i  Conftantia. 

i  Con.  What,  no  way  to  divert  this  certain  danger  ? 
Fred.  ImpOihbie  !   their  honours  are  engag'd. 

1  Con 
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I  Con.  Then  there  mufl  be  murder,  and  I  the  caufc'- 
Which,  gen'rous  fir,  I  (hall  no  fooner  hear  of, 
Than  make  one  in't  :  you  may,   if  you  pleafe,  fir,. 
Make  all  go  lefs. — Do,  fir,  for  Heaven's  fake, 
Let  me  requeft  one  favour. 

Fred.  It  is  granted. 

i  Ccn.  Your  friend,  fir,  is  I  find,  too  refolute,. 
Too  hot  and  fiery  for  the  caufe  :  as  ever 
You  did  a  virtuous  deed,  for  honour's  fake, 
Go  with  him,  and  allay  him  :  your  fair  temper, 
And  noble  difpofition,  like  wifh'd  fhowers, 
May  quench  thefe  eating  fires,  that  would  fpoil  allelfe  r 
i  fee  in  him  deitruftion  ! 

Fred,  I'll  do't— And  'tis  a  wife  confideration  : 
I'll  after  him,  lady — What  my  beft  labour, 
With  all  the  art  I  have  can  work  upon  'em, 
Be  fine  of,  and  expect  fair  end ;  the  old  gentlewoniaa 
Shall  wait  upon  you  ;  fhe  is  difcreet  and  fecret, 
And  you  may  truit  her  in  all  points. 

i  Con.  You're  noble. 

Fred.  And  fo  I  take  my  leave. 
I  hope,  lady,  a  happy  iflue  for  all  this. 

i  COM.  All  Heaven's  care  upon  you,  and  my  prayers  I 

[Exeunt  fever  ally* 

SCENE,    A  Chamber  at  Antonio's. 

Enter  a  Surgeon,  and  a  Gentleman. 
Gent.  What  fymptoms  do  you  find  in  him  ? 
Sur.  None,  fir,  dangerous,  if  he'd  be  rul'd. 
Gent.  Why,  what  does  he  do  ? 

Sttr.  Nothing  that  he  fhou'd.     Firft  he  will  let  no 
liquor  down  but  wine,  and  then  he  has  a  fancy  that  he 
mult  be  drefs'd  always  to  the  tune  of  John  Dtrj. 
Gent.   How,  to  the  tune  of  John  Dory  ? 
Sur.  Why,   he  will  have  fiddlers,    and  make   them 
play  and  ling  it  to  him  all  the  while. 
Gent.  An  odd  fancy  indeed. 

Enter  Antonio. 
Ant.  Give  me  fome  wine. 
6V.  1  told  you  fo — 'Tis  deach,  fir. 

Ant. 


38  THE     CHANCES. 

Ant.  'Tis  a  horfe,  fir:  Boft  thou  think  I  mall  re- 
cover with  the  help  of  barley-water  only  ? 

Gent.   Fie,  Antonio,  you  muft  be  govern'd. 

Ant.  Why,  fir,  he  feeds  me  with  nothing  but  rotten 
roots  and  drown'd  chickens,  ftew'd  pericranium*  and 
pia-maters  ;  and  when  I  go  to  bed  (by  Heav'n  'tis  true, 
fir)  he  rolls  me  up  in  lints,  with  labels  at  'em,  that  I 
am  juft  the  man  i'  th'  almanack,  my  head  and  face  is  in 
Aries?  place. 

Sur.  Wih't  pleafe  you,  to  let  your  friends  fee  you 
open'd  ? 

Ant.  WilPt  pleafe  you,  fir,  to  give  me  a  brimmer  ? 
I  feel  my  body  open  enough  for  that.  Give  it  me,  of 
I'll  die  upon  thy  hand,  and  fpoil  thy  cuftom. 

Sur.  How,  a  brimmer  ? 

Ant.  Why,  look  you,  fir,  thus  I  am  us'd  ftill ;  lean 
get  nothing  that  I  want.  In  how  long  a  time  canft  thou 
cure  me  ? 

Sur.  In  forty  days. 

Ant.  I'll  have  a  dog  mail  lick  me  whole  in  twenty : 
In  how  long  a  time  canft  thou  kill  me  ? 

Bv.r.  Prelently, 

Ant.  Do't ;  that's  the  fhorter,  and  there's  more  de- 
light in't. 

Gent.  You  muft  have  patience. 

Ant.  Man,  I  muft  have  bufincfs ;  this  foolifh  fellow 
hinders  himfelf :  I  have  a  dozen,  r.afcal,  to  hurt  within 
thefe  f.re  days.  Good  man-mender,  ftop  me  up  with 
parfley  like  ftuff'd  beef,  and  let  me  walk  abroad  :  and 
let  me  be  dreft  to  that  warlike  tune,  "John  Dory. 

Sur.  You  ihall  walk  Ihortly. 

Ant.  I  will  walk  presently,  fir,  and  leave  your  fallads 
there,  your  green  falves,  and  your  oils  ;  I'll  to  my  old 
diet  again,  ftrong  food,  and  rich  wine,  and  fee  what 
that  will  do. 

Sur.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  thou  art  the  madded  old 
fellow  I  e'er  met  with.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  A  Chamber  at  Don  John  and  Don  Frederick'/ 

Ltdgings. 
Enter  \  Conftantia  and  Landlady. 

1  Con.  I  have  told  all  I  can,   and  more  than  yet 
Thofe  gentlemen  know  of  me,   ever  trufting 
Your  concealment — but  are  they  fuch  ftrange  creatures  ? 
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Land.  There  is  the  younger,   ay,    and  the  wilder, 
Don  John,   the  arrant'ft  Jack  in  all  this  city  : 
Has  been  a  dragon  in  his  days  !   the  truth  is, 
Whofe  chaftity  he  chops  upon,   he  cares  not, 
Ke  flies  at  all ;  battards,  upon  my  confcience, 
He  has  now  a  hundred  of  'em  :  The  laft  night 
He  brought  home  one  ;  I  pity  her  that  bore  it, 
But  we  are  all  weak  veffels.     Some  rich  woman 
(For  wife  I  dare  riot  call  call  her)  was  the  mother, 
For  it  was  hung  with  jewels ;  the  bearing  cloth 
No  lefs  than  crimfon  velvet. 
I  Con.  How. 
Land.  'Tis  true,   lady, 
i  Con.  Was  it  a  boy  too  ? 
Land.   A  brave  boy  ! 
l  Con.  May  I  fee  it  ? 

For  there  is  a  neighbour  of  mine,  a  gentlewoman, 
Has  iiad  a  late  mifchance,   which  willingly 
I  would  know  further  of:   now,  if  you  pleafe, 
To  be  fo  courteous  to  me. 

Land.  You  (hall  fee  it  : 

What  do  you  think  of  thefe  men,   now  you  know  'em  ? 
Be  wife,  or  you'll  repent  too  late  ;   I  tell  you 
But  for  your  own  good,   and  as  you  will  find  it. 
l  Con.  I  am  advis'd. 
Land.  No  more  words  then  ;  do  that, 
And  inftantly,   I  told  you  of:   be  ready  : 
Don  John,  I'll  fit  you  for  your  frumps.  [dji4e. 

i  Con.   I  will,  dame  : 
But  flinll  I  fee  this  child  ? 

Land.  \Vithiathishalfhcur: 
Let's  in,  and  then  think  better.  \Excnnt. 

SCENE,     The  Country. 
Enter  Petiuchio,  Don  John,  and  Frederick. 
*Jobn.  Sir,  he  is  worth  your  knowledge,  and  a  gentle- 
(If  I,  that  fo  much  love  him,  may  commend  him)  [man 
That's  full  of  honour;  and  one,  if  fcul  piny  ' 
Should  fall  on  us,,  will  not  fly  back  for  fillips. 

Pelr.   You  much  honour  me, 
And  once  more  I  pronounce  you  both  wine. 

FrcJ, 
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Fred.  Stay  ; 
What  troop  is  that  below  i'  th'  valley  there  ? 

John.   Hawking,   I  take  it. 

Petr.  They  are  fo ;  'tis  the  duke,  'tis  even  he,  gentle- 
Sirrah,  draw  back  the  horfes  till  we  call  you :  [men 
I  know  him  by  his  company. 

Fred.-  I  think  too 
He  bends  up  this  way. 

Petr.  So  he  does. 

John.  Stand  you  ftill, 

Within  that  covert  till  I  call  :  you,  Fred' rick, 
By  no  means  be  not  feen,  unlefs  they  offer 
To  bring  on  odds  upon  us  :  He  comes  forward ; 
Here  will  I  wait  him  fairly  :  To  your  places. 

Petr.  I  need  no  more  inftruft  you. 

John.  Fear  me  not.  [Petr.  and  Fred,  retire. 

Enter  Duke,   and  bis  Party. 

Duke.  Feed  the  hawks  up, 

We'll  fly  no  more  to  day ;  O  my  bleft  fortune, 
Have  I  fo  fairly  met  the  man  1 

John.   You  have,  fir, 
And  him  you  know  by  this.  [She-wing  his  hat. 

Duke.  Sir,  all  the  honour. 
And  lave 

John.  I  do  befeech  your  grace  ftay  there. 
Difmifs  your  train  a  little. 

Duke.  Walk  alide, 

And  out  of  hearing,  I  command  you  :  [Duke'/  attend- 
ants retire}  now,  fir, 
Be  plain. 

John.  I  will,  and  fliort  ; 

You  have  vvrong'd  a  gentleman,  beyond  all  joftice, 
Beyond  the  mediation  of  all  friends. 

Duke.  The  man,  and  manner  of  wrong  ? 

John.  Petruchio  is.  the  man  ; 
The  wrong  is,  you  have  difhonour'd  his  fifter. 

Duke.  Now  ftay  you,  fir, 
And  hear  me  a  little  :    This  gentleman's 
Siller  that  you  have  nam'd,  'tis  true  1  have  long  lov'd  j 
As  true  I  have  poflefs'd  her  :   no  lefs  truth, 
I  have  a  child  by  her.     But  that  me,  or  he, 
Or  any  of  that  family  are  -tainted, 

Suffer 
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Suffer  difgrace,  rr  ruin,  by  my  pleafures, 

I  wear  a  fword  to  fatisfy  the  world,  no, 

And  him  in  this  cafe  when  he  pleafes ;  for  know,   firy 

She  is  my  wife,  contracted  before  Heaven; 

(A  witncfs  I  owe  more  tie  to  than  her  brother) 

Nor  will  I  fly  from  that  name,   which  long  fince 

Had  had  the  church's  feal,  and  approbation, 

But  for  his  jealous  nature. 

"John.   Sir,   your  pardon  ; 
And  all  that  was  my  anger,  now  my  fervice. 

Duke.  Fair  fir,  I  knew  I  fhould  convert  you ;  had  we 
But  that  rough  man  here  now  too 

John.  And  you  {hall,  fir. 
What  hoa  !  hoa  ! 

Duke.  I  hope  you  have  laid  no  ambufii. 
Enter  Petruchio. 

John.  Only  friends. 

Duke.  My  noble  brother,  welcome  ; 
Come  put  your  anger  off,  we'll  have  no  fightwig» 
Unlefs  you  will  maintain  I  am  unworthy 
To  bear  that  name. 

Petr.  Do  you  fpeak  this  heartily  ? 

Duke.  Upon  my  foul,  and  truly  :  the  firft  prieft 
Shall   put  you  out  of  thefe  doubts. 

Petr.  Now  J  love  you, 
And  befeech  you  pardon  my  fufpicions  ; 
You  are  now  more  than  a  brother,  a  brave  friend  too. 

John.  The  good  man's  overjoy'd.     What  ho  ! 
Mr.  Modefty,  you  may  come  forth  now 
Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.   How  goes  it  ? 

John.  Why  the  man  has  his  mare  again,  and  all's  well. 
The  Duke  profefles  freely  he's  her  halband. 

Fred.   'Tis  a  good  hearing. 

John.  Yes,  for  modeft  gentlemen  ; 

I  mufl  prefent  you may  it  pleafe  your  grace 

To  number  this  brave  gentleman,  my  friend, 
And  noble  kinfman,  among  thofe  your  fervants  : 
He  is  truly  valiant,  and  modejl  to  converfe  with. 

Duke.  O  my  brave  friend  ;  you  fliowcr  your  bounties 
on  me, 

Amongft 
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Amongfl  my  beft  thoughts,  fignior,  in  which  number 
You  being  worthily  diipos'd  already, 
May  freely  place  your  friend. 

Fred.   Your  grace  honours  me. 

Petr.  Why  this  is  wond'rous  happy :   but  now,    bro- 
Now  comes  the  bitter  to  our  fweet:  Conftantia  !    [ther, 

Duke.  Why,  what  of  her  ? 

Petr.  Nor  what,,    nor  where  do  I  know  : 
Wing'd  with  her  fears,  laft  night  beyond  my  knowledge, 
She  quit  my  houfe,   but  whither—— 

Fred.   Let  not  that 

Duke.  No  more,  good  fir,  I  have  heard  too  much* 

Petr.    Nay  fink  not. 
She  cannot  be  fo  loft. 

John.  Nor.  mall  not,  gentlemen  ; 
Be  free  again,  the  lady's  found :  that  fmile,  fir, 
Shows  you  diftruft  your  fervant, 

Duke.  I  do  befeech  you. 

John.  You  fhall  believe  me,  by  my  foul,  (he's  fafe. 

Duke.  Heaven  knows  I  would  believe,  fir. 

Fred.  You  may  fafely. 

John.  And   under  noble  ufage :  this  modeft  gentle- 
Speak  Frederick. [man— 

Fred.  I  met  her  in  all  her  doubts  laft  night,  and  to- 
rn y  guard 

(Her  fears  being  ftrong  upon  her)  me  gave  her  perfon  ; 
I  waited  on  her  to  our  lodging  ;  where  all  refpccl, 
Civil  and  honeft  fervice,  now  attend  her. 

Petr.  You  may  believe  now. 

Duke.  Yes  I  do,  and  ftrongly  : 
Well,  my  good  friends,  or  rather  my  good  angels, 
For  you  have   both  preferv'd  me  ;  when  thefe  virtues 
Pie  in  your  friend's  remembrance—— 

John.  Good,  your  grace, 

Lofe  no  more  time  in  compliments,  'tis  too  precious  ; 
J  know  it  by  myfelf,  there  can  be  no  htll 
To  his  that  hangs  upon  his  hopes. 

Petr.  He  has  hit  it. 

Fred.  To  horfe  again  then,  for  this  night  I'll  crown 
With  all  the  joys  you  wiih  for.  {you 

Petr.  Happy  gentlemen  !  [Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Francifco  and  a  Man. 

Fran.  This  is  the  maddell  mifchief!  never  fool  was 
fo  tobb'd  off  as  I  am,  made  ridiculous,  and  to  myfclf, 
mine  own  afs  ;  trull  a  woman  !  I'll  truft  the  dsvil  firfl, 
for  he  dares  be  better  than  his  word  fometimes  :  pray  tell 
me  in  what  obfervance  have  I  ever  fail'd  her? 

Man.  Nay,  you  can  tell  that  beft  yourfelf. 

Fran.  Let  us  confider. 

Enter  Frederick  and  Don  John. 

Fred.  Let  them  talk,  we'll  go  on  before. 

Fran.  Where  didft  thou  meet  Conftantia,  and  this 
woman  ? 

Fred.  Conftantia !  What  are  thefe  fellows  ?  Hay  by 
all  means.  \fThey  lifttn* 

Man.  Why,  fir,  I  met  her  in  the  great  ilreet  that 
comes  from  the  market-place,  juft  at  a  turning  by  a 
goldfmith's  fhop. 

Fred.  .Stand  ftill,  John. 

Fran.  Well  Cbnjtantia  has  fpun  herfelf  a  fine  thread 
now  :  what  will  her  beft  friend  think  of  this  ? 

Fred,  John,  I  fmell  fome  juggling,  John, 

John,  Yes,  Frederick,  I  fear  it  will  be  prov'd  fo. 

Fran.  But  what  mould  the  reafon  be,  doll  think,  of 
this  fo  fudden  change  in  her  ? 

Fred.  JTis  me. 

Man.  Why  truly,  I  fufpeft  me  has  been  enticed  to 
it  by  a  ftranger. 

Jobz.  Did  you  mark  that,  Frederick  ? 

Fran.  Stranger  !  who  ? 

Man.  A  wild  gentleman  that's  newly  come  to  town. 

Fred.   Mark  that  too. 

John,  Yes,  fir, 

Fran.  Why  do  you  think  fo  ? 

Man.  I  heard  her  grave  condudlrefs  twattle  fomething 
as  they  went  along,  that  makes  me  guefs  it. 

John.   'Tis  Ihe,  Frederick. 

Fred.  But  who  that  he  is,  John? 

Fran.  I  do  not  doubt  to  bolt  'em  out,  for  they  muft 
certainly  be  about  the  town.  Ha!  no  more  words. 
Come,  let's  be  gone.  [Francifco  and  Man  feeing  DOM 

Fred.  Well.  John  «Wf  red.  retire. 

John. 
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Job*.  Very  well. 

Fred.  Difc'reetly. 

John.  Finely  carried. 

Fred.  You  have  no  more  of  thefe  tricks  ? 

John*  Ten  to  one,  fir, 
I  fhall  meet  with  them,  if  you  have. 

Fred.  Is  this  fair  ? 

John.  Was  it  in  you  a  friend's  part  to  deal  double  ? 
J  am  no  afs,  Don  Frederick. 

Fred.   And,  Don  John, 
It  fhall  appear  1  am  no  fool  :  difgrace  me 
To  make  yourfclf  thus  every  woman's  courtefy  ? 
'Tis  boyiih,  'tis  bafe. 

John.  'Tis  falfe ;  I  privy  to  this  dog-trick  ! 
Clear  yourfelf,   for  I  know  where  the  wind  fits, 
•Or  as. I  have  a  life —  [7'rampftng  nviilia. 

Fred.  No  more,  they  are  coming  ;  mew  no  difcon- 
tent,  let's  quietly  away.:  if  me  be  at  home  our  jealou- 
fies  are  over;  if  not,  you  and  I  mult  have  a  farther 
parley.  Jobx. 

John.  Yes,  Don  Frederick,  you  may  be  fure  we  fhall : 
but  where  are  thefe  fellows?  Plague  on  'em,  we  have 
loft  them  too  in  our  fpleens,  like  fools. 

Enter  Duke  and  Petruchio. 

Duke.  Come,  gentlemen,  let's  go  a  little  fafler  : 
Suppofe  you  have  all  miftrefTes,  and  mend 
Your  pace  accordingly. 

John.  Sir,  I  mould  be  as  glad  of  a  miflrefs  as  another 
man. 

Fred.  Yes,  o'my  confcience  wouldfl  thou,  and  of  any 
other  man's  miflrefs  too,  that  I'll  anfwer  for.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,     Antonio'/  Hou/e. 

Enter  Antonio  and  his  Man. 
Ant.  With  all  my  gold  ? 
Man.  The  trunk  broken  open  and  all  gone  ! 
Ant.  And  the  mother  in  the  plot  ? 
M0M.  And  the  mother  and  all. 

Ant.  And  the  devil  and  all,  and  all  his  imps  go  with 
'em.  Belike  they  thought  I  was  no  more  of  this  world, 
and  thofe  trifles  would  but  diiturb  my  coufcience. 

Man. 
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Man.  Sure  they  thought,  fir,  you  would  not  live  to 
difturb  'em. 

Ant.  Well,  my  fweet  miftrefs,  I'll  try  how  hand- 
fomely  your  ladyihip  can  caper  in  the  air !  there's  your 
mafter-piece.  No  imaginations  where  they  ihould' be  ? 

Man.  None,  fir ;  yet  we  have  fearch'd  all  place,  we 
fufpccled  ;  I  believe  they  have  taken  towards  the  port. 

J'it.  Give  me  then  a  wrur- conjurer,  one  that  can. 
raiie  water-devils;  -I'll  port  'em:  play  at  duck-and- 
drnke  with  my  money  !  Get  me  a  conjurer  I  fa  -,  en- 
quire out  a  man  that  lets  out  devils. 

Man.  I  do'nt  know  where. 

Ant.  In  every  ilreet,  Tom  Foci  ;  any  blear-ey'd 
people  with  red  heads  and  fiat  nofes  can  perform  it. 
Thou  fhalt  know  them  by  their  half-gowns,  and  no 
bfeeches.  Find  me  out  a  conjurer,  I  fay,  and  learn 
Tus  price,  how  he  will  let  his  devils  out  by  the  day.  I'll 
have  'em  again  if  they  be  above  ground.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E,     A  Str^t. 
EtttfrDuks,  Petruchio,   Frederick,  <?»</John. 

PL  ;r.  Your  grace  is  welcome  now  to  Naples ;  fo  you 
are  all,  gentlemen. 

John.  Don  Frederick,  will  you  ftep  in  and  give  the 
ladv  notice  who  comes  to  vifit  her  ? 

Petr.  i!id  her  make  hails  ;  we  come  to  fee  no  flranger — 
a  night-gown  will  ferve  turn  :  here's  one  that  knows  her 
nearer. 

Fred.  I'll  tell  her  what  you  fav,  fir.  [Exit. 

Pttr.  Now  will  the  fport  be,  to  cbferve  her  altera- 
tions, how  betwixt  fear  and  joy  (he  will  behave  her- 
fcl£ 

Duke.  Dear  brother,  I  muft  entreat  you • 

Petr.  I  conceive  your  mind,  fir — I   will   not  chide 

her,   but  like  a  fummer's  evening  againlt  heat 

Enter  Frederick  and  Peter. 

fobn.  How  now  •' 

Fred.  Not  to  abufe  your  patience  longer,  nor  hold  you 
o'T  with  tedious  circumltances ;  for  you  muft  know— — — 

John.  What  I  knew  before. 

Petr.  What? 

Dukt.  Where  is  fhe  ? 

Fred. 
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Fred,  Gone,  fir. 

Duke.  How.! 

Pctr.  What  did  yoa  fay,  fir  ? 

Fred.  Gone  ;  by  Heaven  remov'd.  The  woman  of 
the  houfe  too. 

Petr.  What,  that  reverend  old  woman  that  tired  me 
with  compliments  ? 

Fred.  The  very  fame, 

John.  Well,  Don  Frederick. 

Fred.  Don  John,  it  is  not  well :   but— — 
,    John.  But  what  ? 

Petr.   Gone  ! 

Fred,  This  fellow  can  fatisfy  I  lye  not, 

Pet.  A  little  after  my  mafter  was  departed,  fir,  with 
this  gentlemen,  my  fellow  and  myfclf  being  fent  on 
bufinefs,  as  we  muft  think  on  purpofe • 

Jcbn.  Yes,  yes,  on  purpofe. 

Pctr.  Hang  thefe  circumftances,  they  always  ferve  to 
ufher  in  ill  ends. 

John.  Gone  !  Now  could  I  eat  that  rogue,  I  am  fo 
angry.  Gone! 

Petr.  Gone! 

Fred.  Diredlly  gone,  fled,  fluffed :  what  would  you 
have  me  fay  ? 

Duke.  Well,  gentlemen,  wrong  not  my  good  opinion. 

Fred.  For  your  dukedom,  f;r,  I  would  not  be  a 
knave. 

Johi.  He  that  is,  a  rot  run  in  his  blood. 

Petr.  But,  hark'ee,  gentlemen,  are  you  fure  you 
had  her  here  ?  Did  you  not  dream  this  ? 

Jcbn.  Have  you  your  nofe,  fir  ? 

Petr.  Yes,  fir. 

John.  Then  we  had  her. 

Petr.  Since  you  are  fo  fhort,  believe  your  having  her 
ftall  fuffcr  more  conllru&ion. 

John.  Well,  fir,  let  it  fufter,         [Turns  off  pcevifih. 

Fred.  How  to  convince  you,  fir,  I  can't  imagine ; 
but  my  life  (hall  juftify  my  innocence,  or  fall  with  it. 

Duke.  Thus,  then — for  we  may  be  all  abus'd. 

Pctr.  'Tis  poflible. 
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Duke.  Here  let's  part  until  to-morrow  this  time  ;  we 
to  our  way  to  clear  this  doubt,  and  you  to  yours :  pawn- 
ing our  honours  then  to  meet  again ;  when  if  fhe  be 
not  found 

Fred.  We  {land  engag'd  to  anfwer  any  worthy  way 
we  are  call'd  to. 

Duke.   We  aflc  no  more. 

Petr.   To-morrow  certain. 

John.  If  we  out-live  this  night,  fir. 

[Exeunt  Duke  and  Petruchio, 

Fred.  Very  well,  Don  John! 

John.   Very  ill,  Don  Frederick  ! 

Fred.  We  have  fomewhat  now  to  do. 

John.  With  all  my  hf?art,  I  love  to  be  doing. 

Fr:d.   If  fhe  be  not  found  we  muft  fight. 

John.  I  am  glad  on't,  I  have  not" fought  a  great 
•while. 

Fred.  I  am  glad  you  are  fo  merry,  fir. 

John.  I  am  forry  you  are  fo  dull,  fir. 

Fred.  I  hate  trifling  when  my  honour's  at  flake. 

John.  If  you  will  flake  your  honour  upon  trifling 
things  you  muft  ;  for  my  part,  I'll  not  look  like  a  mur- 
derer in  tapeflry  as  you  do — thus — for  all  the  honour  in 
Chriftendom. 

Fred.  Here  let  us  part ;  and  if  the  lady  be 
Not  forth-coming, 
'Tis  this,  Don  John,  fhall  damp  your  levity  ! 

[Clapping  his  hand  upon  his  fivord. 

John.  Or  this  fliall  tickle  up  your  modefly  !  [Exeunt, 


ACT     IV.     SCENE.     A  Tavern. 
Enter  2  Conflantia,  and  her  Mother. 

7/fl/A.TTOLD,  Cons,  hold,  for  goodnefs,  hold;  I 
-ITj.  am  in  that  defertion  of  fpirit  for  want  of 
breath,  that  I  am  alraofl  reduced  to  the  receflity  of  not 
being  able  to  defend  jnvfclf  againit  the  inconvenience 
of  a  fall. 

Z  Con, 
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2  Con.  Dear  mother,  let  us  go  a  little  fafter  to  fecure 
o uriel ves  from  Antonio :  for  my  part  I  am  in  that  ter- 
rible fright,  that  I  can  neither  think,  fpeakj  nor  ibnd 
full,  'till  we  are  fafe  a  (hip-board,  and  out  of  fight  of 
the  flioic. 

Ma&.  Out  of  fight  of  the  more!  why  do  you  think 
I'll  Repatriate  ? 

2.  Con.  Depatriate?  what's  that? 

Moth.  Why,  you  fool  you,  leave  my  country :  what  will 
you  never  learn  to  fpcak  out  of  the  vulgar  road  ? 

2.  Con.  O  Lord!  this  hard  word  will  undo  u?. 

Moth.  As  I  am  a  chriltian,  if  it  were  to  fave  my  ho- 
nour (which  is  ten  thoufand  times  dearer  to  me  than 
life)  I  would  not  be  guilty  of  fo  odious  a  thought. 

2  Con.  Pray,  mother,  iince  your  hcnour  is  fo  dear  to 
you,  confider  that  if  we  are  taken,  both  it  and  we  a;e 
JolT:  for  ever. 

Moth.  Ay,  girl  ;  but  what  will  the  world  fay,  if  they 
mould  hear  fo  odious  a  thing  of  us,  as  that  we  mould 
Repatriate  ? 

2.  Can.  Ay  there's  it ;  the  world  !  why  mother,  the 
world  does  not  care  a  pin  if  both  you  and  I  were  hang'd; 
and  that  we  mail  be  certainly,  if  Antonio  takes  us,  for 
you  have  run  away  with  his  gold. 

Moth.  Did  he  not  tell  you  that  he  kept  it  in  his  trunk 
for  us  ?  and  hadnot  I  aright  to  take  it  \vheneverl  pleas'd: 
you  have  loft  your  reafoning  faculty,  Csns. 

2  Con.  Yes,  mother,  but  you  was  to  have  it  upon  a 
certain  condition,  which  condition  I  would  fooncr  itarre 
than  agree  to.  I  can't  help  my  poverty,  but  I  can  keep 
my  honour,  and  the  richell  old  fellow  in  the  kingdom 
(han't  buy  it :  I'd  fooner  give  it  away  than  jell  it,  that's 
my  fpirit,  mother. 

Mcth.  But  what  will  become  of  me,  Cons  ?  I  have  fo 
indelible  an  idea  of  my  dignity,  that  1  mult  have  the 
means  to  fupport  it ;  thofe  I  have  get,  and  I  will  ne'er 
depart  from  the  demarches  of  a  perfon  of  quality?  and 
let  come  what  will,  I  (hall  rather  chufe  to  fubmit  myfelf 
to  my  fits,  than  flrive  to  prevent  it  by  any  deportment 
that  is  not  congruous  in  every  degree  to  the  iteps  and 
meafures  of  a  itrict  practitioner  of  honour. 

2  Con. 
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z  Cz'.'.  \Vould  not  this  make  one  (lark  mad  !  your  ftilc 
i*  no  more  out  of  the  way  than  roar  manner  of  ivafon- 
Jng;  you  firit  fell  me  to  an  uglv  old  fellow,  then  you 
runaway  with  me,  and  all  his  gold  ;  and  now,  like  a 
ftricl  practitioner  of  honour,  refolve  to  be  ;aken,  rather 
'  ^triate,  as  you  call  it. 

Moth.  As  I  am  a  chriftian,  Cons,  a  tavern,  and  a  very- 
decent  fign  ;  I'll  in,  I  am  refolv'd,  though  by  it  J  faoulii 
run  a  rifque  of  never  fo  fcupendous  a  nature  ! 

2.  Con.  There's  no  Hopping  her  :  what  mail  I  do  ? 


Mot'j.  I'll  fend  for  my  kinfwonun  and  fome  mufic,  to 
revive  me  a  little,  for  really,  Cons,  I  am  reduced  to  that 
fad  imbecillity,  by  the  injury  I  have  done  my  poor  feet, 
that  I  am  in  a  great  incertitude,  whether  they  will  have 
livelineis  fuilicient  to  fupport  me  up  to  the  top  of  the 
itatrs,  or  no.  [Exit  Mother. 

2  Con.  I  have  a  great  mind  to  leave  this  fantaitieal 
mother-in-law  of  mine,  with  her  ttolen  goods,  take  to 
my  heels  and  feek  my  fortune  ;  but  lo  whom  (hall  I  apply  ? 
—  Generofity  and  humanity  are  not  to  be  met  with  at 
everycorner  of  the  ftreet.  —  If  any  young  fellow  would  but. 
take  a  liking  tome,  and  make  an  honeft  woman  of  me, 
J  would  make  him  ths  belt  wife  in  the  world  :  —  but  what 
a.  fool  am  I  to  talk  thus  ?  —  Young  men  think  of  voiin-j 
v.'umcn  now  a-days,  as  they  do  of  their  cloaths  :  it  is 
genteel  to  have  them,  to  be  vain  of  'em,  to  mew  'em  to 
cveiy  body,  and  to  change  'em  often  —  when  thsir  no- 
veity  and  fafhion  is  over,  they  are  turn'd  of  doors  £o  be 
purchas'd  and  worn  by  the  firil  buyer.  —  A  wife,  indeed, 
is  not  fo  eafily  got  rid  of;  it  is  a  fuit  of  mourning  that. 
lies  neglected  at  the  bottom  of  th?  cheft,  and  only  Ihews 
itfelf  now  and  then  upon  melancholy  occafions.  - 
What  a  terrible  profpeft  !  -  however,  I  do  here  fwear 
end  vo\v  to  live  forever  challe,  'till  I  find  a  young  fellow 
who  will  take  me  for  better  and  for  worfe.  -  Law  !  what 
a  defperate  oath  have  I  taken  ! 

j\lct/j.  (looking  out  at  the  'windo-iu.  Come  up,  Cons, 
the  fiddles  arc  licrc  - 

\_3Iotber  goes  from  the  window. 

C  2  Con. 
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2  Con.  I  come. 

I  muft  be  gone,  tho'  whither  I  cannot  tell ;  thefe  fiddles, 
and  her  difcreet  companions,  will  quickly  make  an  end 
of  all  flie  has  ftolen  ;  and  then  for  five  hundred  new 
pieces  fells  me  to  another  old  fellow,  whom  I  will  ferve 
in  the  very  fame  manner.  She  has  taken  care  not  to 
leave  me  a  farthing,  yet  I  am  fo,  better  than  under  her 
conduft,  'twill  be  at  worft  but  begging  for  my  life : 
,and 
'Starving  were  to  me  an  eafier  fate, 

Than  to  be  foic'd  to  live  with  one  I  hate. 

[Gees  up  to  her  Mother, 

Enter  Don  John. 

^fohn.  It  will  not  out  of  my  head,  but  that  Don  Fre~ 
derick  has  fent  away  this  wench,  for  all  he  carries  it  fo 
gravely  :  Yet,  methinks,  he  mould  be  honelter  than  fo  ; 
but  thefe  grave  men  are  never  touch'd  upon  fuch  occa- 
iions  ;  mark  it  when  you  will,  and  you'll  find  a  grave 
man,  efpecially  if  he  pretend  to  b?  a  precife  man,  will 
do  you  forty  things  without  remorfe,  that  would  ftartle 
one  of  us  mad  fellows  but  to  think  of.  \_MuJic  abo--je.~\ 
What's  here,  mufic  and  women  r — the  belt  mixture  in 
the  world  ! — would  I  were  among  'em — (Muftc  again,  and 
a  woman  appears  in  the  balcony) — that's  a  right  one,  I 
know  it  by  her  fmile — O'my  confcience,  take  a  woman 
jnafk'd  and  hooded,  nay  cover'd  all  o'er,  fo  that  you 
can't  fee  one  bit  of  her  and  at  twelve  fcore  diftance,  if 
fhe  be  a  leveret,  as  ten  to  one  me  is,  if  I  don't  hit  her, 
fay  I  am  no  markfman.  I  have  an  eye  that  never  fails  me 
—ah!  rogue!  (he's  right  too,  I'm  fureon't;  here's  a 
brave  parcel  of  'em  !  \Mufec  ftill  and  dancing. 

Moth.  Come,  come,  let's  dance  in  t'other  room,  'tis 
Si  great  deal  l»etter. 

John^  Say  you  fo?  what,  now,  if  I  mould  go  up  and 
dance  too  ?  It  is  a  tavern.  Rot  this  bufinefs.  Why 
fhould  a  man  be  hunting  upon  a  cold  fcent,  when 
there  is  fo  much  better  fport  near  at  hand  ?  I'll  in,  I  am 
refolved,  and  try  my  own  fortune ;  'tis  hard  luck  if  I  don't 
get  one  of 'em  ! 

[Ai  be  goes  to  the  door. 
Enter 
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Enter  2  Conftantia. 
See  here's  one  bolted  already;  fair  lady,  whither  fofail? 

2  Con.  I  don't  know,  fir. 

John.  May  I  have  the  honour  to  wait  upon  you  ? 

2  Con.  Yes,  if  you  pleafe,  fir. 

John.  Whither? 

2  Con.  I  tell  you  I  don't  know. 

John.  She's  very  quick.  Would  I  might  be  fo happy 
as  to  know  you,  lady. 

2  Con.  I  dare  not  let  you  fee  my  face,  fir. 

John.  Why  ? 

2  Con.  For  fear  you  mould  not  like  it,  and  then  leave 
me;  for  to  tell  you  true,  I  have  at  this  prefent  very 
great  need  of  you. 

John.  Haft  thou? Then  I  declare  myfelf  thy 

champion  :  and  let  me  tell  you,  there  is  not  a  better 
knight-errant  in  all  chriftendom,  than  I  am,  to  fuccour 
diftreftdamfels. 

2  Con.  What  a  proper,  handfome,  fpirited  fellow  this 
is  !  if  he'd  love  me  now  as  he  ought,  1  would  never  feek 
out  further.  Sir,  I  am  young,  and  unexperienced  in 
the  world. 

John.  If  thou  art  young,  its  no  great  matter  what  thy 
face  is. 

2  Con.  Perhaps  thit  freedom  in  me  may  feem  ftrange; 
but,  fir,  in  fhort,  I'm  forc'd  to  fly  from  one  I  hate  :  Will 
you  proteift  me  ? 

"John.  Yes  that  I  will,  before  I  fee  your  face :  your  fhape 
has  charm'd  me  enough  for  that  already. 

2  Con  But  if  we  mould  meet  him,  will  you  here  pro- 
mife  me,  he  mail  not  take  me  from  you  ? 

John.  If  any  one  takes  you  from  me,  he  mail  take  my 

life  too;   if  I  lofe  one,  I  won't  keep  t'other they 

(hall  go  together. 

2  Con.  For  Heaven's  fake  then  conduft  me  to  fotne 
place,  where  I  may  be  fecur'd  awhile  from  the  fight  of 
any  one  whatfoever. 

John.  By  all  the  hopes  I  have  to  find  thy  face  as  lovely 
as  thy  fhape,  I  will. 

2  Con.  Well,  fir,  I  believe  you,  for  you  have  an  ho- 
n<rft  look.  C  2 

John. 
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John.  An  boneft  look  !  Zounds,  I  am  afraid  Don  Fre- 
derick has  been  giving  her  a  chara&er  of  me  too 

Come,  pray  unveil. 

2  Con.  Then  turn  away  your  face,  for  I'm  refolv'd  you 
fhall  not  fee  a  bit  of  mine,  'till  I  have  let  it  in  order,  and 
then 

John.  What  then  ? 

2  Con.  I'll  ftrikeyou  dead. 

John.  A  mettled  wench,  I  warrant  her  !  If  flie  be  but 
young  now,  and  have  but  a  nofe  on  her  face,  ftie'll  be 
as  good  as  her  word Come,  my  dear,  I'm  e'en  pant- 
ing with  impatience Are  you  ready  ? 

(As  be  turns  flo<v~ly  round,  fie  gets  on  tbe  other  Jide) 
— S'death  where  is  me  ? 

2  Ccn.  Here  !  ftand  your  ground  if  you  dare  ! 

John.  By  this  light,  a  rare  cr.ature  !  ten  thoufand 
times  handfomer  than  her  we  feek  for  !  this  can  be  fure 
no  common  one :  pray  Heaven  (he  be  a  kind  one  ! 

2  Con.  Well,  fir,  whr;t  fay  you  now  ? 

John.  Nothing;  I'm  foamaz'd  I  am  not  able  to  fpe.nk. 
Prithee,  my  fweet  creature,  don't  let  us  be  talking  in 
the  ftreet,  but  run  home  with  me,  that  I  may  have  a  little 
private  innocent  converfaticn  with  you. 

2  Con.  No,  fir,  no  private  dealing-,  I  bcfeech  you. 

"John.  S'heart,  what  fhall  I  dor  I'm  out  of  my  wits. 
Hark'ee,  my  dear  foul,  canft  thou  love  me  ? 

2.  Con.  If  I  could,  what  then? 

John.  Why  then  I  lliould  be  the  happieft  man  alive  ! 

[  Kijfin?  her  bend. 

2  Con.  Nay,  good  fir,  hold — remember  the  conditions. 

John.  Conditions !  what  condition:)  !  I  would  not 
wrong  thee  for  the  univei  ie  ! 

2  Con.  Then  you'll  proinife. 

John.  What,  what :  I'll  promife  any  tiling,  every  thing, 
thou  dear,  fweet,  betwitching,  heavenly  woman  ! 

2  Con.  Do  make  me  an  honeii  noui.m! 

John.  How  the  devil,  my  angel,  can  I  do  that,  if  you 
are  undone  to  my  hands  ? 

2  Con.  Ay,  but  I  am  not — I  am  a  poor  innocent  Ir.mb, 
juft  efcaped  from  the  jaws  oi'an  cid  iox. 

JoLu. 


T  II  E     CHANCES.  5-? 

John.  Art  tJiou,  my  pretty  lamb?  then  I'll  be  thy 
fhepherd,  and  fold  thce  in  thcfe  arms.  \_KiJfts  her  hand* 

2  Con.  Ay,  but  you  muit  not  eat  the  lamb  yourfelf. 

John.  I  like  you  fo  well,  I  v/ill  do  any  thing  forthee. 
This  girl  fure  was  r.iaclo  on  purpofe  for  me  :  (he  is  juft  of 
my  humour — -my  dear  delightful  incognita  !     I  love  you 
fo  much,  it  is  impoffible  to  fay  how  much  I  love  thee  ! 
my  heart,  my  mind,  and  my  foul,   are  tranfported  to 
fuch  a  degree,   tliut — that — that — damn    it,  I  can't  talk 
— fo  let  us  run  home,  or  the  old  fox,  rrry  lamb,  will  over- 
take us.  [T'-'-y  rua  out* 
S  C  S  N  E,  the  Street  before  D.  John's  Lodgings. 
Enter  Frederick  and  Francifco. 

'  Fred.  And  art  thoti  fure  it  was  Conftantia,   fay  ft  thoir 
that  he  was  leading-? 

Fran.  Am  I  fure  I  live,  fir?  why,  I  dwelt  in  the  houfe 
with  her  ;  how  can  I  chufe  but  know  her  ? 

Fred.  But  did  ft  thou  fee  her  face  ? 

Fran.  Lord,  fir,  I  faw  her  face  as  plain  as  I  fee  your's 
juft  now,  not  two  ftreets  off. 

Fred.  Yes,  'tis  even  fo  ;  I  fufpe&ed  it  at  firft,  but  then 
he  forefwore  it  with  that  confidence — Well,  Don  John, 
if  thefe  be  your  pra&ifes,  you  (hall  have  no 'more  a  friend 
of  me,  fir,  I  afiure  yon.  Perhaps,  tho'  he  met  her  by 
chance,  and  intends  to  carry  her  to  her  brother,  and 
the  Duke. 

Fran,  A  little  time  will  (hew — Gad-fo,  here  he  is! 

Fred.  I'll  ftep  behind  this  mop,  and  obferve  him. 
Enter  Don  John  and  2  Conftantia. 

John.  Here  now  go  in  ;  and  let  me  fee  who  will  get 
you  out  again  without  my  leave. 

2  Con.  Remember — you  have  given  your  honour. 

John.  And  my  love — and  when  they  go  together,  yoir 
may  always  truft  'em. 

Fred.  Dear  Don  John.  (John  puts  Conftantia 

in,  nnd  locks  the  door. 

John.  Plague  o'  your  kindnefs  :  how  the  devil  comes  he 
here  juft  at  this  time? — Oh,  how  do  you  do,  Frederick? — 
Now  will  he  aflc  me  forty  foolim  queftions,  and  I  have 
fuch  a  mind  to  talk  to  this  wench,  that  I  cannot  think 
of  one  excufc  for  my  life. 

C  3 
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Fred.  Your  fervant,  fir:  pray  who's  that  you  lock'd 
In  j  uit  now  at  the  door  ? 

"John,  Why,  a  friend  of  mine  that's  gone  up  to  read 
a  book. 

Fred.  A  book !  that's  a  quaint  one,  i'faith :  prith'ee, 
Don  John,  what  library  has  thou  been  buying  this  af- 
ternoon I  for  i'  th'  morning,  to  my  knowledge,  thcu 
hadlt  never  a  book  there,  except  it  were  an  almanack, 
and  that  was  none  of  thy  own  neither. 

John.  No,  no,  its  a  book  of  his  own,  he  brought 
along  with  him  :  a  fcholar  that's  given  to  readir.g. 

Fred.  And  do  fcholars,  Don  John,  wear  pttdcoats 
now-a-days  ? 

John.  Plague  on  him,  he  has  feen  her — Well,  Don 
Frederick,  thou  know'ft  I  am  not  good  at  lying  ;  'tis  a  wo- 
rn an,  J  confefs  it,  make  your  belt  on't,  what  then  ? 

Fred.  Why  then,  Don  John,  I  defire you'll  be  pleas'd 
to  let  me  fee  her. 

John.  Why  faith,  Frederick,  I  Ihould  not  be  againft  ths 
thing,  but  you  know  that  a  man  mud  keep  his  word, 
and  me  has  a  mind  to  be  private. 

Fred.  But,  John,  you  may  remember  when  I  met  a 
lady  fo  before,  this  very  felf-fame  lady  too,  that  I  got 
leave  for  you  to  fee  her,  John. 

John.  Why,  do  you  think  then  that  this  here  is 
Cenftanlia  ? 

Fred.  I  cannot  properly  fay  I  think  it,  John,  becaufe 
I  know  it ;  this  fellow  here  law  her  as  you  led  her  i'  t'.i' 
ilreets. 

John.  Well,  and  what  then  ?  who  does  he  fay  it  is  ? 

Fred.  Aflc  him,  fir,  and  he'll  tell  you. 

John.  Hark'ee,  friend,  doft  thou  know  this  lady  ? 

Fran.  I  think  I  Ihould,  fir  ;  I  have  liv'd  long  enough 
in  the  houfe  to  know  her  fure. 

John.  And  how  do  they  call  her,  prithee  ? 

Fran.  Conjtantia  ! 

John.  How  !   Conjtantia  ! 

Fran.  Yes,  fir,  the  woman's  name  is  Conjlantia, 
that's  flat. 

John-  Is  it  fo,  fir  ?  and  fo  is  this  too.        [Strikes  him. 

Fran. 
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Frcv.  Oh,  oh  !  [Runs  out. 

John.  Now,  firrah,  you  may  fafely  fay  you  hive  not 
bore  falfe  witnefs  for  nothing. 

Fred.  Fie,  Don  John. !  why  do  you  beat  the  poor  fel- 
low for  doing  his  datv,  and  tellir.o-  truth  ? 

John.  Telling  truth  !  thou  talk'Jl  as  if  thou  had  been 
hired  to  bear  i'alfe  witnefs  too :  You  are  a  very  fine 
gentleman. 

Fred.  What  a  ftrangc  confidence  he  has  !  but  is  there 
no  fhame  in  thee  ?  nor  no  confideralion  of"  what  is  jult 
or  honeft,  to  keep  a  woman  thus  again!!  her  will,  that 
thou  know'ft  is  in  love  with  another  man  too  ?  doll  think 
a  judgment  will  not  follow  ilus  ? 

John.  Good  dear  Frederick,  do  keep  thy  fentences 
and  thy  fentiments,  which  are  now  out  of  faftiion,  for 
feme  better  opportunity  :  this  here  is  not  a  fit  fubjeft  for 
'em  :  I  tell  thee  me  is  no  more  Conftantia  than  thou 
art. 

Fred.  Why  won't  you  let  me  fee  her  then  ? 

'John.  Becaufe  I  can't :  befides,  me  is  not  for  thy  tafle. 

Fred.  How  fo  ? 

John.  Why,  thy  genius  lies  another  way  ;  thou  rrt 
all  for  flames  and  dsrts,  and  thofe  fine  things  !  now  I 
arm  for  pure,  plain,  fimple  love,  without  any  embroi- 
dery ;  I  am  not  fo  curious,  Frederick,  as  thou  art. 

Fred.  Very  well,  fir ;  but  is  there  no  fhame,  but  is 
this  worthy  in  you  to  delude 

John.  But  is  there  no  Jhame  !  but  is  this  ivortfy  !  what 
a  many  buts  are  here  ?  If  I  fhould  tell  thee  now  fo- 
lemnly  thou  haft  but  one  eye,  and  give  thee  reafons  for 
it,  wouldft  thou  believe  me  ? 

Fred.  I  think  hardly,  fir,  againft  my  own  knowledge. 

John.  Then  why  doft  thou,  with  that  grave  face,  go 
about  to  perfuade  me  againft  mine  ?  you  mould  do  as 
you  would  be  done  by,  Frederick. 

Fred.  And  fo  I  will,  fir,  in  this  very  particular,  fincc 
there's  no  other  remedy  ;  I  mall  do  that  for  the  duke 
and  Petrucbio,  which  I  mould  expeft  from  them  upon 
the  like  occaiion  :  In  fhort,  to  let  you  fee  I  am  as  ien- 
iible  of  my  honour,  as  you  can  be  carelefs  of  your's ;  .1 
C4  mult 
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mutt  tell  you,  fir,  that  I'm  refolv'd  to  wait  upca  this 
lady  to  them. 

John.  Are  you  fo,  fir  r  Why,  I  muft  thenx  fweet  fir, 
teii  you  again,  I  am  refolv'd  you  fha'n't.  Ne'er  flare 
nor  wonder  !  I  have  promis'd  to  preferve  her  from  the 
fcght  of  any  one  whatsoever,  and  with  the  hazard  of  my 
li.e  will  make  it  good  :  But  that  you  may  not  think  I 
mean  an  injury  to  Petrucbio,  or  the  duke,  know,  Don 
Frederick,  that  tho'  I  love  a  pretty  girl  perhaps  a  little 
better,  I  hate  to  do  a  thing  that's  bafe  as  much  as  you 
do.  Cace  more,  upon  my  honour,  this  is  not  Conjlanlia  ; 
let  that  fatisfy  you. 

Fred.  All  that  will  not  do——  [Gees  to  the  door. 

John.  No!  why  then  this  (hall,  [draws]  Come  not  one 
ftep  nearer,  for  if  thou  doft,  by  Heaven  I'm  thro'  you. 

Fred.  This  is  an  infolence  beyond  the  temper  of  a 

man  to  fuft'er. Thus  I  throw  off  thy  friendfhip,  and 

fince  thy  folly  has  provok'd  my  patience  beyond  its  na- 
tural bounds,  I  know  it  is  not  in  thy  power  now  to  fave 
thyfelf. 

John.  That's  to  be  try'd,  fir,  tho',  by  your  favour — 
[Lech  uf  to  the  balccny~\ — Miftrefs  what-d'ye-call-'em, 
pr'}  thee  look  out  now  a  little,  and  fee  how  I'll  fight  for 
thee. 

Fred.  Come,  fir,  are  j  ou  ready  ? 

John.  O  lord,  fir,  your  fervant.  [Fight. 

Enter  Duke  and  Petruchio. 

Pftr.  What's  here,  fighting  ?  let's  part  'em.  How, 
Don  Frederick  againft  Don  John  ?  How  came  you  to 
fall  out,  gentlemen  ?  What's  the  caufe  ? 

Fred.  Why,  fir,  it  is  your  quarrel,  and  not  mine,  that 
drew  this  on  me :  I  faw  him  lock  Conjiantia  up  into 
that  houfe,  and  I  defir'd  to  wait  upon  her  to  you  ;  that's 
the  caufc. 

Duke.  Oh,  it  may  be  he  defign'd  to  lay  the  obligation 
upon  us  himfelf — Sir,  we  are  beholden  to  you  for  this 
lavour  beyond  all  poflibility  of —  [approaching  John. 

John.  Pray,  your  grace,  keep  back,  and  don't  throw 
away  your  thanks  before  you  know  whether  I  have  de- 

ferv'd 
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ferv'd  'em  or  no.   Oh,  is  that  yourdefign  ?  Sir,  you  muft 
not  go  in  there,  [To  Petruchio  £»/'«§•  to  the  door. 

Petr.  How,  fir,  not  go  in. 

Ji>'?n.  No,  fir,  molt  certainly  not  go  in. 

Petr.  She's  my  filler,  and  I  will  fpeak  to  her. 

John.  If  fhe  were  your  mother,  fir,  you  fhou'd  not, 
tlio'  it  were  but  to  ofk  her  blefiing. 

Petr.  Since  you  arc  fo  pofitive,  I'll  try. 
'  John.  You  fiiall  find  me  a  man  of  my  word,  fir. 

[Fight. 

Dttke.  Nay,  pray  gentlemen,  held,  ^t  me  compofe 
this  matter.  Why  do  you  make  a  fcruple  of  letting  us 
fee  Confta-ntta  ? 

John.  Why,  fir,  'twould  turn  a  man's  head  round  to 
hear  thefe  fellows  talk  fo  ;  there  is  not  one  word  true  of 
all  that  he  has  faid. 

Duke,  Then  you  do  not  know  where  Corftantia  is  ? 

John.  Not  I,  by  heavens  ! 

Fred.  O  monftrous  impudence  !  upon  my  life,  fir,  I  faw 
him  force  her  into  that  houfe,  lock  her  up,  and  the  key 
is  now  in  his  pocket. 

John.  Now  that  is  two  lies  ;  for  firft  he  did  not  fee  her, 
and  next  all  force  is  unnecefiary,  Hie  is  fo  very  willing. 

Duke.  But  look'ee,  fir,  this  doubt  mayeafily  be  clear- 
ed ;  let  either  Pctrucbio  or  I  but  fee  her,  and  if  (he  be 
not  Ccnftantia,  we  engage  our  honours  (tho'  we  fhould 
know  her)  never  to  difcover  who  fhe  is. 

John.  Ay,  but  there's  the  point  now  that  I  can  ne'er 
confent  to. 

Duke.  Why? 

John.  Becaufe  I  gave  her  my  my  word  to  the  contrary. 

fetr.  Piih,  I  won't  be  kept  off  thus  any  longer  : 
Sir,  either  let  me  enter,  or  I'll  force  my  way. 

Fred.  No,  pray  fir,  let  that  be  my  office ;  I  will  be  re- 
venged on  him  for  having  bctray'd  me  to  his  friend fhip. 
[Petr.  and  Fred,  offer  to  'fight  with  John. 

Duke.  Nay,  you  (hall  not  ofter  him  foul  play  neither. 
Held,  brother,  pray  a  word;  and  with  you  too,  fir. 

[They  ivalk  cifide. 

John.  I  would  they  would  make  an  end  of  this  bufi- 

cefs,  that  I  might  be  with  her  again.     Hark'ce,  gentle- 
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men,  I'll  make  ye  a  fair  propofition  :  leave  off  this  ce- 
remony among  yourfelves,  and  thofe  difmal  threats 
againft  me  ;  Philip  up,  crofs  or  pile,  who  mail  begin 
firft,  and  I'll  do  the  bdl  I  can  to  entertain  you  ail  one 
after  another. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Now  do  my  ringers  itch  to  be  about  fomebody's 
cars  for  the  lofs  of  my  gold.  —  Ha  !  what's  here  to  do, 
fwords  drawn  ?  I  muft  make  one,  tho'  it  coft  me  the  fmg- 
ing  often  John  Dories  more.  Courage,  brave  boy  !  I'll 
ftand  by  you  as  long  as  this  tool  here  lafts  ;  and  it  was 
once  a  good  one. 

Petr.  Who's  this  ?  Antonio  !  O  fir,  you  are  welcome, 
you  lhall  be  e'en  judge  between  us.- 

Ant.  No,  no,  no,  not  I,  fir,    I    thank  you  ;  I'll  make 
work  for  others  to  judge  of,  I'm  refolv'd  to  fight. 
Petr.  But  we  won't  fight  with  you. 
Ant.  Then  put  your  fwords,  or  by  this  hand  I'll  lay 
about  me.  [They  put  up  their  fwtrdf. 

John.  Well  faid,  old  Bilba,  i'raith. 
Petr.  Pray  hear  us  tho'  :  this  gentlemen  faw  him  lock 
up  my  fifter  into  this  houfe,and  herefufes  to  let  us  fee  her. 
Ant.  How,  friend,  is  this  true  ?  [Going  to  him. 

John.  Not  fo  hafty,  I  befeech  you.    Look'ee,  gentle- 
men, to  mew  you  that  all  are  miftaken,  and  that  my  for- 
mal friend  there  is  an  afs  •  ••  • 
Fred.  I  thank  you,  fir. 

John.  I'll  give  yen  my  confent  that  this  gentleman 
iere  mail  fee  her,  if  his  information  can  fatisfy  you. 
Duke.  Yes,  yes,  he  knows  her  very  well. 
John.  Then,   fir,  go  in  here,  if  you   pleafej  I  dare 
truit  him  with  her,  lor  he  is  too  old  to  do  any  mifchief. 

in. 


Fred.  I  wonder  how  my  gentleman  will  get  off  from 
all  this. 

John.  I  mall  be  even  with  you,  Don  Frederick,  ano- 
ther time,  for  all  your  grinning.—  How  now  !  what 
noife  is  that  ?  [Noife  within  the  houfe. 

Enter  Peter. 

Pet.  The  gentleman  !-— 
Jebu.  Where  is  he  * 

Pft. 
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Pet.  He's  run  out  of  the  back-door,  fir. 
John-   How  fo  ? 

Pet.  Why,   fir,    he's  run  after  the  gentlewoman  yon 
brought  in. 

John.  'Sdeath,  how  durft  you  let  her  out  ? 
Pet.  Why,    fir,   I  knew  nothing. 
John.  No,   thou  ignorant  rafcal,    and  therefore  I'll 
beat  fomething  into  thee — (beats  him) — Run  after  her, 
you  dog,    and  bring  her  back,  or —  [Peter  runs  off'. 

Fred.   What,   you  won't  kill  him  ? 
John.  Nay,   come  not  near  me,  for  if  thou  doft,   by 
Heavens,  I'll  give  thee  as  much  ;     and  would  do  fo, 
however,    but  that  I  won't  lofe  time  from  looking  after 
my  dear  fweet— A  plague  confound  you  all. 

[Goes  in,   and  Jlmts  the  door  cfter  him. 
Date.  What,  he  has  fhut  the  door  ! 
FrcJ,  It's  no  matter,   I'll  lead  you  to  a  private  back- 
way,  by  that  corner,    where  we  fhall  meet  him. 

[Exeunt, 


A     C     T      V. 
SCENE,     A  Street. 

Enier   iji    Conftantia. 

i  Co//.  f\n  whither  fhall  I  run  to  hide  myfelf!  The 
\^Jt  conflables  has  feized  the  landlady,  and  I'm 
afraid  the  poor  child,  too.  How  to  return  to  Don  Fre- 
//w/cii's  houfe,  I  know  not;  and  if  I  knew,  I  duril 
not,  after  thofe  things  the  landlady  has  told  ms  of  him. 
You  powers  above  look  down  and  help  me  !  I  am  faul- 
ty, 1  confefs,  but  greater  faults  have  often  met  with  ligh- 
ter panifhments. 

Enter  Don   John. 

John.  I'm  almo.1  dead  with  running,  and  will  be  fo 
quite,   but  I'll  overtake  her. 

I  Con.   Hold,    Donjcbn,    hold! 

John.  Who's  that?    Ha!    is  it  you,    my  dear? 
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i  Can.  For  Heaven's  Hike,  fir,  carry  me  from  hence, 
or  I'm  utterly  undone.  ' 

John.  Phoo,  plague,  this  is  th'other:  now  could  I 
almoft  beat  her,  for  but  making  me  the  proportion. 
Madam,  there  are  fome  a  coming,  that  will  do  it  a 
great  deal  better :  but  I'm  in  fuch  hafle,  that  I  vow 
to  Gad,  madam—  • 

i  CCK.  Nay,  pray,  fir,  ftay,  you  are  concern'd  in 
this  as  well  as  I;  for  your  woman  is  taken. 

Jehu.  Ha !    my  woman  ?  [Goes  back  to  her. 

I  vow  to  Gad.  madam,  I  do  fo  highly  honour  your 
ladymip,  that  I  wcu'd  venture  my  life  a  thoufand  times 
to  do  you  fervice.  But  pray  where  is  (he? 

i  Con.  Why,   fir,   fne  is  taken  by  the  conftable. 

John.  Conflabie  !  which  way  went  he  ? 

i  Con.  I  cannot  tell,  for  I  run  out  into  the  ftreets  juft 
as  he  had  feiz'd  upon  your  landlady. 

John.  Plague  o'  my  landlady !  I  mean  the  other  wo- 
man. 

i  Can.  Other  woman,  fir!  I've  feen  no  other  wo- 
man, never  fince  I  left  ycur  houfe ! 

John.  'Sheart,  what  have  I  been  doing  here  then  all 
this  while?  Madam,  your  moft  humble 

i  Con.  Good  fir,  be  not  fo  cruel,  as  to  leave  me  in 
this  diflrefs. 

John.  No,  no,  no;  I'm  only  going  a  little  way, 
and  will  be  back  again  prefently. 

i  Con.  But  pray,  fir,  hear  me,  I'm  in  that  dan- 
ger  

John.  No,  no,  no!  I  vow  to  Gad,  madam,  no  dan- 
ger i'  tb'  world.  Let  me  alone,  I  warrant  you. 

[Hurries  ojf. 

l  Con.  He's  gone,  and  I  a  loft,  wretched,  mifcr.ible 
creature,  for  ever ! 

Enter   Antonio. 

Ant.  O,  there  (he  is. 

i  Con.  Who's  this,  Antonio!  the  fiercest  enemy  I 
have.  [Runs  an/any. 

Ant.   Are  you  fo  nimble-footed,  gentlewoman? 
A  plague  confound  all  whores !  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE,     Another  Street. 
"Enter  Mother  to  the  2  Conttantia  end  Kinswoman. 

Kinf.  But,  madam,  be  not  fo  angry,  perhaps  (he'll 
come  again. 

Moth.  O  kinfwomajQ,  never  fpeak  of  her  more;  for 
fhe's  an  odious  creature  to  leave  me  thus  in  the  lurch. 
I  have  givrn  her  all  her  breeding,  and  inftrucled  her 
with  my  own  principles  of  education. 

Kinf.  I  proteft,  madam,  I  think  (he's  a  perfon  that 
knows  as  much  of  all  that  as — 

Moth.  Knows,  kinfwoman !  There's  ne'er  a  female 
in  Italy,  of  thrice  her  years,  knov/s  fo  much  the  proce- 
dures of  a  true  gallantry;  and  the  infallible  principles 
of  an  honourable  friendlhip,  as  (he  does. 

Kinf.  And  therefore,  madam,  you  ought  to  love 
her. 

Moth.  No,  fie  upon  her,  nothing  at  all,  as  I'm  a 
Chriitian.  When  once  a  perfon  fails  in  fundamentals, 
fhe's  at  a  pericd  with  me.  Befides,  with  all  her  wit, 
Conjlanlia  is  but  a  fool,  and  calls  all  the  minauderits  of 
•a  bonne  mine,  aflbftation. 

Kinf.  Indeed,  I  mult  confefs,  (he's  given  a  little  too 
much  to  thecarelefs  \vay. 

Moth.  Ay,  there  you  have  hit  it,  kinfwoman  ;  the 
carelefs  wny  has  quite  undone  her.  Will  you  believe 
me,  kinfwoman?  as  lam  a  Chriilian,  I  never  could 
make  her  do  this — nor  carry  her  body  thus — bat  juli 
when  my  eye  was  upon  her;  as  foon  as  ever  my  back 
was  turned,  whip  her  elbows  were  quite  out  again  : 
Wou'd  not  you  Hare  now  at  this  ? 

Kinf.  Eltfs  me,  fweet  goodnefs  !  But  pray,  madam, 
how  came  Ccnftcintia  to  fall  out  with  your  ladyfhip?  did 
fhe  take  any  thing  ill  of  you  ? 

Moth.  As  I'm  a  Chriftian  I  can't  refolve  you,  unlefs 
it  were  that  I  led  the  dance  iirft ;  but  for  that  me  mull 
excuic  me  :  I  know  (he  dances  well,  but  there  are  ethers 
who  perhaps  undcrllands  the  right  iwim  of  it  as  v^eil  as 

me 

Er.t^r  Don  Frederick. 
And  tho'  I  love  Csnjlantia  ! 

Fred.  How's  ihisj ?  Ceujlantia  ! 

Mctb 
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Moth.  I  know  no  reafon  why  I  fhould  be  debarr'd  the 
privilege  of  fhewing  my  own  geno  too  fometimes. 

Fred.  If  I  am  not  miltaken,  that  other  woman  is  me 
Don  John  and  I  were  directed  to,  when  we  came  firft  to 
town,  to  bring  us  acquainted  with  Conjlantia.  I'll  try 
to  get  fome  intelligence  from  her.  Pray,  lady,  have  I 
never  feen  you  before  ? 

Kinf.  Yes,  fir,  I  think  you  have,  with  another  {hun- 
ger, a  friend  of  your's,  one  day  as  I  was  coming  out  of 
the  church. 

Fred,  I'm  right  then.  And  pray  who  were  you  talk- 
ing of? 

Moth.  Why,  fir,  of  an  inconfiderate  inconfiderable 
perfon,  that  has  at  once  both  forfeited  the  honour  of 
my  concern,  and  the  concern  of  her  own  honour. 

Fred.  Very  fine,  indeed  !  and  is  all  this  intended  for 
the  beautiful  Conjlantia? 

Moth.  O  fie  upon  her,  fir,  an  odious  creature,  as  I'm 
a  Chriftian,  no  beauty  at  all. 

Fred.  Why,  does  not  your  ladyfhip  think  her  hand- 
fome  ? 

Moth.  Serioufly,  fir,  I  don't  think  fhe's  ugly;  but 
as  I'm  a  ChriiHan,  my  pofition  is,  that  no  true  beauty 
can  be  lodg'd  in  that  creature,  who  is  not  in  fome  mea- 
fure  buoy'd  up  with  a  juft  fenfa  of  what  is  incumbent  to 
the  devoir  of  a  perfon  of  quality. 

Fred.  That  pofuion,  madam,  is  a  little  fevere:  but 
however  me  has  been  incumbent  formerly,  as  your  la- 
dyfliip  is  pleas'd  to  fay ;  now  that  fhe's  married,  and 
her  hufband  owns  the  child,  fhe  is  fuiTiciently  juftify'd 
for  what  me  has  done. 

Moth.  Sir,  I  mufr,  blufhingly,  beg  leave  to  fay  you 
are  in  an  error.  I  know  there  has  been  the  paffion  of 
love  between  'em,  but  with  a  temperament  fo  innocent 
and  fo  refin'd,  as  it  did  impofe  a  negative  upon  the  very 
poffibility  of  her  being  with  child.  No,  fir,  I  afiure 
you,  my  daughter  Conftantia  has  never  had  a  child:  a 
child!  ha,  ha,  ha!  O  goodnefs  fave  us,  a  child! 

Fred.  Well,  madam,  I  mall  not  difpute  this  with 
you  any  further;  but  give  me  kave  to  wait  upon  your 

daughter 
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daughter;  for  her  friend,    I  aflure  you,   is  in  great  im- 
patience to  fee  her. 

Moth.  Friend,   fir  !    I  know  none  fhe  has.     I'm  fure 
fhe  loaths  the  very  fight  of  him. 
Fred.   Of  whom? 

Moth.  Why,  vi  Antonio,  fir,  he  that  you  were  pleaf- 
ed  to  fay  -  '•  —  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Fred.  Still  worfe  and  worfe.  'Slife  !  cannot  flie  be 
content  with  not  letting  me  underftand  her;  but  mult 
alfo  refolve  obftinately  not  to  underftand  me,  becaufe  I 
fpeak  plain  ?  Why,  madam,  I  cannot  cxprefs  myfelf 
your  way,  therefore  be  not  offended  at  me  for  it.  I  tell 
you  I  do  not  know  Antonio,  nor  never  nam'd  him  to 
you?  I  told  you  that  the  duke  has  own'd  Conftantia  for 
his  wife,  and  that  her  brother  and  he  are  friends,  and 
are  now  both  in  fearch  after  her. 

Moth.  Then  as  I'm  a  Chriitian,  I  fufpecl  we  have 
both  been  eqally  involv'd  in  the  misfortune  of  a  miftake. 
Sir,  I  am  in  the  dernier  confufion  to  avow,  that  tho* 
my  daughter  Conjiantia  lias  been  liable  to  feveral  ad- 
drefTes  ;  yet  fhe  never  had  the  honour  to  be  produc'd  to 
his  grace. 

Fred.  So,  now  the  thing  is  out.  This  is  a  damn'd 
bawd,  and  I  as  damn'd  a  rogue  for  what  I  did  to  Den 
Jcbn;  for  o'  my  confcience,  this  is  that  Conjlantia  the 
fellow  told  me  of.  I'll  make  him  amends,  whate'er  it 
coft.  me.  Lady,  you  mud  give  me  leave  not  to  part  with 
you,  till  you  meet  with  your  daughter,  for  fume  ica- 
ibns  1  mall  tell  you  hereafter. 

Moth.  Sir,  I  am  fo  highly  your  obligee  for  the  man- 
ner of  your  enquiries,  and  you  have  grounded  your  de- 
terminations upon  fo  juit  a  bafis,  that  I  mall  not  be 
alham'd  to  own  myfelf  a  votary  to  all  your  commands. 


SCENE,     A  Street. 
Enter   2  Conftantia. 

2  Con.  So!  thanks  to  my  youth  and  my  heels,  I  am. 
once  more  free  from  Antonio  —  what  an  efcape  !  and  yet, 
what  a  misfortune  !  I  have  no  great  reafon  to  rejoice  — 

for 
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for  tho'  I  have  got  clear  from  the  old  fellow,  I  have  lofl 
the  young  one  too. — I  did  not  wiih  to  out-run  'em  both 

— but  whither  to  go  now?    that's  the  quefHon.- 1 

will  my  fpirited  young  Spaniard  was  here  to  anfwer  it 
but  that  this  wild  fpark,  whom  I  lik'd  fo  welt,  and 
who  fwore  he  lik'd  me,  fliould  fend  that  old  piece  cf 
mifchief  to  diftrefs  me,  and  drive  me  out  of  the  houfer 
puzzles  me  exceedingly !  I  wifh  I  could  fee  him  once 
more  to  explain  this  matter  to  me. — May  I  never  be 
married  if  he  is  not  coming  this  way  ! — Shou'd  he  prove 
falfe,  my  poor  heart  will  have  a  terrible  time  cf  it — now 

for  the  proof [Walks  ajidc. 

Enter  Don  John,  hddlr.g  Peter. 

John.  Did  you  run  after  her,  as  I  order'd  you,  firrah  ? 

Pet.  Like  any  greyhound,  fir. 

John.  And  have  you  found  her,   rafcal  ? 

Pet.  Not  quite,  fir. 

John.  Not  quite,   fir  ! — You  are  drunk,  fellow  ! 
'  Pet.   A  little,  fir 1  run  the  better  for  it. 

John.  Have  you  feen  her  ?  fpeak  quickly,  or  fpeak 
no  more. [Shaking  b:m. 

Pet.  Yes,    yes,  I  have  feen  her.' 

John.  Where!  where! 

Pet.  There!    there! 

John.  Where's  there,  firrah  ? 

Pet.  There  where  I  faw  her in  the  flreet ! 

Jchn.  Did  you  overtake  her  ? 

Pet.  I  was  overtaken  myfelf,  fir,  and — hie — fell  down. 

John.  Then  fhe  is  gone  !  irrecoverably  gone  !  and  I 
fhail  run  diftra&ed.  [2  Conftantia  taps  him  on  the 

Jhoulder,  be  turns,  and  they  gaze  at  each  other. 
He-igho! 

Pet.  Never  was  fo  near  death  in  all  my  life  !  [Ex.  Pet. 

Jcln.  O  my  dear  foul,  take  pity  o'  me,  and  give  me 
comfort ;  for  I'm  e'en  dead  for  want  cf  thec. 

2  Con.  O  you're  a  fine  gentleman  indeed,  to  ftut  me 
up  in  your  houfe,  ?.nd  fend  another  man  to  me. 

Jchn.  Pray  hear  me. 

2  Con.  No,  I  will  never  hear  you  more  after  fuch  an 
injury;  what  would  you  have  done,  if  I  had  been  kind 
to  you,  that  you  could  ufe  me  thus  before : 

John. 
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JO-JH.  By  my  troth,  that's  (hrewdly  urg'd. 

2  Con.  Bdldes,  you  bafcly  broke  your  word. 

John.  But  will  you  hear  nothing?  nor  did  you  hear 
nothing  ?  I  had  three  men  upon  me  at  once,  and  had  I 
not  confented  to  let  that  old  fellow  up,  who  came  to  my 
refcue,  they  had  all  broken  in  whether  I  wou'd  or 
no. 

2  Con.  It  may  be  fo,  for  I  remember  I  heard  a  noife ; 
but  fuppofe  it  was  not  fo,w!iat  then  ?  why,  then,  I'll  love 
him  however.  Hark'ce,  fir,  I  ought  now  to  ufe 
you  very  fcurvily;  but  I  can't  find  in  my  heart  to  do 
ib. 

Join.  Then  Heaven's  blcfling  on  thy  heart  for  it. 

2  Con.  But  a     "  «. 

Jain.  What  ? 

2  Ccn.  I  would  fain  knew— — 

John.  What,  what  ?  I'll  tell  thee  any  thing,  every 
thing. 

2  Con.  I  wou'd  fain  know  whether  you  can  be  kind 
to  me. 

Join  Look  in  your  glafs,  my  charmer,  and  anfwer 
for  me. 

2  Con.  You  think  me  very  vain. 

John.  I  think  you  devilim  handfome. 

2  Con.  I  fhall  find  you  a  rogue  at  laft. 

John.  Then  you  mall  hang  me  for  a  fool ;  take  your 
garters  and  do  it  now  if  you  will.  [Sighing. 

z  Con.  You  are  no  fool. 

John.  O  yes  a  loving  fool. 

2  Con.  Will  you  love  me  for  ever  ? — 

John.  I'll  be  bound  to  you  for  ever — you  can't  defirc 
better  fecurity. 

2  Con.  I  ha-ve  better  fecurity, 

John.  What's  that,  my  angel  ? 

2  Con.  The  tendered  affection  for  you  now,  and  the 
kindeft  behaviour  to  you,  for  ever  more. 

John.  And  1,  upon  my  knees,  will  fwear,  that,  that 
— what  fhall  1  fwear  ? 

2  Con.  Nay  ufe  what  words  you  pleafe,  fo  they  be 
but  hearty. 

Join.  I  fwear  then  by  thy  fair  felf,  that  looks  fo  like 

a  deity 
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a  deity,  and  art  the  only  thing  I  can  now  think  of,  that 
I'll  adore  you  to  my  dying  day. 

2  Con.  And  here  I  vow,  the  minute  thou  doft  leaver 
me,  I'll  leave  the  world — that's  kill  myfelf. 

"John.  O  niy  dear  heavenly  creature !  we'll  love  as 
long  as  we  live,  and  then  we'll  die  together — and  there's 
an  end  of  both  of  us. — But  who  is  this  my  old  new  friend 
has  got  there  ? 

Enter  i  Conftantia,  and  Antonio  ivbofeizes  her. 

Ant.  O  hare  I  caught  you,'  gentlewoman,  at  laft  ! 
Come  give  me  my  gold. 

1  Ccn.  I  hope  he  takes  me  for  another  ;  I  won't  anfwer, 
for  I  had  rather  you  iliould   take  me  for  any  one,  than 
who  I  am. 

John.  Pray,  fir,  who  is  that  you  have  there  by  the 
hand  ? 

Ant.  A  perfon  of  honour— that  has  broke  open  my 
trunks,  ana  run  away  with  ajl  my  gold ;  yet  I'll  hold, 
ten  pounds  I'll  have  it  whipp'dout  of  her  again. 

2  Con.  Done,  I'll  hold  you  ten  pounds  of  that  now ! 
Ant.  Ha!  by  my  troth,  you  have  reafon,  and  lady,  I 

afk  your  pardon  ;   but  I'll  have  it  whipp'd  out  of  joe 
then,  golfip.  [Gcing  to  her. 

John.  Hold,  fir,  you  muft  not  meddle  \vith  my 
goods.  [Stopping  him. 

Ant.  Your  goods  ?  how  came  me  to  be  your's?  I'm 
fure  I  bought  her  of  her  mother  for  five  hundred  good 
pieces  in  gold. 

John.  Ay,  fir,  but  that  bargain  won't  hold  good  in  our 
court ;  befides,  fir,  as  I  told  you  before,  ihe's  mine, 
Don. 

Ant.  Your's,  fir  !  by  what  right  ? 

John.  The  right  of  pofleflion,  fir,  the  law  of  love,  and 
confent  of  the  parties. 

Ant.  And  is  this  fo,  young  lady  ? 

2  Con.  Yes,  young  gentleman,  it  is. — You  purchafe 
me  ?— — And  cou'd  you  imagine,  you  old  fool  you, 
that  I  wou'd  take  up  with  you,  while  there  was  a  young 
fellow  to  be  had  for  love  or  money. — Purchafe  yourfelf 
a  little  wit,  and  a  great  deal  of  flannel  againft  the  cold 
weather,  or,  on  my  word,  you'll  make  a  melancholy 
figure.  Ha !  ha  !  ha ! 

John, 
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Job,;.  He  does  make  a  melancholy  figure,  ha!  ha! 
You  had  better  let  her  alone,  Don  ;  why,  (he's  too  hard 
for  me - 

Ant,  Indeed  I  think  fo — But  pray,  fir,  bv  your 
leave,  I  hope  you  will  allow  me  the  fpeech  of  one  word 
to  your  goods  here,  as  you  call  her ;  'tis  but  a  fmall 
requeft. 

John.  Ay,  fir,  with  all  my  heart how,  Conftan- 

tla  ! Madam,  now  you  have  feen  that  lady,  I  hops 

you  will  pardon  the  hafte  you  met  me  in  a  littie 
while  a  go  ;  if  I  committed  a  fault,  you  mult  thank  her 
for  it. 

i  Con.  Sir,  if  you  will,  for  her  fake,  be  perfuaded  to 
protedl  me  from  the  violence  of  my  brother,  I  {hall  have 
reafon  to  thank  you  both. 

yobn.  Nay,  madam,  now  that  I'm  in  my  wits  again, 
and  my  heart's  at  eafe,  it  mall  go  very  hard,  but  I  will 
fee  your's  fo  too ;  I  was  before  diftrafted,  and  'tis  not 
ftrange  that  the  love  of  her  fhou'd  hinder  me  from  re- 
membering what  was  due  to  you,  fince  it  made  me  for-, 
get  myfelf. 

1  Ccn.  Sir,  I  do  know  too  well  the  power  of  love,  by 
my  own  experience,  not  to  pardon  all  the  eftefts  of  it  in 
another. 

Ant.  Well,  then  I'll  promife  you,  if  you  will  but  help 
me  to  recover  my  gold  again,  that  I'll  never  trouble 
you  more. 

2  Con.   A   match;  and    'tis  the  beft  that  you  and  I 
could  ever  make. 

John.  Pray,  madam,  fear  nothing ;  by  my  love  I'll 
ftand  by  you,  and  fee  that  your  brother  mail  do  you  no 
harm. 

2  Ccn.  Hark'ee,  fir,  a  word  :  how  dare  you  talk  of 
love  to  any  lady  but  me,  fir! 

John.  By  my  troth  that  was  a  fault,  but  I  meant  it 
only  civilly.. 

2  Con.  Ay,  but  if  you  are  fo  very  civil  a  gentleman, 
we  mall  not  be  long  friends :  I  fcorn  to  Chare  your  love 
with  any  other  whatfoever,  and,  for  my  part,  I'm  re- 
folv'd  either  to  have  all  or  none. 

John.  Well,  well,  my  dear  little  covetous  rogue, 
thou  fhalt  have  it  all — thus  I  fign  and  feal  [Xv/fcj  her 

hand} 
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&ar?<f]  and  transfer  all  my  flock  of  love  to  ihee  for  ever  and 
ever — 'tis  plac'd  in  afure  fund,  where  the  principal  and 
intereil  mall  never  be  diminim'd,  and  we  mall  enjoy  both 
without  the  fmalleft  breach  of  faith  on  either  fide. 

2  Ccn.  I  accept  it  in  the  warmeft  fpirit  of  love  and 
gratitude. 

Enter  Frederick  and  Mother. 

Fred.  Come  now,  madam,  let  us  not  fpeak  one  word 
more,  but  go  quietly  about  our  bufmefs  ;  not  but  that  I 
think  it  the  greateft  pleafure  in  the  world  to  hear  you 
talk,  but 

Moth.  Do  you,  indeed,  fir  !  I  fvvear  then  good  wits 
jump,  fir;  for  I  have  thought  fo  myfelf  a  very  great 
while, 

Fred.  You've  all  the  reafon  imaginable.  O  Don 
John,  I  afk  thy  pardon  !  but  I  hope  I  mall  make  thee 
amends,  for  I  have  found  out  the  mother,  and  me  has 
promis'd  to  help  thee  to  thy  miftrefs  again. 

John.  Sir,  you  may  fave  your  labour,  the  buiinefs  is 
done,  and  I  am  fully  fatisfy'd. 

Fred.  And  doft  thou  know  who  me  is  ? 

John.  No  faith,  I  never  aflc'd  her  name. 

Fred.  Why  then  I'll  make  thee  yet  more  fatisfy'd  j 
this  lady  here  is  that  very  Conftantia 

John.  Ha  !  thcu  haft  not  a  mind  to  be  knock'd  o'er 
the  pate  too,  haft  thou  ? 

Fred.  No,  fir,  nor  dare  you  do  it  neither  ;  but  for 
certain  this  is  that  very  felt  fame  Ccnjlantia  that  thou 
and  I  fo  long  look'd  after. 

John.  I  thought  (he  was  fomething  more  than  ordi- 
nary ;  but  mall  I  tell  thee  now  a  ftranger  thing  than  all 
this  ? 

Fred.  What's  that  ? 

John.  Why  I  will  never  more  think  of  any  other  wo- 
man for  her  lake. 

Fred.  That  indeed  is  ftrange,  but  you  are  much  al- 
tered, John  ;  it  was  but  this  morning  that  women  were 
fuch  hypocrites,  that  you  would  not  truft  a  fingle  mo- 
ther's daughter  of  'em. 

Jobn.  Ay,  but  when  things  are  at  the  worft,  they'll 
mend — example  does  every  thing,  Frederick,  and  the 

fair 
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fair  fex  will  certainly  grow  better,  whenever  thegreateit 
is  the  bell  woman  in  the  kingdom — that's  what  I  trull 
to. 

Fred.  Well  parry 'd,  John, 

John.  See  here,  Frederick  !  the  loft  jewel  is  found. 

\$be<wing  i  Conftantia. 

2  Con.  Come,  mother,  deliver  yourpurfe;  I  have  de- 
livered myfelf  up  to  th's  young  fellow,  and  the  bar- 
gain's made  with  that  old  fellow,  fo  he  may  have  his 
gold  again,  that  all  fhall  be  well. 

Mitb.  As  I  am  a  chrilHan,  fir,  I  took  it  away  only 
to  have  the  honour  of  refloring  it  again  ;  for  my  hard 
fate  having  not  beftow'd  upon  me  a  fund  which  might 
capacitate  me  to  make  you  prefcnts  of  my  own,  I  had 
no  way  left  for  the  exercife  of  my  generoilty,  but  by 
putting  myfelf  into  a  condition  of  giving  back  what 
was  .your's. 

Ant.  A  very  generous  defign  indeed  !  So  now  I'll  e'en 
turn  a  fobcrperibn,  and  leave-off  this  wenching,  and  this 
fighting,  for  I  begin  to  find  it  does  not  agree  with  me. 

Fred.  Madam,  I'm  heartily  glad  to  meet  your  ladymip 
here;  we  have  been  in  a  very  great  diforderfince  we  faw 
you. 

John.  What's  here?  our  landlady  and  the  child  again  ! 
Enter  Duke,  Petruchio,  ^WLandlady,  with  the  Child. 

Petr.  Yes,  we  met  her  going  to  be  whipp'd,  in  a 
drunken  conftable's  hands  that  look  her  for  another. 

John.  Why  then,  pray  let  her  e'en  be  taken  and 
whipp'd  for  herfelf,  for  on  my  word  flie  deferves  it. 

Land.  Yes,  I'm  fure  of  your  good  woi'd  at  any  time. 

i  Con.  Hark'ee,  dear  landlady. 

Land.  O  fweet  goodnefsJ  is  it  you?  I  have  been  in 
fitch  a  pack  of  troubles  fince  I  faw  you  ;  they  took  me, 
and  they  ttimbl'd  me,  and  they  haul'd  me,  and  they 
puil'd  me,  and  they  call'd  me  painted  Jczsbel,  and 
the  poor  little  babe  here  did  fo  take  on.  Come  hi- 
ther, my  lord,  come  hither:  here  is  Ccnftantia. 

i  Con.  For  Heaven's  fake  peace  ;  yonder's  my  bro- 
ther, and  if -he  difcovers  me,  I'm  certainly  ruin'd  ! 

Duke.  No,  madam,  there  is  no  danger, 
i  Con.  Were  there  a  thoufand  dangers  in  thofe  arms, 
I  would  run  thus  to  meet  them. 

Duke. 
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Duke.  O  my  dear  !  it  were  not  fafe  that  any  (hou'd 
be  here  at  prefent ;  for  now  my  heart  is  fo  o'erprefs'd 
with  joy,  that  I  fhou'd  fcarce  be  able  to  defend  thee. 

Petr.  Sitter,  I'm  fo  afham'd  of  all  my  faults,  which 
my  miftake  has  made  me  guilty  of,  that  I  know  not  how 
to  aflc  your  pardon  for  them. 

1  Con.  No,  brother,  the  fault  was  mine,  in  miftaking 
you  fo  much,  as  not  to  impart  the  whole  truth  to  you  at 
firft  ;  but  having  begun  my  love  without  your  confent, 
I  never  durft  acquaint  you  with  the  progrefs  of  it. 

Duke.  Come,  let  the   confummation    of  our  prefent 
joys  blot  out  the  memory  of  all  thefe  paft  miilakes. 
"John.  And  when  mall  we  confummate  our  joys  .? 

2  Con. Never: 

We'll  find  out  ways  mall  make  'em  laft  for  ever. 

John.  A  match,  my  girl — Come  let  us  all  away, 
And  celebrate  The  CHANCES  of  this  day ; 
My  former  vanities  are  paft  and  gone, 
And  now  I  fix  to  happinefs  and  one  ; 
Change  the  wild  wanton,  for  the  fober  plan, 
An^>  like  my  friend — become  a  Mcdfji  man. 

\Exeunt  omrtes.i 
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>  The  Reader  is  defired  to  obferve,  that  the  Paflagcs  omuted 
in  tfee  Reprefentation  at  the  Theatres  arc  here  preferved,  and 
maiked  with  fingle  inverted  Commas;  as  at  Line  16  to  the 

bottom    in  Page  5. *  Alfo,    The  Additions    made    at   the 

Theatres  are  diftinguiffced  by  JW;«,  between  double  inverted 
Conynas;  as  at  Line  12  ea  Page  14. 


PROLOGUE. 

/}  UR  Author  fears  the  critics  of  the  ftage, 

Who,  like  Barbarians,  /pare  nor/ex,  nor  age  ; 
She  trembles  at  thofe  cenfors  in  the  pit, 
Who  think  good-nature  Jhovjj  a  want  ofvait : 
Such  malice ,  Oh  !  what  mufe  can  undergo  it  ? 
To  fave  themf elves,  they  always  damn  the  poet* 
Our  author  flies  from  Jucb  a  partial  jury, 
As  wary  lovers  from  the  nymphs  of  Drury  : 
To  the  few  candid  judges  for  a  J "mile 
She  humbly  fues  to  recompence  far  toil. 
To  the  bright  circle  of  the  fair,  Jhe  next 
Commits  her  caufe,  'with  anxious  doubts  perplext. 
Where  can  Jhe  with  fuch  hopes  tf favour  knetl , 
As  to  tbofe  judges  who  her  frailties  feel? 
A  few  miftakes,  her  f ex  may  'well  excufe, 
Andjuch  a  plea,  no  Woman  Jjhoud  refufe  : 
If  Jhe  fucceeds ,  a  Woman  gains  applaufe  ; 
What  Female  but  mujt  favour  fuch  a  caufe? 

Her  faults whatever  they  are— — e'en  pa  ft  'tat  Ij^ 

And  only  on  her  beauties  fx your  eye. 

In  plays,  like  vejfels  floating  on  the  fea, 

There's  none  fo  wife  to  knew  their  dtftiny  .• 

In  this,  howe'er,  the  pilot's  Jkill  appears, 

While  by  the  Jtars  his  conjlant  courj'e  he  Jletrt ; 

Rightly  our  Author  dees  her  judgment  Jhei-i, 

That  for  her  fafety  Jhe  relies  on  you. 

Tour  approbation,  fair-ones,  can't  but  move 

Thofe Jlubborn  hearts,  which  frjl you  taught  to  love-: 

The  men  muft  all  applaud  this  play  of  ours, 

For  who  dare  fee  with  other  eyes  than  jours? 
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ACT     I.     SCENE,    a  jireet. 
Enter  Don  Lopez  meeting  Frederick. 

/W.]\/TY  lord,  Don  Lopez. 

1 VJL  Lop.  How  d'ye,  Frederick  ? 

Fred,  At  your  lordfhip's  fervice :  I  am  glad  to  fes  you 
look  fo  well,  my  lord  ;  I  hope  Antonio's  out  of  danger? 

Lop.  Quits  contrary;  his  fever  increafes,  they 
tell  me  ;  and  the  furgeons  are  of  opinion  his  wound  is 
mortal. 

Fred.  Your  fon,  Don  Felix,  is  fafe,  I  hope. 

Lop.  I  hope  fo  too;  but  they  offer  large  rewards  to 
apprehend  him. 

Fred.   When  heard  your  lordfhip  from  him  ? 

Lop.  Not  iince  he  went.  I  forbad  him  writing 
till  the  public  news  gave  him  an  account  of  Antonio's 
health.  Letters  might  be  intercepted,  and  the  place 
of  his  abode  difcovered. 

'  Fred.  Your  caution  was  good,  my  lord  ;  tho'  I  am 
'  impatient  to  hear  from  Felix,  yet  his  fafety  is  my  chief 
'  concern.  Fortune  has  malicioufly  ftruck  a  bar  be- 
'  tween  us  in  the  affairs  of  life,  but  ihe  has  done  me 
'  the  honour  to  unite  our  fouls. 

'  Lop.  I  am  not  ignorant  of  the  friendfhip  be- 
'  tvveeu  my  fon  and  you.  I  have  heard  him  commend 

*  your  morals,  and  lament  your  want  of  noble  birth. 

'.  Fred.  That's  nature's  fault,  my  lord ;  'tis  fome? 
'  comfort  not  to  owe  one's  misfortunes  to  one's  felf, 

*  yet  'tis  impofiible  not  to  regret  the  want  of  noble 
«   birth. 

*  Lop.  'Tis  a  pity,  indeed,  fuch  excellent  parts  as 
'  you  are  mafter  of,  mould  be  eclipfed  by  mean  ex- 
'  traction. 

'  Fred.  Such  commendation  would  make  me  vain, 
'  my  lord,  did  you  not  caft  in  the  allay  of  my  extrac- 
'  tion. 

•  -Lop.  There's  no  condition  of  life   without    its 

A  j  «  cares, 
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'  cares,  and  it  is  the  perfection  of  a  man  to  wear  *em  as 
'  eafy  as  he  can;  ^his  unfortunate  duel  of  my  fon's  does 
'  not  pafs  without  imprefiion.  But  fince  it's  pail  pre- 
*  vention,  all  my  concern  is  now,  how  he  may  efcape 
'  the  punifhment;'  if  Antonio  dies,  Felix  ihall  for 
Kngland.  You  have  been  there  ;  what  fort  of  people 
are  the  Englifh  ? 

Fred.  My  lord,  the  Englifh  are  by  nature,  what  the 
ancient  Romans  were  by  difcipline,  courageous,  bold, 
iardy,  and  in  love  with  liberty.  Liberty  is  the  idol  of 
the  Englilh,  under  whofe  banner  all  the  nation  lifts  ; 
give  but  the  word  for  liberty,  and  ftraight  more  armed 
legions  would  appear,  than  France  ana  Philip  keep  in 
conftant  pay. 

Lop.  I  like  their  principles  ;  who  does  not  wifh  for 
freedom  in  all  degrees  of  life  ?  Tho'  common  prudence 
Sometimes  makes  us  acl  againil  it,  as  I  am  now  obliged 
10  do;  for  I  intend  to  marry  my  daughter  to  Don  Guz- 
man, whom  I  expeft  from  Holland  every  day,  whither 
i  e  went  to  take  poffeffion  of  a  large  eftate  left  him  by 
his  uncle. 

Fred.  You  will  not,  furely,  facrifice  the  lovely  Ifa- 
bella,  to  age,  avarice,  and  a  fool ;  pardon  the  expref- 
Hon,  my  lord  ;  but  my  concern  for  your  beauteous 
daughter  tranfports  me  beyond  that  good  manners 
which  I  ought  to  pay  your  lordfhip's  prefence. 

Lop.  I  can't  deny  the  juftnefs  of  the  character, 
Frederick  ;  but  you  are  not  infenfible  what  I  have  fuf- 
iered  by  thefe  wars;  and  he  has  two  things  which  ren- 
der him  very  agreeable  to  me  for  a  fon-in-Iaw,  he  is 
rich,  and  well-born;  as  for  his  being  a  fool,  I  don't 
conceive  how  that  can  be  any  blot  in  a  hufband,  who 
is  already  pofiefs'd  of  a  good  eftate. — A  poor  fool,  in- 
deed, is  a  very  fcandalous  thing,  and  fo  are  your  poor 
wits,  in  my  opinion,  who  have  nothing  to  be  vain  of, 
but  the  infide  of  their  fculls.  Now,  for  Don  Guzman, 
I  know  I  can  rule  him  as  I  think  fit ;  this  is  afting  the 
politic  part,  Frederick,  without  which  it  is  impollibU 
to  keep  up  the  port  of  this  life. 

Fred.  But  have  you  no  confederation  for  your  daugh- 
ter's welfare,  my  lord  ? 

Lof.  Is  a  hufband  of  twenty   thoufand  crowns  a 

year 
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year  no  confideration  ?  Now  I  think  it  a  very  good  coa- 
fideration. 

Fred.  One  way,  my  lord.  But  what  will  the  world 
fay  of  fuch  a  match  ? 

Lop.  Sir,  I  value  not  the  world  a  button. 
Fred.  I  cannot  think  your  daughter  can  have  any 
inclination  for  fuch  a  hufband. 

Lop.  There  I   believe  you  are  pretty  mnch   in  the 
right,  tho'  it  is  a  fecret  which  I  never  had  the  curiofity 
to  enquire  into,  nor,  I  believe,  ever  (hall. — Inclination, 
quoth-a !  Parents  would  have  a  fine  time  on't  if  they 
confulted  their  children's  inclinations  !  '  I'll  venture 
you  a  wager,  that  in  all  the  garrifon  towns  in  Spain 
and  Portugal,  during  the  late  war,  there  was  not 
three  women  who   have  not  had  an   inclination  to 
every  officer  in  the  whole  army;  does  it  therefore 
follow,  that  their  fathers  ought  to  pimp  for  them.?' 
No,  no,  fir,  it  is  not  a  father's  bufmefs  to  follow  his 
children's  inclinations  till  he  makes  himfelf  a  beggar. 
Fred.  But  this  is  of  another  nature,  my  lord. 
Lop.  Look  ye,  fir,    I   refolve   me   mall  marry  Don. 
Guzman  the  moment  he  arrives  ;  tho'  I  could  not  go- 
vern my  fon,  I  will^my  daughter,  I  aflure  you. 

Fred.  This  match,  my  lord,  is  more  prepofterous  than 
that  which  you  propof2d  to  your  fon,  from  whence  arofe 
this  fatal  quarrel. — Don  Antonio's  filter,  Elvira,  want- 
ed beauty  only,  but  Guzman  every  thing,  but 

Lcp,  Money — and  that  will  purchafe  every  thing; 
and  fo  adieu.  [Exit. 

Fred.  Monftrous!  Thefeare  the  refolutions  which  de- 
ftroy  the  comforts  of  matrimony — he  is  rich,  and  well- 
born, powerful  arguments  indeed  !  Could  I  but  add 
them  to  the  friendship  of  Don  Felix,  what  might  I 
not  hope  ?  3ut  a  merchant,  and  a  grandee  of  Portu- 
gal, are  inconfiflent  names — Lifiardo  !  From  whenc* 
eame  you? 

Enter  Liffardo  in  a  riding  habit. 
Lijf.  That  letter  will  inform  you,  fir. 
Fred.  I  hope  your  matter's  fafe  ? 
Lift.  I  left  him  fo ;  I  have  another  to  deliver  which  re- 
quires hafte — Your  moft  humble  fervant,  fir.  \Bo-~wing, 
Frtd.  To  Violante,  I  fuppofe. 
UJT.   The  fame.  [Exit. 
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Frtd.  [Riads.}  "  Dear  Frederick,  the  two  chief 
bleffings  of  this  life,  are  a  friend,  and  a  miftrefs  ;  to  be 
debarred  the  fight  of  thofe,  is  not  to  live.  I  hear 
nothing  of  Antonio's  death,  and  therefore  refolve  to 
venture  to  thy  houfe  this  evening,  impatient  to  fee 
Violante,  and  embrace  my  friend.  Yours,  FELIX." 
Pray  Heaven  he  comes  undifcover'd. — Ha  !  colonel 
Briton. 

Eater  Colonel  Briton  in  a  riding  habit. 
Col.  Frederick,  I  rejoice  to  fee  thee. 
Fred.  What  brought  you  to  Lifbon,  Colonel  ? 
Col.  La  fortune  de  la  guerre,  as  the  French  fay ;  I 
have  commanded  thefe  three  laft  years  in  Spain,   but 
my  country  has  thought  fit  to  ftrike  up  a  peace,   and 
give  us,  good  Proteflants,  leave  to  hope  for  chriftian  bu- 
rial ;  fo  I  refolved  to  take  Lifbon  in  my  way  home. 

Fred.  If  you  are  not  provided  of  a  lodging,  colonel, 
pray,  command  my  houfe,  while  you  flay. 

Ccl.  If  I  were  fure  I  mould  not  be  troublefome,  I 
wou'd  accept  your  offer,  Frederick. 

Fred.  So  far  from  trouble,  colonel,  I  mall  take  it  as 
a  particular  favour.  What  have  we  here  r 

Col.  My  footman  ;  this  is  our  country  drefs,  you 
Hjuft  know,  which  for  the  honour  of  Scotland,  I  make 
all  my  fervants  wear. 

Enter  Gibby  in  a  highland  drefs. 
Gib.  What  mun  I  de  with  the  horfes,  and  like  yer 
honour  ?  They  will  take  cold  gin  they  Hand  in  the  caufe- 
way. 

Fred.  Oh,I'll  take  care  of  them.  What,hoa !  Vafquez! 

Enter  Vafquez. 

Put  thofe  horfes,  which  that  honeft  fellow  will  mew  you, 
into  my  ftable,  do  ye  hear,  and  feed  them  well. 

Vaf.  Yes,  fir. Sir,  by  my  mailer's  orders,  I  am, 

fir,  your  moft  obfequious,  humble  fervant.    Be  pleas'd 
to  lead  the  way. 

Gib.  'Sbleed,  gang  yer  gate,  fir,  and  I  fall  follow  ye : 
Ife  tee  hungry  to  feed  on  compliments. 

[Exeunt  Vafquez  and  Gibby. 

Fred.  Ha,  ha !  a  comical  fellow Well,  how 

do  you  like  our  country,  colonel  ? 

Col.  Why,  faith,  Frederick,  a  man  might  pafs  his 
time  agreeably  enough  with-infide  of  a  nunnery  j  but 

tc 
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to  behold  fuch  troops  of  foft,  plump,  tender,  melting> 
uilhing,  nay,  wiJling  girls  too,  thro*  a  damn'd  grate, 
gives  us  Britons  ftrong  temptations  to  plunder.  Ah, 
Frederick,  your  priefts  are  wicked  rogues ;  they  im- 
mure beauty  for  their  own  proper  ufe,  and  mew  it 
oivly  to  the  laity  to  create  defires,  and  inflame  ac- 
coaipts,  that  they  may  purchafe  pardons  at  a  dearer 
rate. 

Fred.  I  own  wenching  is  fomething  more  difficult 
here  than  in  England,  where  women's  liberties  are 
fubfervient  to  their  inclinations,  and  huibands'  feem. 
of  no  effect,  but  to  take  care  of  the  children  which 
their  wives  provide. 

Col.  And  does  reftraint  get  the  better  of  inclina- 
tion with  your  women  here  ?  No,  I'll  be  fworn  not, 
even  in  fburfcore.  Don't  I  know  the  conllitution  of 
the  Spanim  ladies  ? 

Fred.  And  of  all  the  ladies  where  you  come,  co- 
lonel ;  you  were  ever  a  man  of  gallaniry. 

Col.  Ah,  Frederick,  the  kirk  half  itarves  us  Scotch- 
men. We  are  kept  fo  fharp  at  home,  that  we  feed 
like  cannibals  abroad.  Hark  ye,  haft  thou  never  a 
pretty  acquaintance,  now,  that  thou  wouldit  confign 
over  to  a  friend,  for  half  an  hour,  ha  ? 

Fred.  Faith,  colonel,  I  am  the  worft  pimp  in 
Chriilendom  ;  you  had  better 'troft  to  your  own  luck  ; 
the  wornen  will  foon  tiud  you  out,  I  warrant  you. 

Col.  Ay,  but  it  is  dangerous  forcing  in  an  ene- 
my's country  ;  and  fmce  I  have  fciiic  hopes  of  feeing 
my  own  again,  I  had  rather  purchafe  my  pleafure, 
than  run  the  hazard  of  a  ftiletto  in  my  gucs.  «  'Egad 

•  I  think   I   muft  e'en   marry,  and   facriilce  ir.y  body 

*  for  the  good  of  my  foul  ;'  wik  thou  recommend  me 
to  a  wife,  then,  one  that  is  willing  to  exchange  her 
moidores  for  Englifh  liberty  ;  ha,  friend? 

Fred.  She  muit  be  very  handibme,  I  fuppofe. 

Col.  The  handfomer  the  better but  be  fure  (he 

has  a  nofe. 

Fred.  Ay,  ay,  and   fome  gold. 

Col.  Oh,  very  much  gold,  I  (hall  never  be  able  to 
fwallow  the  matrimonial  pill,  if  it  be  not  well  gilded. 

Pred.   Puh,  beauw  will  make  it  flide  down  nimbly, 

Col.  At  firft,  perhaps,  it  may;  but  the  fecond  or 

third  dofe  will  choak  me 1  confefs,  Frederick, 
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women  are  the  prettieit  play-things  in  nature ;  but 
gold,  fubftantial  gold,  gives  'em  the  air,  the  mein, 
the  fhape,  the  grace,  and  beauty  of  a  goddefs. 

Fred.  And  has  not  gold  the  fame  divinity  in  their 
eyes,  colonel  ? 

Col.  Too   often •  Money  is    the  very  god  of 

«  marriage  ;  the  poets  drefs  him  in  a  faffron  robe,  by 
4  which  they  figure  out  the  golden  deity,  and  his 
*  lighted  torch  blazons  thofe  mighty  charms,  which 
'  encourage  us  to  lift  under  his  banner.' 

None  marry  now  for  love,  no,   that's  a  jeft  : 
The  felf-fame  bargain  ferves  for  wife  and  beafL 
Fred.  You  are  always  gay,  colonel.     Come,  mall 
we  take  a  refrefhing  glafs  at  my  houfe,  and  coniider 
what  has  been  faid  ? 

Col.  I  have  two  or  three  compliments  to  difcharge 
for  fome  friends,  and  then  I  (hall  wait  on  you  with 
pleafure.  Where  do  you  live  ? 

F red.  At  yon  corner  houfe  with  the  green  rails. 
Col.  In  the  clofe  of  the  evening  I  will  endeavour 
to  kifs  your  hand.     Adieu. 

Fred.  I  fhall  expeft  you  with  impatience.   [Exeunt. 
SCENE,  a  room  in  Don  Lopez'  houfe. 

Enter  Ifabella  and  In  is  her  maid. 
Inis.  For  goodnefs  fake,  madam,  where  are  you 
going  in  this  pet  ? 

1/ab.  Any  where,  to  avoid  matrimony  ;  the  thoughts 
of  a  hufband  is  as  terrible  to  me  as  the  fight  of  a 
hobgoblin. 

Inis.  Ay,  of  an  old  hufband  ;  but  if  you  may  choofe 
for  yourfelf,  I  fancy  matrimony  would  be  BO  fuch 
frightful  thing  to  you. 

IJal.  You  are  pretty  much  in  the  right,  Inis ;  but  to  be 
forc'd  into  the  arms  of  an  ideot,  '  a  freaking,  fnivling, 
•  drivling,  avaricious  fool,'  who  has  neither  perfon  to 
plcafc  the  eye,  fenfe  to  charm  the  ear,  nor  generofity 
to  fupply  thofe  defects.  Ah,  Inis,  what  pleafant  lives 
women  lead  in  England,  where  duty  wears  no  fetter 
but  inclination.  The  cuftom  of  our  country  enflaves 
us  from  our  very  cradles,  firft  to  our  parents,  next  to 
our  hufbands  ;  and  when  Heaven  is  fo  kind  to  rid  us 
of  both  thefe,  our  brothers  ftill  ufurp  authority,  and 
t»pt  dl  a  blind  obedience  from  us :  fo  that  maids, 

wives. 
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wives,  or  widows,  we  are  little  better  than  flaves  to 
the  tyrant  man  ;  therefore,  to  avoid  their  power,  I 
refolve  to  caft  myfelf  into  a  monaftery. 

Inis.  That  is,  you'll  cut  your  own  throat  to  avoid 
another's  doing  it  for  you.  Ah,  madam,  thofe  eyes 
tell  me  you  have  no  nun's  flefh  about  you  !  A  mo- 
naftery, quotha  !  where  you'll  wifh  yourfelf  into 
the  green-ficknefs  in  a  month. 

Ifab.  What  care  I,  there  will  be  no  man  to  plague 
me. 

Inis.  Noi  nor  what's  much  worfe,  to  pleafe  you 
neither  —  Odflife,  madam,  you  are  the  h"rft  woman 
that  e'er  defpair'd  in  a  Chriftian  country  —  Were  I  in 
your  place  - 

Ifab.  Why,  what  would  your  wifdom  do  if  you 
were  i 

Inis.  I'd  embark  with  the  firft  fair  wind  with  all  my 
jewels,  and  feek  my  fortune  on  t'other  fide  the  wa- 
ter ;  no  more  can  treat  you  worfe  than  your  own  ; 
there's  ne'er  a  father  in  Chriftendom  Ihould  make 
me  marry  any  man  againft  my  will. 

Ifab.  I  am  too  great  a  coward  to  follow  your  ad- 
vice  :  I  muft  contrive  fome  way  to  avoid  Don  Guz- 
man, and  yet  ftay  in  my  own  country. 
Enter  Don  Lopez. 

Lop.  Muft  you  fo,  miilrefs  ?  but  I  mall  take  care 
to  prevent  you.  [A/Uk.]  Ifabella,  whither  are  you 
going,  my  child  ? 

Ifab.  '  Ha  !  my  father  !'  to  church,  Sir. 

Inis.  The  old  rogue  has  certainly  over-heard  her. 


Lop.  Your  devotion  muft  needs  be  very  ftrong,  or 
your  memory  very  weak,  my  dear  ;  why,  vefpers  are. 
over  for  this  night.  Come,  come,  you  mall  have  a 
better  errand  to  church  than  to  fay  your  prayers  there. 
Don  Guzman  is  arrived  in  the  river,  and  I  expert 
him  alhore  to-morrow. 

Ifab.  Ha,   to-morrow  ! 

Lop.    He  writes  me  word,  that  his  eftate  in  Hol- 
land is  worth  twelve  thoufand  crowns  a-year,  which, 
together  with  what  he  had  before,  will  make  thee 
the  happislt  wife  in  Lifbon. 
A  6 
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Ifai.  And  the  moft  unhappy  woman  in  th?  worlcL 
Oh,  fir  I  If  I  have  any  power  in  your  heart,  if  the 
icndernefs  of  a  father  be  not  quite  extinft,  hear  me 
with  patience. 

Lop.  No  objedion  againft  the  marriage,  and  I  will 
hear  whatfoever  thou  haft  to  fay. 

1/ab.  That's  torturing  me  on  the  rack,  and  forbid- 
ding me  to  groan  ;  upon  my  knees  I  claim  the  pri- 
vilege of  flefh  and  blood.  .  [Kneels. 

Lop.  I  grant  it,  thou  malt  have  an  arm  full  of 
flefh  and  blood  to-morrow.  Flefh  and  blood,  qnotha  ! 
Heaven  forbid  I  mould  deny  thee  flefh  and  blood, 
my  girl. 

Inis.  Here's  an  old  dog  for  you.  [Afidc. 

Ijab.  Do  not  miflake,  fir;  the  fatal  ftrcke  which 
feparates  foul  and  body,  is  not  more  terrible  to  the 
thoughts  of  finners,  than  the  name  of  Guzman  to  my 
ear. 

Lop.  Puh,   puh ;  you  lie,  you  lie.. 

IJab.  My  frighted  heart  beats  hard  againft  my 
breaft,  as  if  it  fought  a  pafFage  to  your  feet,  to  beg 
you'd  change  your  purpofe. 

Lop.  A  very  pretty  fpeech  this  ;  if  it  were  turned 
into  blank  verfe,  it  would  fervc  for  a  tragedy.  Why, 
thou  haft  more  wit  than  I  thought  thou  hadit,  child. 

1  fancy  this  was  all  extempore,  I  don't   believe 

thou  did'ft  ever  think  one  word  on't  before. 

Iiits.  Yes,  but  fhe  has,  my  lord,  for  I  have  heard 
her  fay  the  fame  things  a  thoufand  times. 

Lop.  How,  how  ?  What,  do  you  top  your  fecond- 
kand  jefts  upon  your  father,  huffy,  who  knows  bet- 
t<er  what's  good  for  you  than  you  do  yourfelf  ?  Re- 
member, 'tis  your  duty  to  obey. 

J/ab.  [Rijing']  I  never  difobey'd  before,  and  wifh, 
1  had  not  reafon  now  ;  but  nature  has  got  the  better 
ef  inv  duty,  and  makes  me  loathe  the  harfh  com- 
mands you  lay. 

Lop.  Ha,  ha,  very  fine !   Ha,  ha. 

Ifab.  Death  itfelf  would  be  welcome, 
fr.  Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 

b.  I  am  your  daughter,  my  lord,  and  can  boaft 
as  ftrong  a  refolutiou  as  yourfclf;  I'll  die  before  I'll 
»vry  Guzman. 
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Lop.  Say  you  fo  ?  I'll  try  that  prefently.  [Draws. 
Here,  let  me  fee  with  what  dexterity  you  can  breathe 
a  vein  now.  \Qjfers  her  his  fnuord.~\  The  point  is  pretty 
fharp,  'twill  do  your  bufinefs,  I  warrant  you. 

IBIS.  Blefs  me,  fir,  what  do  you  mean  to  put  a 
fword  into  the  hands  of  a  defperate  woman  ? 

Lop.  Defperate  !  ha,  ha,  ha,  yoa  fee  how  defperate 
fhe  is.  What,  art  thou  frighted,  little  Bell  ?  ha  ! 

Ifab.   I  confefs  I  am  ftartled  at  your  morals,    fir. 

Lop.  Ay,  ay,  child,  thou  hadft  better  take  the  man, 
he'll  hurt  thee  the  leaft  of  the  two. 

Ifab.  I  (hall  take  neither,  fir  ;  death  has  many 
doors,  and  when  I  can  live  no  longer  with  pleafure, 
I  fhall  find  one  to  let  him  in  at  without  your  aid. 

Lop.  Say'ft  thou  fo,  my  dear  Bell  ?  Ods,  I'm 
afraid  thou  art  a  little  lunatic,  Bell.  I  muft  take 
care  of  thee,  child.  [Takes  hold  of  her,  and  pulls  a 
key  out  of  his  picket. ~\  I  iliail  make  bold  to  fecure  thee, 
my  dear,  I'll  fee,  if  locks  and  bars  can  keep  thee 
till  Guzman  come.  Go,  get  into  your  chamber. 

[Pujhes  her  in,  and  locks  the  doaf. 

There  I'll  your  boafted  refolution  try, 
And  fee  who'll  get  the  better,  you  or  I. 

[Exeunt  Lopez  and  Inis. 

A  C  T  II.     S  C  E  N  E,   a  room  in  Don  PedroV  houfe. 

Enter  Donna  Violante  reading  a  letter,  and  Flora 
following. 

Flo.   T  T  7  HAT,  muft  that  letter  be  read  again  ? 

Vr  P'0-  Yes,  and  again,  and  again,  and 
again,  a  thoufand  times  again  ;  a  letter  from  a  faith- 
ful lover  can  ne'er  be  read  too  often  ;  it  fpeaks  fuch 
kind,  fuch  fofr,  fuch  tender  things [Kijjes  it. 

Flo.  But  always  the  fame  language. 

Fio.  It  does  not  charm  the  lefs  for  that. 

Flo.  In  my  opinion  nothing  charms  that  does  not 
change ;  and  any  compofition  of  the  four-and- 
twenty  letters,  after  the  firit  efl*ay,  from  the  fame 
hand,  muft  be  dull,  except  a  bank  note,  or  a  bill 
of  exchange. 
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Via.  Thy  tafte  is  myaverfion. — [Reads.]  "Myall 
that's  charming,  fince  life's  not  life  exil'd  from  thee, 
this  night  (hall  bring  me  to  thy  arms.  Frederick  and 
thee  are  all  I  truft.  Thefe  fix  weeks  abfence  has, 
been,  in  love's  accompt  fix  hundred  years.  When  it 
is  dark,  expecl.  the  wonted  fignal  at  thy  window,  till 
when,  adieu.  Thine  more  than  his  own,  Felix." 

Flo.  Who  would  not  have  faid  as  much  to  a  lady  of 
her  beauty,  and  twenty  thoufand  pounds  ?•  -Were 
I  a  man,  methinks,  I.  could  have  faid  a  hundred  finer 
things. 

"  Vio.  What  ivouIJ you  have/ditt?" 

Flo.  I  would  have  compar'd  your  eyes  to  the  (tars, 
your  teeth  to  ivory,  your  lips  to  coral,  your  neck  to 
alabafter,  your  (hape  to 

Vio.  No  more  of  your  bombaft ;  truth  is  the  beft 
eloquence  in  a  lover — What  proof  remains  ungiven  of 
his  love  ?  When  his  father  threaten'd  to  difinherit 
him,  for  refuting  Don  Antonio's  fifler,  from  whence 

rung  this  unhappy  quarrel,  did  it  (hake  his  love 
me  ?  And  now,  tho'  ilridl  enquiry  runs  through 
every  place,  with  large  rewards  to  apprehend  him, 
does  he  not  venture  all  for  me  ? 

Flo.  But  you  know,  madam,  your  father  Don 
Pedro  defigns  you  for  a  nun — "to  be  fure  you  look  <very 
like  a  nun" — and  fays  your  grandfather  left  you  your 
fortune  upon  that  condition. 

Vio.  Not  without  my  approbation,  girl,  when  I 
come  to  one-and-twenty,  as  I  am  inform'd.  But  how- 
ever I  fhall  run  the  rifk  of  that.  Go,  call  in  Lit- 
fardo. 

Flo.  Yes,  madam.  Now  for  a  thoufand  verbal 
^ueftions.  [Exit,  and  re-enters  ivith  LiiTardo. 

Vio.  Well,  and  how  do  you  do,   LiiTardo  ? 

Lijf.  Ah,  very  weary,  madam — Faith,  thou  look'ft 
wondrous  pretty,  Flora.  [Afide  to  Flora.. 

Vio.  How  came  you  ? 

Li/.  En  Chevalier,  madam,  upon  a  hackney  jade, 
which  they  told  me  formerly  belonged  to  an  Englilh 
colonel.  But  I  ftiould  have  rather  thought  (he  had 
been  bred  a  good  Roman  catholic  all  her  life-time; 
for^he  down'd  on  her  knees  to  every  (lock  and  Hone 
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VfC  came  along  by My  chops  water  for  a  kifs,  they 

do,  Flora.  \_Afede  to  Flora. 

Flo.  You'd  make  one  believe  you  are  wond'rous 
fond,  now. 

Via.  Where  did  you  leave  your  mafler? 

LiJJ~.  Od,  if  I  had  you  alone,  houfewife,  I'd  fhow 
you  how  fond  I  cou'd  be  [AJide  to  Flora. 

"  Vio.  Where  did  you  leave  your  mafter  ?" 

Lijf.  At  a  little  farm-houfe,  madam,  about  five 
miles  off.  He'll  be  at  Don  Frederick's  in  the  even- 
ing  Od,  I  will  fo  revenge  myfelf  of  thofe  lips  of 

thine.  [To  Flora. 

rio.  Is  he  in  health  ? 

Flo.  Oh,  you  counterfeit  wond'rous  well. 

[To  Liflardo. 

Lljf.  No,  every  body  knows  I  counterfeit  very  ill. 

[To  Flora. 

Vio.  How  fay  you  ?  Is  Felix  ill  ?  What's  his  dif- 
temper  ?  Ha ! 

Li/l  A  pies  on't,  I  hate   to   be  interrupted • 

Love,   madam,    love In  fhort,  madam,  I  believe 

he  has  thought  of  nothing  but  your  ladyfhip  ever 
fince  he  left  Lifbon.  I  am  fure  he  cou'd  not,  if  I 
may  judge  of  his  heart  by  my  own. 

[Looking  lo-Tjingly  upon  Flora. 

no.  How  came  you  fo  well  acquainted  with  your 
matter's  thoughts,  Liflardo? 

L(ff~.  By  an  infallible  rule,  madam  ;  words  are  the 
pictures  of  the  mind,  you  know  ;  now,  to  prove  he 
thinks  of  nothing  but  you,  he  talks  of  nothing  but 

you for  example,   madam,   coming  from   Ihoot- 

ing  t'other  day,  with  a  brace  of  partridges,  Lif- 
fardo,  faid  he,  go  bid  the  cook  roaft  me  thefe  Vio- 

lante's 1  flew  into  the  kitchen,  full  of  thoughts 

of  thee,  cry'd,  Here,  roail  me  thefe  Florella's. 

[To  Flora, 

Flo.  Ha,  ha,  excellent You  mimic  your  ma- 
fter then,  it  feems. 

Lijf.  I  can  do  every  thing  as  well   as  my  mafter, 

you    little    rogue. Another   time,    madam,     the 

prieft  came  to  make  him  a  vifit,  he  call'd  out  haftily, 
Liflardo,  faid  he,  bring  a  Violante  for  my  father  to 
fit  down  on— —Then  he  often  miftook  my  name, 

madam, 
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madam,  and  called  ms  Violante ;  in  fhorr,  I  heard 
it  fo  often,  that  it  became  as  familiar  to  me  as  my 
prayers. 

Via.  You  Jive  very  merrily  then,   itfeems. 

Lifl\  Ohr  exceeding  merry,  madam. 

[Kifis  Floral  band. 

Pio,  Ha  f  exceeding  merry  ;  had  you  treats  and 
balls  i 

Lift.  Oh  !  Yes,  yes,  madam,  feveral. 

Flo,  You  are  mad,  LifTardo,  you  don't  mind  what 
my  lady  fays  to  you.  [sffiJe  to  LHTardo. 

Fio'.  Ha1 !   balls Is  he  fo  merry  in  my  abfence  ? 

And  did  your  mailer  dance,  Liflardo  ? 

LiJJ~.  Dance,    madam  !    where,    madam  ? 

fio.  Why,  at  thofe  balls  you  fpe^k  of. 

LiJ.   Balls!   what  balls,    madam? 

Vio.  Why,  fore  you  are  in  lave,  Liflardo;  did  not 
you  fay,  but  now,  you  had  balls  where  you  have 
been  ? 

Liff".  Balls,  madam  !  Odflife,  I  afk  your  pardon, 
madam!  I,  I,  I,  had  miflaid  fome  wafti-balls  of  my 
mafter's,  t'other  day  ;  and  becaufe  I  could  not  think 
where  I  had  laid  them,  juft  when  he  afk'd  for  them, 
he  very  fairly  broke  my  head,  madam,  and  now,  it 
feems,  I  can  think  of  nothing  elfe.  Alas  !  he  dance, 
madam  !  No,  no,  poor  gentleman,  he  is  as  melan- 
choly as  an  unbraced  drum. 

yio.  Poor  Felix  !  There,  wear  that  ring  for  your 
mafter's  fake,  and  let  him  know  I  mall  be  ready  to 
receive  him.  [Exit  Violante. 

LiJjT.  I  mail,  madam— [Puts  on  the  ring.}  Mcthinks, 
a  diamond  ring  is  a  vaft  addition  to  the  little  finger 
of  a  gentleman.  [JJmiritig  bis  ban  A 

Flo.    That  ring  muft  be  mine Well,  Liflardo! 

What  hafte  you  make  to  pay  off  arrears  now  ?  Look 
how  the  fellow  Hands  I 

LiJJT.    Egad,   methinks  I  have  a  very  pretty  hand— 

and  very  white and  the  ihape  !'— —  Faith,  I  never 

minded  it  fo  much  before  ! In   my  opinion  it  is  a 

very   fine   fhap'd  hand and    becomes  a  diamond 

ring,   as  well  as  the  firH  grandee's  in  Portugal. 

Flo.  The  man's  tranfported !  Is-  this  your  love  f 
Tim  your  impatience  I 
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/nuf.]    Now  in    my  mind 1  take 

fnufF  with  a  very  jantee  air Well,  lam  perfuaded 

I  want  nothing  but  a  coach  and  a  title,  to  make  me  a 
very  fine  gentleman.  [Struts  about. 

Flo.  Sweet  Mr.  LifTardo  [Curtejyhig."]  if  I  may 
prelume  to  fpeak  to  you,  without  affronting  your  little 
finger 

Lift  Odfo,  madam,  I  afk  your  pardon Is  it  to 

me,   or   to   the   ring you   dired   your  difcourfe, 

madam  ? 

Flo.  Madam,  Good  lack  !  How  much  a  diamond 
ring  improves  one  ! 

Liff~.  Why,  tho*  I  fay  it— I  can  carry  myfelf  sis 
well  as  any  body — But  what  wert  thou  going  to  fay, 
child  f 

Flo.  Why,  I  was  going  to  fay,  that  I  fancy  you 
had  beft  let  me  keep  that  ring ;  it  will  be  a  very 
pretty  wedding-ring,  Liflardo  ;  would  it  not  ? 

Li/.  Humph  !  Ah  !  But— but—but— I  believe  I 
fhan't  marry  yet  awhile. 

Flo.  You  Ihan't,  you  fay Very  well !  I  foppofe 

you  defign  that  ring  for  Inis. 

Lift.  No,  no;  I  never  bribe  an  old  acquaintance  — 
Perhaps  I  might  let  it  fparkle  in  the  eyes  of  a  ft  ran- 
ger a  little,  till  we  come  to  a  right  underftnnding — 
but  then,  like  all  other  mortal  things,  it  would  re- 
turn from  whence  it  came. 

Flo.  Infolent Is  that  your  manner  of  dealing  ? 

Lijf.   With   all   but   thee Kifs  me,   you   little 

rogue  you.  [Hugging  her. 

Flo.  Little  rogue  !  Pr'ythee,  fellow,  don't  be  fo 
familiar;  \_PuJhing  him  away.}  if  I  mayn't  keep 
your  ring,  I  can  keep  my  kifles. 

Lijf.  You  can,  you  fay  !  Spoke  with  the  air  of  a 
chambermaid. 

Flo.  Reply 'd  with  the  fpirit  of  a  ferving  man. 
Lijf.    Pr'ythee,   Flora,  don't  let  you  and  I  fall  out ; 
I  am  in  a   merry  humour,    and  mall  certainly  fall  in 
fomewhere. 
Flo.  What  care  I,  where  you  fall  in  ? 

Enter  Violante. 

Vie.  Why  do  you  keep  Liflardo  fo  long,  Flora, 

when 
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when  you  don't  know  how  foon  my  father  may  awake  ? 
His  afternoon  naps  are  never  long. 

Flo.  Had  Don  Felix  been  with  her,  (he  would  not 
have  thought  the  time  long.  Thefe  ladies  confider 
nobody's  wants  but  their  own.  [AJide. 

yio.  Go,  go,  let  him  out,  and  bring  a  candle. 

Flo.  Yes,  madam. 

Lijf.  I  fly,  madam.  [Exeunt  Liff.  and  Flora. 

Via.  The  day  draws  in,  and  night,  the  lover's 
friend,  advances — Night,  more  welcome  than  the 
fun  to  me,  becaafe  it  brings  my  love. 

Flo.  [Shrift*  within.]  Ah,  thieves,  thieves  !  mur- 
der, murder ! 

Vio.  [S&riets.]  Ah  !  defend  me,  Heaven  !  Wha; 
do  I  hear  ?  Felix  is  certainly  purfu'd,  and  will  be 
taken.  [Eater  Flora  running.]  How  now !  Why  doft 
Hare  fo  ?  Anfwer  me  quickly  ;  what's  the  mat- 
ter ? 

Flo.  Oh,  madam  !  as  I  was  letting  out  Liflardo,  a 
gentleman  rufh'd  between  him  and  I,  ftruck  down 
my  candle,  and  is  bringing  a  dead  perfon  in  his  arms 
into  our  houfe. 

Vio.  Ha !  a  dead  perfon  !  Heaven  grant  it  does 
not  prove  my  Felix. 

Flo.  Here  they  are,  madam. 

Via.  I'll  retire,  till  yoo  difcover  the  meaning  of 
this  accident.  [Exit. 

Enter  Colonel,  with  Ifabella  in  his  arms,  fets  her  down 
in  a  chair,  and  addrtffes  himfelf  to  Flora. 

Col.  Madam,  the  neceffity  this  lady  was  under,  of 
being  convey'd  into  fome  houfe  with  fpeed  and  fecre- 
fy,  will,  I  hope,  excufe  any  indecency  I  might  be 
guilty  of,  in  prefling  fo  rudely  into  this — I  am  an  en- 
tire ftranger  to  her  name  and  circumftances ; — would 
I  were  fo  to  her  beauty  too.  \Afide, ,]  I  commit  her, 
madam,  to  your  care,  and  fly  to  make  her  retreat 
fecure ;  if  the  iireet  be  clear,  permit  me  to  return, 
and  learn  from  her  own  mouth,  if  I  can  be  further 
ferviceable.  Pray,  madam,  how  is  the  lady  of  this 
houfe  called  ? 

Flo.  Violante,  fenior : *  He  is  a  handfome  ca- 

«  talier,  and  promifcs  well.  [4/tjt'-' 

•  CoL 
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Ccl.   Are  yon  fhe,   madam  ? 

Flor.  Only  her  woman,    fenior. 

Col.  Your  humble  fervant,  miftrcfs  ;  pray  be  care- 
ful of  the  l;idy [Gives  her  tnuo  moidores,  and  exit. 

Ho.  Two  moidores  !  Well,  he  is  a  generous  fel- 
low. This  is  the  only  way  to  make  one  careful.  '  I 
'  find  all  countries  underftand  the  conflkution  of  a 
'  chambermaid.' 

Enter  Violante. 

Vh.  Was  you  diitrafted,  Flora,  to  tell  my  name  to 
a  man  you  never  faw !  Unthinking  wench!  Who 

knows  what  this  may  turn  to What,  is  the  lady 

dead  ?  Ah  !  defend  me,  Heaven  !  'tis  [fabella,  fifter 
to  my  Felix.  What  has  befallen  her  f  Pray  Hea- 
ven he's  fafe. — Run  and  fetch  fome  cold  waters 

Stay,  ftay,  Flora Ifabella,  friend,  fpeak  to  me  ; 

Oh  !  fpeak  to  me,  or  I  fhall  die  with  apprehenfion. 

'  Flor.  See,  me  revives.' 

Ifab.  Oh !  hold,  my  deareft  father,  do  not  force 
me,  indeed  I  cannot  love  him. 

Via.  How  wild  fhe  talks  !— — 

Ifab.  Ha  !  Where  am  I  ? 

Vio.  With  one  as  fenfible  of  thy  pain  as  thou  thy- 
felf  canft  be. 

Ifab.  Violante !  what  kind  ftar  preferv'd  and 
lodg'd  me  here  ? 

Fit.  It  was  a  terreftrial  ftar,  call'd  a  man,  madam  ; 
pray  Jupiter  he  proves  a  lucky  one. 

Ifab.  Oh!  I  remember  now.  Forgive  me,  dear 
Violante  ;  my  thought  ran  fo  much  upon  the  dan- 
ger I  efcap'd,  I  forgot. 

Via.  May  I  not  know  your  ftory  ? 

Ifab.  Thou  art  no  ftranger  to  one  part  of  it.  I  have 
often  told  thee  that  my  father  defign'd  to  facrifice  me 
to  Don  Guzman,  who  it  feems  is  juft  return'd  from 
Holland,  and  expected  afliore  to-morrow,  the  day 
that  he  has  fet  to  celebrate  our  nuptials.  Upon  my 
refufing  to  obey  him,  he  lock'd  me  into  my  chamber, 
vowing  to  keep  me  there  till  he  arriv'd,  and  force  me 
to  con  fen  t.  I  know  my  father  to  be  pofitive,  never 
to  be  won  from  his  deiign  ;  and  having  no  hope  left 
me  to  efcape  the  marriage,  J  leap'd  from  the  window 
mio  the  ftreet. 
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Pio.  You  have  not  hurt  yourfelf,  1  hope  ? 

Ifab.  No  :  a  gentleman  pafling  by,  by  accident, 
caught  me  in  his  arms ;  at  firft,  my  fright  made  me 
apprehend  it  was  my  father,  till  he  affur'd  me  to  the 
contrary. 

Flo.  He  is  a  very  fine  gentleman,  I  prornife  you, 
madam,  and  a  well-bred  man,  I  warrant  him.  I  think 
I  never  faw  a  grandee  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket 
with  a  better  air  in  my  whole  life-time  ;  then  he 
open'd  his  purfe  with  fuch  a  grace,  that  nothing  but 
his  manner  of  prefenting  me  with  the  gold  cou'd 
equal. 

'  Via.  There  is  but  one  common  road  to  the  heart 
'  of  a  fervant,  and  'ris  impoffible  for  a  generous  per- 

•  fon  to  miflake  it.' Go  leave  us,  Flora But 

how  came  you  hither,   Ifabella?  [Exit  Flora? 

Ifab.  I  know  not ;  I  defired  the  ftranger  to  convey 
me  to  the  next  monaftery,  but  ere  I  reach'd  the  door, 
I  faw,  •  of  fahcy'd  that  I  faw,  Liflardo,  my  brother's 
man,  and  the  thought  that  his  matter  might  not  b« 
far  off,  flung  me  into  a  fwoon,  which  is  all  that  I  can 
remember. — Ha!  what's  here?  [Takes  up  a  letter.} 
(t  For  Colonel  Briton,  to  be  left  at  the  Poft-houfe  in 
"  Lifbon  >"  this  muil  be  dropt  by  the  itranger  which 
brought  me  hither. 

Via.  Thou  art  fallen  into  the  hands  of  a  foldier; 
rake  care  he  does  not  lay  thee  under  contribution, 
girl. 

Ifab.  I  find  he  is  a  gentleman;  and  if  he  is  but 
unmarried,  I  could  be  content  to  follow  him  all  the 
world  over. — Buf  I  mall  never  fee  him  more,  I  fear. 

\Sighi  and  paufa. 

Via.  What  makes  you  figh,  Ifabelia  .» 

Ifab.  The  fear  of  falling  into  my  father's  clutches 
again. 

no.  Can  I  be  ferviceable  to  you  ? 

IJab.  Yes,  if  you  conceal  me  two  or  three  days. 

rio.  You  command  my  houfe  and  fecrefy. 

Ifab.  I  thank  you,  Violante.  I  wim  you  would 
oblige  me  with  Mrs.  Flora  awhife. 

fio.  Til  fend  her  Co  you— I  muft  watch  if  dad  be 
(till  afleep,  or  here  will  be  no  room  for  Felix.  [Exit. 

Ifab. 
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Ifab.  Well,  I  don't  know  what  ails  me,  methbks 
I  wilh  I  could  find  this  ftranger  out. 
Enter  Flora. 

Flo.  Does  your  ladyfhip  want  me,  madam  ? 

Ifab.  Ay,  Mrs.  Flora,  I  refolve  to  make  you  my 
confident. 

Flo.  I  mall  endeavour  to  difcharge  my  duty,  ma- 
dam. 

Jj'ab.  I  doubt  it  not,  and  defire  you  to  accept  this  as 
a  token  of  my  gratitude. 

Flo.  O  dear  feniora,  I  mould  have  been  your  hum- 
ble fervant  without  a  fee. 

Ifab.  I  believe  it— But  to  the  purpofe— Do  you  thiuk 
if  you  faw  the  gentleman  which  brought  me  hither, 
you  (hou'd  know  him  again  ? 

Flo.  From  a  thoufand,  madam ;  I  have  an  excel- 
lent memory  where  an  handfome  man  is  concerned. 
When  he  went  away,  he  faid  he  wou'd  return  again 
immediately.  I  admire  he  comes  not. 

Ifab.  Here,  did  you  fay  ?  You  rejoice  me Tho* 

I'll  not  fee  him,  if  he  comes.  Could  not  you  con- 
trive to  give  him  a  letter  ? 

Flo.  With  the  air  of  a  duenna 

Ifab.  Not  in  this  houfe — you  muft  veil  and  follow 
him — He  muft  not  know  it  comes  from  me. 

Flo.  What  do  you  take  me  for  a  novice  in  love  af- 
fairs ?  Tho'  I  have  not  pradis'd  the  art  fince  I  have 
been  in  Donna  Violante's  fervice,  yet  I  have  not  loft 
the  theory  of  a  chambermaid — Do  you  write  the  let- 
ter, and  leave  the  reft  to  me — Here,  here,  here's  pen, 
ink,  and  paper. 

Ifab.   I'll  do  it  in  a  minute.          [Sits  down  to  write. 

Flo.  So  !  this  is  a  bufmefs  after  my  own  heart : 
Love  always  takes  care  to  reward  his  labourers,  and 

Great  Britain  feems  to  be  his  favourite  country. 

Oh,  I  long  to  fee  the  other  two  moidores  with  a  Bri- 
tifh  air-  -Methinks  there's  a  grace  peculiar  to  that 
nation,  in  making  a  prefent. 

Ifab.  So,  I  have  done  ;  now  if  he  does  but  find  this 
houfe  again  ! 

Flo.  If  he  fhould  not  — I  warrant  I'll  find  him,  if 

he's 
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he's  in  Lifbon ;    "for  I  have  a  ftrong  po/ejfion,  that  be 

"  has  two  moidores  as.  good  as  ever  was  told." 

[Puts  the  letter  into  her  bofom. 
Enter  Violante. 

Vio.  Flora,  watch  my  papa ;  he's  faft  afleep  in  his 
ftudy  :  if  you  find  him  ftir,  give  me  notice.  [Felix 
taps  at  the  <windo*w.~\  Hark,  I  hear  Felix  at  the 
window,  admit  him  inftantly,  and  then  to  your  poll. 

[Exit  Flora. 

Ifab.  What  fay  you,  Violante  ?  Is  my  brother  come  ? 
Via.  It  is  his  fignal  at  the  window. 
Ifab.  [Kneels.']  Oh,  Violante  !  I  conjure  thee  by  all 
the  love  thou  bear'ft  to  Felix  ;  by  thy  own  generous 
nature;    nay  more,  by  that  unfpotted  virtue  thou  art 
miftrefs  of,  do  not  difcover  to  my  brother  I  am  here. 

Via.  Contrary  to  your  defire,  be  afTur'd  I  never 
mail.  But  where's  the  danger  ? 

Ifab.  Art  thou  born  in  Lifbon,  and  afk  that  queftion  ? 
He'll  think  his  honour  blemim'd  by  my  difobedicnce, 
and  would  reftore  me  to  my  father,  or  kill  me  j  there- 
fore, dear,  dear  girl 

Vio.  Depend  upon  my  friendship;  nothing  mall 
draw  the  fecret  from  thefe  lips  ;  not  even  Felix,  tho' 
at  the  hazard  of  his  love.  I  hear  him  coming  ;  retire 
into  that  clofet. 

Ifab.  Remember,  Violante,  upon  thy  promife  my 
very  life  depends.  [Exit. 

Vio.  When  I  betray  thee,  may  I  mare  thy  fate. 
[Enter  Felix.]  My  Felix,  my  everlafting  love  ! 

[Runs  into  his  arms. 

Pel.  My  life  !  my  foul !  my  Violante  ! 
no.  What  hazards  doft  thou  run  for  me  ?  Oh,  how 
fliall  I  requite  thee? 

Pel.  If,  daring  this  tedious  painful  exile,  thy 
thoughts  have  never  wandered  from  thy  Felix,  thou 
haft  made  me  more  than  fatisfaftion. 

Via.  Can  there  be  room  within  this  heart  for  any 
but  thyfelf  ?  No,  if  the  God  of  Love  were  loft  to  all 
the  reft  of  human  kind,  thy  image  wou'd  fecure  him 
in  my  breaft :  I  am  all  truth,  all  love,  all  faith,  and 
know  no  jealous  fears. 

Ftl.  My  heart's  the  proper  fpherc  wher«  love  re- 
2  tides : 
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fides:  cou'd  he  quit  that,  lie  wou'd  be  HO  where 
found  ;  and  yet,  Violante,  I'm  in  doubt. 

yio.  Did  I  ever  give  thee  caufe  to  doubt,  my  Felix  ? 
Pel.  True  love  has  many  fears,  and  fear  has  many 
eyes   as   fame ;  yet  fure  I  think  they  fee  no  fault  in 
thee.  {Colonel  taps  at  the  iuindvw .}   What's  that  ? 

[Taps  again. 

Yio.  What  ?   I  hear  nothing.  [Again. 

Pel.  Ha  !  What  means  this  fignal  at  your  window  ? 
Via.  Somewhat,  perhaps,  in  paffing  by,  might  ac- 
cidentally hit  it ;  it  can  be  nothing  elfe. 

Col.  (Within.}  Hilt,  hid,  Donna  Violante,  Donna 
Viclante. 

Pel.  They  ufe  your  name  by  accident  too,  do  they, 
madam  ? 

Enter  Flora. 

Flo.  There  is  a  gentleman  at  the  window,  madam, 
which  I  fancy  to  be  him  who  brought  Ifabella  hither; 
ihall  I  admit  him  ?  [^je  to  Violante. 

/  to.  Admit  diftradlion  rather  !  Thou  art  the  caufe 
of  this,  unthinking  wretch  !  [Afedeto  Flora. 

Pel.  What  has  Mrs.  Scout  brought  you  frelh  intel- 
ligence ?   Death,  I'll  know  the  bottom  of  this  imme- 
dittdy  1  [Offers  to  go. 
Flo.  Scout !  I  fcorn  your  words,  fenior. 
yio.  Nay,  nay,  nay,  you  mull  not  leave  me. 

[Runs  and  catches  hold  of  him. 

Fel.  Oh  !  'Tis  not  fair,  not  to  anfwer  the  gentle- 
man, madam.     It  is  none  of  his  fault  that  his  vifit 
proves  unfeafonable.     Pray  let  me  go,  my  prefence  is 
but  a  reftramt  upon  you.       [Struggles  to  get  from  her. 
[The  Colonel  taps  again. 
/  to.  Was  ever  accident  fo  mifchievous  !          \Afide. 

Flo.  It  mult  be  the  Colonel now  to  deliver  my 

letter  to  him.  [Exit.     The  Colonel  taps  louder. 

Fel.   Hark  !  he  grows  impatient  at  your  delay 

Why  do  you  hold  -the  man,  whofe  abfence  wou'd 
oblige  you  ?  Pray  let  me  go,  madam.  Confider,  the 
gentleman  wants  you  at  the  window  ;  confufion  ! 

[Struggles  Jl  ill. 
YIO.  It  is  not  me  he  wants. 

Fel.^  Death,  not  you  !  Is  there  another  of  your 
name  in  thehoufe^  But,  come  on,  convince  me  of 
the  truth  of  what  you  fay:  open  the  window.  If  his 

bufinef* 
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bufinefs    does    not   lie  with   you,   your  converfatiou 

may  be  heard.     This,  and  only  this,  can  take  oft  my- 

fufpicion What,  do  you  paufe  ?  Oh,  guilt,  guilt  ! 

Have  I  caught  you  ?  Nay,  then  I'll  leap  the  balcony. 

If  I  remember,  this  way  leads  to  it. 

[Breaks  front  her,  and  gees  to  the  doer  ivhtre  Ifabella  //. 

Vio.  '  Oh,  Heaven  !  what  {hall  I  do  now  !'  Hold, 
liold,  hold,  hold,  not  for  the  world — you  enter  there 

Which  way  (hall  I  preferve  his  filler  from  hi* 

knowledge  ?  \Afidv. 

Pel.  Wh.it  have  I  touch'd  you  ?  Do  you  fear  your 
lover's  life  ? 

fio.  I  fear  for  none  but  you For  goodnefs'  fake, 

do  not  fpeak  fo  loud,  my  Fe.Ux.  If  my  father  hears 
you,  I  am  loft  for  ever ;  that  door  opens  into  his  a- 
partment.  What  fhall  I  do,  if  he  enters  ?  There  he 

finds  his  fitter If  he  goes  out,  he'll  quarrel  with 

theftranger[<4£/*.] Felix,  Felix  !— '  Nay,  do  not 

«  ttmggle  to  be  gone,   my  Felix If  I  open  the 

'  window  he  may  difcover  the  whole  intrigue,  and 
'  yet  of  all  evils  we  ought  to  choofe  the  lealt.'  Your 
curiofity  fliall  be  fatisfied.  [Gees  to  the  <windoiu,  and 
throws  up  the  fajb.~\  Whoe'er  you  are,  that  with  fuch 
infoleace  dare  ufe  my  name,  and  give  the  neighbour- 
hood pretence  to  reflect  opon  my  condudl,  1  charge 
you  inltantly  to  be  gone,  or  exped  the  treatment  you' 
deferve. 

Col*  I  afk  pardon,  madam,  and  will  obey;  but 
when  I  left  this  houfe  to-night 

tel.   Good. 

Fit.  It  is  moft  certainly  the  ftranger.  What  will 
be  the  event  of  this  Heaven  knows.  [Ajide.~\  You  are 
miftaken  in  the  houfe,  I  fuppofe,  fir. 

Pel.  No,  no,  he's  not  miftaken — Pray,  madam, 
let  the  gentleman  go  on. 

Vi*.  '  Wretched  misfortune  !'  Pray  be  gone,  fir, 
I  know  of  no  bufinefs  you  have  here. 

Col.  I  wifli  I  did  not  know  it  neither— —But  this 
houfe  contains  my  foul,  then  can  you  blame  my  body 
for  hovering  about  it  ? 

Ft/.  Excellent. 

Pic.  •  Diftraaion!  be  will  infallibly  difcover  Ifa- 
5  '  bella.' 
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*  bella.'     1  tell  you  again  you  are  miftaken  ;  how- 
ever,   for  your  own  fatisfaftion,  call  to-morrow. 

Pel.  Matchlefs  impudence  !    an   afllgnation  before 
my  face  —  No,  he  (hall  not  live  to  meet  your  \viihes. 
[7  akcf  out  a  pijiol  and  goes  towards  the  ivitulo^u  j 
Jbe  catches  hold  of  him. 

I'in.   Ah  !  [&tr/V&'.']  hold,  I  conjure  you. 

Col.  To-morrow's  an  age,  madam  !  May  I  not  be 
admitted  to-night  '? 

yio.  If  you  be  a  gentleman,  I  command  your  ab- 
fence.  -  Unfortunate  !  what  will  my  ftars  do  with 
me  ?  [AJide. 

Col.  I  have  done  —  Only  this—  Be  careful  of  my 
life,  for  it  is  in  your  keeping.  [Exit  from  the  window.  . 

Pel.  Pray  obferve  the  gentleman's  requeft,  madam. 
[Walking  cff~  front  her, 

Via.  I  am  all  confufion.  [Jfede. 

Pel.  You  are  all  truth,  all  love,  all  faith  :  Oh, 
thou  all  woman  !  -  How  have  I  been  deceived  ! 
S'death,  cou'd  you  not  have  impos'd  upon  me  for 
this  one  night  ?  Cou'd  neither  my  faithful  love,  nor 
the  hazard  1  have  run  to  fee  you,  make  me  worthy  to 
be  cheated  on.  Oh,  thou  - 

Vio.   Can  I  bear  this  from  you  ?  [Weeps. 

Ptl.  [Repeats.]  When  I  left  this  houfe  to-night  - 
*To-night,  the  devil  !  return  fo  foon  ! 

yio.  Oh,  Ifabella  !   what  haft  thou  involv'd  me  in  ! 


Fel.  [Repeats.]  This  houfe  contains  my  foul. 

Via.    Yet  I  refolve  to  keep  the  fecret.  \_dfide.. 

Fel.  [Repeats}  Be  careful  of  my  life,  for  'tis  in  your 
keeping  —  Damnation  !  —  How  ugly  fhe  appears  ! 

[Looking  at  her. 

yio.  Do  not  look  fo  fternly  on  me,  but  believe  me, 
Felix,  I  have  not  injur'd  you,  nor  am  1  falfe. 

Fel.  Not  falfe,  not  injur'd  me  !  Oh,  Violante,  loft 
and  abandoned  to  thy  vice  !  Not  falfe,  Oh,  monftrous  ! 

Via.  Indeed  I  am  not  —  There  is  a  caufe  which  I 
mull  not  reveal  —  Oh,  think  how  far  honour  can 
oblige  your  fex  —  Then  allow  a  woman  may  be  bound 
by  the  fame  rule  to  keep  a  fecret. 

Fel.  Honour  !  What  halt  thou  to  do  with  honour, 

thou  that  canlt  admit  plurality  of  lovers  ?  A  fecret  ! 

C  ha, 
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ha,  ha,  ha,  his  affairs  are  wonderous  fafe,  who  trulls 
his  fecret  to  a  woman's  keeping;  but  you  need  .give 
yourfelf  no  trouble  about  clearing  this  point,  madam, 
for  you  are  become  fo  indifferent  to  me,  that  your 
truth  and  falfhood  are  the  fame. 

'  Vio.   My  love  !  \Pffers  to  ta&e  ijif  hand* 

*  Fcl.  My  torment  !  [Turns  from  her.' 

Enter  Flora. 

Flo.  '  So  I  [have  deliver'd  my  letter  to  the  Colo- 
'  nel,  and  receiv'd  my  fee.  \_Ajide.~\  Madam,  your 
father  bade  me  fee  what  noile  that  was — For  good- 
nefs  fake,  fir,  why  do  you  fpcak  fo  loud  ! 

Pel.  I  underftand  my  cue,  miitrefs ;  my  abfcnce  is 
neceffaryj  I'll  oblige  you.  \Going,  Jke  takes  hold  cf  him. 

Vio.  Oh,  let  me  undeceive  you  firft. 

Pel.  Impoffible  ! 

Vio.  'Tis  very  poflible,  if  I  durft. 

Pel.  Durft!  ha,  ha,  ha!  durft,  quotha! 

Vio.  But  another  time  I'll  tell  thee  all. 

Pel.  Nay,  now  or  never. 

Vio.  Now  it  cannot  be. 

Pel.  Then  it  mall  never  be. — Thou  moft  ungrate- 
ful of  thy  fex,  farevvel.  {Breaks  from  her,  and  Exit. 

Vio.  Oh,  exquifite  trial  of  my  friendlhip  !  Yet 
not  even  this  fliall  draw  the  fecret  from  me. 

That  I'll  preferve,  let  fortune  frown  or  fmile, 

And  truft  to  love,  my  love  to  reconcile. 

[Exit,  with  Flora. 


ACT    III.     SCENE,  a  Chamber  in  Don  Lopez's 
ffou/e. 

Enter  Don  Lopez. 

Lop.  tT7A  Sever  man  thus  plagu'd  !  Odfliean, 
VV  I  cou'd  fwallow  my  dagger  for  mad- 
nefs  ;  I  know  not  what  to  think  ;  .fure  Frederick  had 
no  hand  in  her  efcape— She  muft  get  out  of  the 
window ;  and  (he  could  not  do  that  without  a  ladder : 
and  who  could  bring  it  her  but  him  ?  Ay,  it  muft  be 
foy  *  The  diflike  he  fhew'd  to  Don  Guzman,  in  our 
'  difcourfe  to-day,  confirms  my  fufpicion,  and  I  will 
'  charge  him  home  with  it.  Sure  children  were  given 

'  me 
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me  for  a  curfe  !  Why,  what  innumerable  misfor- 
tunes attend  us  parents  !  when  we  have  employed 
our  whole  care  to  educate,  and  bring  our  children 
up  to  years  of  maturity,  jult  when  we  expeft  to 
reap  the  fruits  of  our  labour,  a  man  mall,  in  the 
tinkling  of  a  bell,    fee  one  hang'd,    and  t'other 
whor'd.'     This  gracelefs  baggage-^But  I'll  to  Fre- 
derick immediately  ;  I'll  take  the  alguzile  with  me, 
and   fearch  his  houfe  ;  and  if  I  find  her,  I'll  ufe  her 

by  St.  Anthony,  I  don't  know  how  I'll  ufe  her. 

[Exit. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  the  Street. 

JLntcr  Colonel,  with  Ifabella'j  letter  in  his  Handt  and 

Gibby  fcUonxing. 

Col,  Well,  though  I  could  not  fee  my  fair  incog- 
nita, fortune,  to  make  me  amends,  has  flung  ano- 
ther intrigue  in  my  way.  Oh  !  how  I  love  thele 
pretty,  kind,  coming  females,  that  won't  give  a  man 
the  trouble  of  racking  his  invention  to  deceive  them. 
«  Oh,  Portugal  !  thou  dear  garden  of  pleafure — 
'  where  Love  drops  down  his  mellow  fruit,  and  every 
'  Ixvjgh  bends  to  her  hands,  and  feems  to  cry,  come, 
'  pull  and  eat  ;  how  deliciouily  a  man  lives  here, 
«  without  fear  of  the  ftool  of  repentance  ! — This  letter 
I  received  from  a  lady  in  a  veil— Some  duenna  ;  fome 
neceflary  implement  of  Cupid.  I  fuppofe  the  ftile  is 
frank  and  eafy,  I  hope  like  her  that  writ  it.  \Reads.~\ 
"  Sir,  I  have  feen  your  perfon,  and  like  it" — very 
concife — "  And  if  you'll  meet  at  four  o'clock  in  the 
"  morning  upon  the  Terriero  dePaffa,  half  an  hour's 
"  conversation  will  let  me  into  your  mind." —  Ha, 
ha,  ha,  aphilofophical  wench:  this  is  the  firll  time  I 
ever  knew  a  woman  had  any  bufinefs  with  the  mind 
of  a  man—"  If  your  intellefts  anfwer  yonr  outward 
"  appearance,  the  adventure  may  not  diipleafc  you.  1 
"  expert  you'll  not  attempt  to  fee  my  face,  noroiTcr 
"  any  thing  unbecoming  the  gentleman  I  take  yo'.i 
"  for." — Humph,  the  gentleman  {he  takes  me  for  !  I 
hope  fhe  takes  me  to  be  rlefh  and  blood,  and  then  I  m 
fure  I  (hall  do  nothing  unbecoming  a  gentleman. 
Well,  if  1  muft  not  fee  her  face,  it  mill  go  hard  if 

]  don't  know  where  flie  lives. .  •  Gibby. 

B  z  Gil-. 
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Gilt.   Here,  an  lik  yer  honour. 

Col.  Follow  me  at  a  good  diftance,  do  you  hear, 
Gibby  ? 

Gib.  In  troth  dee  I,  weel  eneugh,  Sir. 

Col.  I  am  to  meet  a  lady  upon  the  Terriero  de 
Paffa. 

Gib.  The  deel  an  mine  eyn  gin  I  kenn  her,  fir. 

Col.  But  you  will  when  you  come  there,  furah. 

Gib.  Like  cneOgh,  fir;  I  have  as  Iharp  an  eyn  tu!  a 
bony  lafs,  as  ere  a  lad  in  aw  Scotland  :  and  what 
rnun  I  dee  \vi'  her,  fir? 

Ccl.  Why,  if  fhe  and  I  part,  you  muft  watch  her 
kome,  and  bring  me  word  where  me  lives. 

Gib.  In  troth  fal  I  fir,  gin  the  deel  tak  her  not. 

Ccl.  Come  along  then,  'tis  pretty  near  the  time 
— I  like  a  wcinan  that  riles  early  to  puriue  her  incli- 
nation. 

Thus  we  improve  the  pleafures  of  the  day, 

While  taftelefs  mortals  fleep  their  time  away.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  Frederick's  Houfc. 

Enter  In  is  and  LiiTardo. 

Lijf.  Your  lady  run  away,  and  you  know  not  whi- 
ther, fay  you  ? 

Inis.  She  never  greatly  car'd  for  me  after  finding 
you  and  I  together  :  but  you  are  very  grave,  me- 
thinks,  IJflardo. 

Lijf.  [Looking  on  the  riMg.]  Not  at  all — I  have  fome 
thoughts  indeed  of  altering  my  courfe  of  living  ;  there 
is  a  critical  minute  in  every  man's  life,  which  if  he 
can  but  lay  hold  of,  he  may  make  his  fortune. 

lots.  Ha!  what  do  I  fee  r  A  diamond  ring!  Where 
the  deuce  hr.d  he  that  ring  ?  You  have  got  a  very 
pretty  ring  there,  Liffardo. 

Li/.  Aye,  the  trifle  is  pretty  enough — But  the  lady 
which  gave  it  to  me  is  a  bona  roba  in  beauty,  I  afiure 
yt>«.  [Cocks  his  hat,  and  Jl ruts. 

Inis.  I  can't  bear  this — The  lady  !  What  lady, 
pray  ? 

Lift.  O  fye  !  There's  a  quefljon  to  afk  a  gentle- 
man. 

Inis.  A. gentleman!  Why  the  fellow's  fpoil'd  !  Is 
8  this 
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this  your  love  for  me  ?  Ungrateful  man,  you'll  break 
my  heart,  fo  you  will.  [Burjis  into  tears. 

Lift.  Poor  tender-hearted  fool 

Inis.  If  I  knew  who  gave  you  that  ring,  I'd  tear 
her  eyes  out,  fo  I  wou'd.  [Sobs. 

Lijf.  So,  now  the  jade  wants  a  little  coaxing.  Why 
what  dolt  weep  for  now,  my  dear  ?  ha  ! 

Inis.  I    fuppofe  Flora  gave  you  that  ring ;    bat 

Lift.  No,  the  devil  take  me  if  flie  did ;  you  make 

me  {wear  now So,  they  are  all  for  the  ring,  but  I 

mall  bob  'em.  I  did  but  joke,  the  ring  is  none  of 
mine,  it  is  my  matter's  ;  I  am  to  give  it  to  be  new  fet, 
that's  all ;  therefore  pr'ythee  dry  thy  eyes,  and  kifs 
me,  come. 

Enter   Flora. 

Inis.  And  do  you  really  fpeak  truth  now  ? 

LiJjT.  Why,  do  you  doubt  it  ? 

Flo.  So,  fo,  very  well  !  1  thought  there  was  an  in- 
trigue between  him  and  Inis,  for  all  he  has  forfworn 
it  fo  often.  [^'/^. 

Inis.  Nor  han't  you  feen  Flora  fmce  you  cume  to 
town. 

Flo.  Ha!  how  dares  {he  name  my  name  ?     [Ajldc. 

Li/.  No,  by  this  kifs  I  han't.     '  [Kffis  her. 

Flo.  Here's  a  diflembling  varlet.  \AJlde. 

Inis.  Nor  don't  you  love  her  at  all  ? 

Lift.  Love  the  devil !  Why  did  I  not  always  tell 
thee  Ihe  was  my  averfion  ? 

Flo.  Did  you  fo,  villain  ? 

[Strikes  him  a  box  en  the  ear. 

Lijf.  Zounds,  {he  here  !  I  have  made  a  fine  piece  of 
work  on't.  \_Ajidc. 

Inis.  What's  that  for,  ha  ?  [Urujbes  up  tg  her. 

Flo.  I  {hall  tell  you  by  and  by,  Mrs  Frippery,  if 
you  don't  get  about  your  buiinefs. 

Inis.  Who  do  you  call  Frippery,  Mrs.  Trollop  ? 
Pray  get  about  your  bufinefs,  if  you  go  to  that  ;  I 
hope  you  pretend  to  no  right  and  title  here. 

Lij)'.   What  the  devil  do  they  take  me  tor,  an  acre 

of  land,   that  they  quarrel   about  right  and   title  to 

me  ?  [Afide, 

B  3  Flo. 
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Flo.  Pray  what  right  have  you,  miftrefs,  to  afk 
that  queftion  ? 

Inis.  No  matter  for  that,  I  can  fhew  a  better  title 
to  him  than  you,  I  believe. 

Flo.  What  has  he  given  thee  nine  months  earned 
for  a  living  title  ?  ha,  ha. 

Inis.  Don't  fling  your  flaunting  jefts  at  me,  Mrs. 
Boldface,  for  I  won't  take  'em,  I  aflure  you, 

Lijf.  So !  now  I  am  as  great  as  the  fam'd  Alexan- 
der. But  my  dear  Statira  and  Roxana,  don't  exert 
yourfelves  fo  much  about  me  :  now  I  fancy,  if  you 
wou'd  agree  lovingly  together,  I  might,  in  a  modelt 
way,  fatisfy  both  your  demands  upon  me. 

Flo.  You  fatisfy  !  No  firrah,  I  am  not  to  be  fatif- 
fied  fo  foon  as  you  think,  perhaps. 

Inis.  No,  nor  I  neither.— What,  do  you  make  no 
difFerence  between  us  ? 

Flo.  You  pitiful  fellow,  you !  What  you  fancy,  I 
warrant,  that  J  gave  myfelf  the  trouble  of  dogging 
vou  out  of  love  to  your  filthy  perfon  ;  but  you  arc 
nuilaken,  firrah — It  was  to  detedt  your  treachery. — 
How  often  have  you  fworn  to  me  that  you  hated  Inis, 
£nd  only  carried  fair  for  the  good  chear  (he  gave  you  ; 
but  that  you  could  never  like  a  woman  with  crooked 
kgs,  you  faid. 

Inis.  How,  how,  firrah,    crooked  legs !    Ods,    I 

eould  find  in  my  heart 

[Snatching  up  her  petticoat  a  little. 

Li/*.  Here's  a  lying  young  jade,  now  !  Pr'yth^e, 
ray  dear,  moderate  thy  paflion.  [Coaxingly. 

Inis.  I'd  have  you  to  know,  firrah,  my  legs  was 
never Your  mafter,  I  hope,  uaderltands  legs  bet- 
ter than  you  do,  firrah.  \PajJlcnately*. 

Li/.  My  mafter  !  fo,  fo. 

[Shaking  his  head  and  winking. 

Flo.  I  am  glad  I  have  done  fome  mifchief,  how- 
ever. [Afede. 

Li/.  [To  Inis.]  Art  thou  really  fo  foolifh  to  mind 
what  an  enrag'd  woman  fays  !  Don't  you  fee  ftie 
does  it  on  purpofe  to  part  you  and  I  ?  [Runs  to  Flora.] 
Cou'd  not  you  find  the  joke,  without  putting  yourfelf 
in  a  paflion  !  Yo«  filly  girl  you.  Why  I  faw  you  follow 
us  plain  enough,  mun,a,nd  faid  all  this,  that  you  might 
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rot  go  back  with  only  your  labour  for  your  pains 

But  you  are  a  revengeful  young  flut  tho',  I  tell  you 
that ;   but  come,  kiis  and   be  friends. 

Flo.  Don't  think  to  coax  me  ;  hang  your  kifTes. 

Pel.   [Within.}   Lirtardo. 

L.ijf.  Odfheart,  here's  my  matter :  the  devil  take 
both  ihefe  jades  for  me,  what  (hall  I  do  with  them  ? 

Inis.  Ha  !  'tis  Don  Felix's  voice  ;  I  would  not 
have  him  find  me  here  with  his  footman,  for  the 
world.  \Afide. 

Pel.  {Within.}  Why  Liflardo,  Liffardo  ! 

Liff.   Coming  fir.     What  a  pox  will  you  do  ? 

Flo.  Blefs  me,  which  way  (hall  I  get  out  ? 

Liff.  Nay,  nay,  you  mud  e'en  fet  your  quarrel 
afide,  and  be  content  to  be  mew'd  up  in  this  clothes- 
prefs  together,  or  flay  where  you  are,  and  face  it 
out — there  is  no  help  for  it.  . 

Flo.  Put  me  any  where,  rather  than  that ;  come, 
come,  Lt  me  in.  [He  opens  the  prefs,  and  Jhe  goes  in. 

luis.  I'll  fee  her  hang'd  before  I'll  go  into  the 
place  where  fhe  is. — I'll  trufl  fortune  with  my  deli- 
verance. Here  us'd  to  be  a  pair  of  back  flairs,  I'll 
try  to  find  them  out.  [Exit. 

Enter  Felix  and  Frederick. 

Fel.  Was  you  afleep,  firrah,  that  you  did  not  hear 
me  call  ? 

Lift  I  did  hear  you,  and  anfwer'd  you,  I  was 
coming,  fir. 

Fel.  Go,  get  the  horfes  ready  ;  I'll  leave  Lifbon 
to-night,  never  to  fee  it  more. 

L^f.  Hey-day  !  what's  the  matter  now  ?         [Exit. 

Fred.  Pray  tell  me,  Don  Felix,  what  has  ruflied 
your  temper  thus  ? 

Fel.  A  woman — Oh,  friend,  who  can  name  wo- 
man, and  forget  inconflancy  ! 

Fred.  This  from  a  perfon  of  mean  education  were 
excufable,  fuch  low  fufpicions  have  their  fource  from 
vulgar  converfation  ;  men  of  your  politer  tafte  never 

rafbly  cenfure Come,  this  is  fome  groundlefs  jea- 

loufy — Love  raifes  many  fears. 

Fel.  No,  no ;  my  ears  convey'd  the  truth  into  my 

heart,  and  reafon  juflifies  my  anger:  Oh,  my  friend! 

Violante's  fulie,  and  I  have  nothing  left  but  thee,  in 

B  4  Lifbon, 
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Lifoon,  which  can  make  me  wifti  ever  to  fee  it  more, 
except  revenge  upon  my  rival,  of  whom  I  am  igno- 
raat.  Oh,  that  fome  miracle  wou'd  reveal  him  to 
me,  that  I  might  through  hrs  heart  punifh  her  infi- 
delity ! 

Enter  LifTardo. 

Li/l  Oh,  fir  !  here's  your  father  Don  Lopez  com- 
ing up. 

/V7.  Does  he  know  that  I  am  here  ? 

Li/l  1  can't  tell,  fir,  he  afk'd  fer  Don  Frederick. 

Fred.  Did  he  fee  you  ? 

LiJ}'.  J  believe  not,  fir ;  for  as  foon  as  I  faw  him,  I 
ran  back  to  give  my  mailer  notice. 

Pel.  Keep  out  of  his  fight  then.  [Exit  Lifi'.]  —  And, 
dear  Frederick,  permit  me  to  retire  into  the  next 
room,  for  I  know  the  old  gentleman  will  be  very  much 
difpleated  at  my  return  without  his  leave.  [Exit. 

Fred.  Quick,  quick,   begone,,  he  is  here. 
Enter  Don  Lopez,  /peaking  as  he  enters. 

Lap,  Mr.  Alguziie,  wait  you  without  till  I  call  for 
you.  Frederick,  an  affair  brings  me  here — which— 
requires  privacy — ib  that  if  you  have  any  body  within 
eflr-fhot,  pray  order  them  to  retire. 

Fred.  We  are  private,  my  lord,  fpeak  freely. 

Lof>.  Why  then,  fir,  I  mull  tell  you,  that  you  had 
better  have  fitch'd  upon  any  man  in  Portugal  to  have 
uijur'd,  than  myfelf. 

'  Ftl.  \Pttfing']  What  means  my  father  ?' 

fttd.  \  undertfand  von  not,  my  lord. 

Lf/>.  Tho'  J  am  old,  I  have  a  fon~—  Alas  !  why 
Juroe  J  him  ?  He  knows  not  the  dimonour  of  my 
houfe. 

'  Fel.  I  am  coi. founded  !    The  diftionour  of  his 

•  houfe?' 

Frtd.  Explain  yourfeW,  my  lord,  I  am  not  con- 
fcious  of  any  difhonourable  action  to  any  man,  much 
It-Is  to  your  lordfhip. 

Lcp.  'Tuf.ilfe  !  you  have  debanch'd  my  daughter. 

'  Fel.  Debauch'd  my  fifter1  Impoffible  !  he  cou'd 

*  not,  durJt  not  be  that  villain  !' 

fred.  My  Kri,  I  fcorn  fo  foul  a  charge. 
Lop.  You  have  dtbauch'd  her  duty  at  leaft,  there- 
for* 
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fore  inftantly  reftore  her  to  me,  or  by  St.  Anthony  I'll 
make  you. 

Fred.  Reftore  her,  my  lord  !  where  fhall  I  find 
her  ? 

Lop.  I  have  thofe  that  will  fwear  (he  is  here  in 
your  houfe. 

'  Pel.  Ha  !  in  this  houfe  !' 

Fred.  You  are  mifinformed,  my  lord;  upon  my 
reputation,  I  have  not  feen  Donna  Ifabella,  fmce  the 
abfence  of  Don  Felix. 

Lop.  Then  pray,  fir— if  I  am  not  too  inquifitive, 
what  motive  had  you  for  thofe  objections  you  made 
againft  her  marriage  with  Don  Guzman  yeilerday  ? 

Fred.  The  difagreeablenefs  of  fuch  a  match,  I 
fear'd,  would  give  your  daughter  c.iufe  to  curie  her 
duty,  if  (he  comply'd  with  your  demands ;  that  was 
all,  my  lord. 

Lcp.  And  fo  you  help'd  her  thro'  the  window,  to 
make  her  difobey. 

'  Pel.  Ha,  my  fitter  gone  !  Oh,  fcandal  to  our 
«  blood  !' 

Fred.  This  is  infulting  me,  my  lord,  when  I  a  (Hire 
you,  I  have  neither  feen  nor  know  any  thing  of  your 

daughter If  (he  is  gone,  the  contrivance  .was  her 

own,  and  you  may  thank  your  rigour  for  it. 

Lop.  Very  well,  fir  ;  however  my  rigour  (hall  make 
bold  to  fearch  your  houfe.  Here,  call  in  the  Algu- 
zile 

Flo.  [Peeping.}  The  Alguzile  !  What,  in  the 
name  of  wonder,  will  become  of  me  ? 

Fred.  The  Alguzile!  My  lord,  you'll  repent  this. 
Enter  Alguzile  and  attendants. 

Lop.  No,  fir,  'tis  you  that  will  repent  it.  I  charge 
you,  in  the  king's  name,  to  aflift  me  in  finding  my 
daughter — Be  fure  you  leave  no  part  of  the  houfe  un- 
iearch'd.  Come,  follow  me. 

[Gets  towards  the  doer  where  Felix  is:  Frederick 
Jra-ivs,  and  plants  himfelf  before  the  door. 

Fred.  Sir,  I  muft  firft  know  by  what  authority  you 
pretend  to  fearch  my  houfe,  before  you  enter  here. 

Alg.  How  !    fir,  dare  you  prefume  to  draw  voyr 

fword  upon  the  reprefentative  of  majefty  ?  I  am,  fir, 

I  am  his  majefly's  Alguzile,  and.  the  very  quintefleace 

85  of 


34  THEWONDER. 

of  authority — therefore  put  up  your  fword,  or  I  fhafl 
order  you  to  be  knock'd  down — For,  know,  fir,  the 
breath  of  an  Alguzile  is  as  dangerous  as  the  breath, 
of  a  demi-culverin. 

Lop.  She  is  certainly  in  that  room,  by  his  guarding 
the  door — if  he  difputes  your  authority,  knock  him 
down,  I  fay. 

Fred.\  fhall  fliew  you  fome  fport  firft, !  The  woman 
you  look  for  is  not  here,  but  there  is  fomething  in 
this  rcom,  which  I'll  preferve  from  your  fight  at  the 
hazard  of  my  life. 

Lop.  Enter,  I  fay  ;  nothing  but  my  daughter  can 
be  there — Force  his  fword  from  him. 

[Felix  comes  out  and  joins  Frederick. 
Pel.  Villains,  {land  off!  affaffinate  a  man  in  his 
own  houfe ! 

Lop.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  Mifericordia,  what  do  I  fee,  my 
fon? 

Alg.  Ha,   his  fon  !    Here's   five  hundred  pounds 
good,  my  brethren,  if  Antonio  dies,  and  that's  ia 
the  furgeon's  power,  and  he's  in  love  with  my  daugh- 
ter, you  know,  fo  feize  him — '  Don  Felix,  I  com- 
mand you  to  furrender  yourfelf  into  the  hands  of 
juftice,  in  order  to  raife  me  and  my  pofterity  ;  and 
in  confideration  you  lofe  your  head  to  gain  me  five 
hundred  pounds,  I'll  have  your  generofity  recorded 
on  your   tomb-ftone— at  my  own   proper  coft  and. 
charge — I  hate  to  be  ungrateful.' 
Lop.  Hold,  hold  !  Oh,  that  ever  I  was  born  ! 
Fred.  Did  I  not  tell  you,  you  would  repent,    my 
lord  ?    What,   hoa !    within   there.  [Enter  /enta/tts.] 
Arm  yourfelves,   and  let  not  a  man  in  or  out  but 
Felix. 

Fel.  Generous  Frederick  ! 

Fred.  Look  ye,  Alguzile,  when  you  would  be- 
Cray  my  friend  for  filthy  lucre,  I  fhall  no  more  regard 
you  as  an  officer  of  juftice ;  but,  as  a  thief  ajid  robber 
thusrefift  you. 

Fel.  Come  on,  fir,  we'll  fhew  you  play  for  the  five 
hundred  pounds. 

'  Alg.  Fall  on,    feize  the  money,  right  or  wrong, 

•  ye  rogues.'  [They  fight. 

Lej>.  Hold,  hold,  Alguzile ;  I'll  give  you  the  five 

hundred 
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Hundred  pounds  ;  that  is,  my  bond  to  pay  upon  An- 
tonio's death,  and  twenty  piftoles  however  things  go, 
for  you  and  thefe  honeft  fellows  to  drink  my  health. 

Alg.  Say  you  fo,  my  lord  !  Why  look  ye,  my  lord, 
I  bear  the  young  gentleman  no  ill-will,  my  lord  ;   if 

I  get  but  the  five  hundred  pounds,  my  lord why, 

look  ye,  my  lord 'Tis  the  fame  thing  tome  whe- 
ther your  fon  be  hang'd  or  not,  my  lord. 
tFe'l.   Scoundrels. 
Lop.  Ay,  well  thou  art  a  good-natur'd  fellow,  that 

is  the  truth  on't Come  then,  we'll  to  the  tavern, 

and  fign  and  feal  this  minute.  Oh,  Felix  !  "  iuhy 
"  ivcuLijl  thou  fer<ve  me  thus — But  I  cannot  upbraid  thet 
"  nwj,  nor  have  I  time  to  talk."  Be  careful  of  thy- 
ftlf,  for  thou  wilt  break  my  heart. 

[Exeunt  Lopez,  Alguzile,  and  attendants. 
Pel.  Now,  Frederick,  though  I  ought  to  thank 
you  for  your  care  of  me,  yet  till  I  am  fatisfied  as  to 
my  father's  accufation,  "  for  I  overheard  it  all,"  I 
can't  return  the  acknowledgments  I  owe  you.  Know' 
you  aught  relating'to  my  filter  ? 

Free/I  I  hope  my  faith  and  truth  are  known  to  you 
—  and  here  by  both  I  fwear,  I  am  ignorant  of  every 
thing  relating  to  your  father's  charge. 

Pel.  Enough,  I  do  believe  thee.  Oh,  fortune  ! 
where  will  thy  malice  end  ? 

Enter  Vafquez. 

Vafa,   Sir,  I  bring  you  joyful  news. 
"  Pel.   What's  ths  natter  r" 

Vafq.  I  am  told  that  Don  Antonio  is  out  of  dan- 
ger, and  now  in  the  palace. 

Pel.  I  wifh  it  be  true,  then  I'm  at  liberty  to  wafch 
mv  rival,  and  purfue  rny  filler.  Pr'ythee,  Frederick, 
inform  thyfelf  of  the  truth  of  this  report. 

Fred.  I'will  this  minute  — Do  }ou  hear,  let  nobody 

in  to  Don  Felix  till  my  return.  [Exit. 

Vafq.  I'll  obferve,  fir.  [Exit. 

Flo.  [Peeping.']  They  have  almoft  frighted  me  out  of 

my  wits I'm  fure Now  Felix  is  alone,  I  h.~.ve  a 

good  mind  to  pretend  I  came  with  a  meflage  from  my 

lady    but  how  then  lhn.ll  I  fay  I  came  into  the  cupboard  ? 

Eitir  Vafqucz,y?m'//»£  to  opfo/e  the  entrance  cfj-mdUy. 

Vofj.  I  ceil  you,  madam,  Don  F:lix  is  not  here. 

B  6  n9. 
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Vio.  \Within.]  I  tell  you,  fir,  he  is  here,  and  I  will 
fee  him. 

"    Pel.   What  nolfe  is  that  /"' 

Via.  [Breaking  /'».]  Yoa  are  as  difficult  of  accefs,  fir, 
As  a  firft  minifter  of  ftate. 

Flo.  My  ftars  !  My  lady  here  !     [Sbutt  tbeprefs  deft. 

Pel.  If  your  vifit  was  defign'd  to  Frederick,  madam, 
he  is  abroad. 

f'io.  No,  fir,  the  vifit  is  to  you. 

FeL  You  are  very  punctual  in  your  ceremonies, 
madam. 

Via.  Tho'  I  did  not  come  to  return  your  vifit,  but 
to  take  that  which  your  civility  ought  to  have  bronght 
me. 

Pel.  If  my  ears,  my  eyes,  and  my  underftandlng  ly'd, 
then  1  am  in  your  debt ;  elfe  not,  madam. 

Vio.  I  will  not  charge  them  with  a  term  fo  grofs,  to 
fay  they  ly'd,  but  call  it  a  miftake,  nay,  call  it  any 
thing  to  excufe  my  Felix — Cou'd  I,  think  ye,  cou'd  I 
pat  off  my  pride  fo  far,  poorly  to  diflemble  a  paflion 
which  I  did  not  feel,  or  feek  a  reconciliation  with 
what  I  did  not  love  ?  «  Do,  but  confider,  if  I  had  enter- 
'  tained  another,  fhou'd  not  I  rather  embrace  this  quar- 
«  rel,  pleas'd  with  the  occafion,  that  rid  me  of  your  vi- 
'  fits,  and  gave  me  freedom  to  enjoy  the  choice  which 
'  you  think  I  have  made?  Have  I  anyintereft  in  thee 
'  but  my  love?  Or  am  I  bound  by  aught  but  inclina- 
'  tion  to  fubmit  and  follow  thee  ?' — No  law  whilft  Tin- 
gle" binds  us  to  obey,  but  your  fex  are,  '  by  nature 
'  and  education,'  obliged  to  pay  a  deference  to  all 
woman-kind. 

Pel.  Thefe  are  fruitlefs  arguments.  'Tis  mod  cer- 
tain thou  wert  dearer  to  thefe  eyes  than  all  that  Heaven 
e'er  gave  to  charm  the  fenfe  of  man  ;  but  I  would  ra- 
ther tear  them  out  than  fuffer  them  to  delude  my  rca- 
fon,  and  enflave  my  peace. 

F~h.  Can  you  love  without  efteem  ?  And  where  is  the 
j&fteern  for  her  you  ftill  fufpeft  ?  Oh,  Felix,  there  is  a 
delicacy — in  love,  which  equals  even  a  religious  faith! 
True  Jove  never  doults  the  objeft  it  adores,  and  Scep- 
tics there  will  difbelitve  their  fight. 

Ftl.  Your  notions  are  too.  refined  for  mine,  madam. 

Enter 
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Enter  Vafquez. 

Pel.  How  now,  firrah,  what  do  you  want  ? 

Vafq.  Only  my  mailer's  cloak  out  of  this  prefs,  fir, 
that's  all. 

Fel.  Make  hafle  then. 

[  Vafq .  opens  the  prefs,  fees  Flora,  and  roars  cut.  ] 
Oh  !  the  devil,  the  devil!  [Exit* 

Flo.  Difcover'd  !  Nay,  then  legs  befriend  me. 

[Flora  runs  out. 

Via.  Ha!  a  woman  conceal'd  !  Very  well,  Felix. 

Fel.  A  woman  in  the  prefs  !  [Enter  Lilfardo.]  How 
the  devil  came  a  woman  there,  firrah  ? 

Li/.  What  mall  I  fay  now  ? 

Vio.  Now,  Lifiardo,  fhew  your  wit  to  bring  your 
maflcr  off. 

Lift.  Off,  madam  !  Nay,  nay,  nay,  there,  there  needs 
no  great  wit  to,  to,  to  bring  him  off,  madam  ;  for  fho 
did,  and  (he  did  not  come  as,  as,  as,  a,  av*>  man  may 
fay  direftly  to,  to,  to,  to  fpeak  with  my  matter,  madam. 

Via.  I  fee  by  your  Hammering,  Liffardo,  that  your 
invention  is  at  a  very  low  ebb. 

Fel.  'Sdeath,  rafcal !  fpeak  without  hefitation,  and 
the  truth  too,  or  I  mall  ftick  my  fpado  in  your  guts. 

Pio.  No,  no,  your  matter  miftakes,  he  wou'd  not 
have  you  fpeak  the  truth. 

Fel.  Madam,  my  fincerity  wants  no  excufe. 

Lijf.  I  am  fo  confounded  between  one  and  the  other, 
that  1  can't  think  of  a  lie.  [Afide. 

Fel.  Sirrah,  fetch  me  this  woman  back  inftantly  ;  I'll 
know  what  bufmefs  me  had  here!  » 

Via.   Not  a  flep,  your  mailer  fhall  not  be  put  to  the 

blulh Come,   a  truce,.  Felix!    Do  you  afk  me  no 

more   quellions   about   the  window,    and  I'll  forgive 
th's. 

Fel.  I  fcorn  forgiven efs  where  I  own  no  crime  ;  but 
your  foul,  confcious  of  its  guilt,  would  fain  lay  hold 
of  this  occalion  to  blend  your  treafon  with  my  inno- 
cence. 

yio.  Infolent  !  Nay,  if  inflead  of  owning  your 
fault,  you  endeavour  to  infultmy  patience,  I  muft  tell 
you,  fir,  you  don't  behave  yourfelf  like  that  man  of 
honour  you  wou'd  be  taken  for  ;  you  ground  your 
quarrel  with  me  upon  your  own  inconflancyj  'tis  plain 

you 
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you  are  falfe.  yourfelf,  and  wou'd  make  me   the-ngi 

greflbr It  was  not  for  nothing  the  fellow  oppo- 

fed  my  entrance — -—This  lail  ufage  has  given  me  back 
my  liberty,  and  now  my  father's  will  fhall  be  obeyed 
without  the  leaft  reluctance,  and  fo  your  fervant.' 

[Exit. 

Pel.  Oh,  ftubborn,  ftubborn  heart,  what  wife 
thou  do?  Her  father's  will  lhall  be  obeyed  ;  ha!  that 
carries  her  to  a  cloyiler,  and  cuts  off  all  my.  hopes  at 

once By  Heaven  fhe  (hall  not,  mufl  not  leave  me  ! 

No,  fhe  is  not  falfe,  at  leaft  my  love  now  reprefents 
her  true,  becaufe  I  fear  to  lofe  her.  Ha !  villain, 
art  thou  here  ?  [Turns  upon  LifTardo]  tell  me  this  mo- 
ment who  this  woman  was,  and  for  what  intent  fhe 
was  here  concealed— or — 

LiJJ".  Ay,  good  fir,  forgive  me,  and  I'll  tell  you 
the  whole  truth.  [Falls  on  bis  knees. 

Pel.  Out  with  it  then 

Lift  It,  it,  it,  was  Mrs.  Flora,  fir,  Donna  Vio- 
lante's  woman.  You  muft  know,  fir,  we  have  had  a 
fneaking  kindnefs  for  one  another  a  great  while. — 
She  was  not  willing  you  fhould  know  it ;  fo,  when 
fhe  heard  your  voice,  fhe  ran  into  the  cloaths-prefs. 
I  would  have  told  you  this  at  firil,  but  I  was  afraid  of 
her  lady's  knowing  it ;  this  is  the  truth,  as  I  hope 
for  a  whole  fkin,  fir. 

Pel.  If  it  be  not,  I'll  not  leave  you  a  whole  bone 
in  it,  firrah  •  Fly,  and  obferve  if  Violante  goes 
dire&ly  home. 

Li/.  Yes,  fir,  yes. 

Fel.  "  Fly, you.  dog,  fly."  \Exit  Lljf.~\  I  muft  convince 
her  of  my  faith.  Oh?  how  irrelblute  is  a  lover's 
heart !  '  My  refentments  cool'd  when  her's  grew  high, 

« Nor  can  I  ftruggle  longer  with  my  fate  ;  I  cannot 

'  quit  her,  no,    I  cannot,  fo  abfolute  a  conqueft  has 
*  fhe  gained.' — How  abfolute  a  woman's  power  ! 
In  vain  we  ftrive  their  tyranny  to  quit, 
In  vain  we  ftruggle,  for  we  mult  fubmit. 

[Exit  Felix. 

SCENE,    tie  ,Terricro  de   Paffa. 
Enter  Colonel,  and  Ifabella  iw'/V,  Gibby  at  a  diftance. 

Col.  Then  you  fay,  it  is  impcffiuie  for  me  to  wait 
of  you  home,  madam. 

10  Jfab. 
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Tfab.  I  fay,  it  is  inconfiftent  with  my  circumftances, 
colonel,  and  that  way  impoflible  for  me  to  admit  of 
it. 

Cd.  Confent  to  go  with  me  then — I  lodge  at  one 
Don  Frederick's,  a  merchant,  juft  by  here  ;  he  is  a 
very  h'oneft  fellow,  and  I  dare  confide  in  his  fecrecy. 

Ifab.  Ha,  does  he  lodge  there?  Pray,  Heaven,  I 
am  net  difcover'd  !  [djide.. 

Col.  What  fay  you,  my  charmer  ?  mail  we  break- 
faft  together  ?  I  have  fome  of  the  bed  tea  in  the  uni_- 
verfe. 

I  fab.  Puh  !  Tea  !  is  that  the  beft  treat  you  can  give 
a  lady  at  your  lodgings,  colonel  ? 

Col.  Well    hinted No,  no,  no,   I  have 

other  things  at  thy  fervice,  child. 

Ifab.  What  are  thefe  things,,  pray  ? 

Col.  My  heart,   foul,  and  body  into  the  bargain.. 

Ifab.  Has  the  laft  no  incumbrance  upon  it  ?  Can 
you  make  a  clear  title,  colonel  ? 

Col.  All  freehold,  child,  and  I'll  afford  thee  a  very 
good  bargain.  [Embraces  her. 

Gib.  O'  my  fol,  they  mak  muckle  words  about  it. 
Ife  feer  weary  with  Handing,  Ife  e'en  take  a  fleep. 

[Lies  doivn. 

Ifab.  If  I  take  a  leafe,  it  muft  be  for  life,  colonel. 

Col.  Thou  (halt  have  me  as  long,  or  as  little  time 
as  thou  wilt,  my  dear.  Come,  let's  to  my  lodging, 
and  we'll  fign  and  feal  this  minute. 

Ifab.  Oh,  not  fo  fafl,  colonel,  there  are  many 
things  to  be  adjufted  before  the  lawyer  and  theparfon. 
comes. 

Col.  The  lawyer  and  parfon !  No,  no,  ye  little 
rogue,  we  can  finifli  our  affairs  without  the  help  of. 
the  law or  the  gofpel. 

Ifab.  Indeed,  but  we  can't,  colonel. 

Col.  Indee.d  !  Why,  haft  thou  then  trepan n'd  me 
out  of  my  warm  bed  this  morning  for  nothing  ?  Why, 
this  is  (hewing  a  man  half  famifh'd  a  well-furnidi'd, 
larder,  then  clapping  a  padloc  k  on  the  door,  till  you 
ftarve  him  quite. 

Ifab.  If  you  can  find  in  your  heart  to  fay  grace, 
colonelj  you  (hall  keep  the  key. 

Col.  I  lov€  to  fee  my  meat  before  I  give  thanks, 

madam  ; 
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madam;  therefore,  uncover  thy  face,  child,  and  I'll 

tell  thee  more  of  my  mind if  I  like  you 

Ifab.  I  dare  not  rifle  my  reputation  upon  your  //>, 
colonel,  and  fo  adieu.  [Going. 

Col.  Nay,  nay,  nay,  we  muft  not  part. 

Ifab.  As  you  ever  hope  to  fee  me  more,  fufpend 
your  curiofity  now ;  one  Hep  farther  lofes  me  for 

ever Shew  yourfelf  a   man  of  honour,  and   you 

fhall  find  me  a  woman  of  honour.  [Exit. 

Col.  Well,  for  once,  I'll  truft  to  a  blind  bargain, 
madam — [Kijfis  her  hand  ami  parts.]  But  I  ihall  be 
too  cunning  for  your  ladyfhip,  if  Gibby  obferves  my 
orders.  Methinks  thefe  intrigues,  which  relate  to 

the  mind,  are  very  infipid The  converfation   of 

bodies  is  much  more  diverting Ha  !  what  do  I  fee, 

my  rafcal  afleep  !  Sirrah,  did  not  I  charge  you  to 
watch  the  lady  ?  And  is  it  thus  you  obferve  my  or- 
ders, ye  dog  ?  [Kicks  him  all  this  while  >  and  he  jhrugs, 
und  rubs  bis  eyes,  and  yawns. 

Gib.  That's  true,  an  like  yer  honour;  but  I 
thought  that  when  yence  you  had  her  in  yer  ane 
honds,  ye  might  a'  ordered  her  yer  fel  weel  eneugh 
without  me,  en  ye  ken,  an  like  yer  honour. 

Col.  Sirrah,  hold  your  impertinent  tongue,  and 
make  hafte  after  her.  If  you  don't  bring  me  fome 
account  of  her,  never  dare  to  fee  my  face  again.  [Exit. 

Gib.  Ay,  this  is  bony  wark  indeed  !  to  run  three 
hundred  mile  to  this  wicked  town,  and  before  I  can 
weel  fill  my  weam,  to  be  fent  a  whore-hunting  after 
this  black  me  devil — What  gate  fal  I  gang  to  fpeer 
for  this  wutch,  now  !  Ah,  for  a  ruling  elder— or 
the  kirk's  treafurer— or  his  mon — I'd  gar  my  matter 

mak   twa  o'  this But  I  am    fure  there's  na  fick 

honeft  people  here,  or  there  wud  na  be  fa  mickle 
fculdudrie  *.  [Enter  a  Soldier  paj/ing  along."]  Geud 
mon  did  ye  fee  a  woman,  a  lady,  ony  gate  here  awa 
e'en  now  ? 

Sola1.  Yes,  a  great  many.  What  kind  cf  a 
woman  is  it  you  enquire  after? 

Gib.  Geud  troth,  fhe's  na  kenlpekle,  flic's  aw  in 
a  cloud. 

*  Fcrnication. 

ScU. 
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Sold.  What!  'tis  fome  Highland  monfter  which 
you  brought  over  with  you,  I  fuppofe  ;  I  fee  no 
iuch,  not  I.  Kenfpekle,  quotha  ! 

Gib.  Huly,  huly,  mon  ;  the  deel  pike  out  yer  een, 
and  then  ye'll  fee  the  bater,  ye  Portiguize  tike. 

Sold.  What  fays  the  fellow  ? 

[Turning  to  Gibby. 

Gib.  Say  !  I   fay  I  am  a   better  fellow  than  e'er 

ftude  upon  yer  (hanks and  gin  I  heer  mair  o' 

yer  din,  deel  o'  my  faul,  fir,  but  Ife  crack  yer 
croon. 

Sold.  Get  you  gone,  you  Scotch  rafcal,  and 
thank  your  heathen  dialed!,  which  I  don't  under- 
ftand,  that  you  han't  your  bones  broke. 

Gib.  Ay !  an  ye  dinna  underitond  a  Scotfman's 
tongue,  Jfe  fee  gin  ye  can  underftond  a  Scotfman's 
gripe.  Wha's  the  better  mon  now,  fir  ?  [Lays  hold 
ffbitn,  ftrikes  up  bis  heels,  and  gets  nftride  over  him.} 

Here  Violante  crafles  the  jinge  ;  Gibby  jumps  up  from 
the  t.'iaft,  and  brujkes  up  to  Violante. 

Gib.  I  vow,  madam,  but  i  am  glad  that  ye  and  I 
are  foregather'd. 

Vio.  What  wou'd  the  fellow  have  ? 

Gib.  Nothing,  away,  madam,  wo  worth  yer  heart, 
what  a  muckle  deal  o'  mifchief  had  you  like  to 
bring  upon  poor  Gibby ! 

Via.  The  man's  drunk. • 

Gib.  In  troth  am  1  not And  gin  I  had   na 

found  ye,  madam,  the  Laird  knows  when  I  mould  ; 
for  my  maifter  bad  me  ne'er  gang  hame  without  tyd- 
ings  of  ye,  madam.. 

Via.  Sirrah,  get-about  your  bufmefs,  or  I'll  have 
your  bones  drubb'd. 

Gib.  Geud  faith,  my  maifter  has  e'en  done  that 
t'yer  honds,  madam. 

Via.  Who  is  your  mafler,  fir? 

Gib.  Mony  a  ane  fpeers  the  gate  they  ken  right 
weel.  It  is  no  fa  lang  fen  ye  parted  wi'  him.  1  wi(h 
he  ken  ye  hafe  as  weel  as  ye  ken  him. 

Via.  Pugh,  the  creature's  mad,  or  miftakes  me 
for  fomebody  elfe;  and  I  mould  be  as  mad  as  he,  to 
talk  to  him  any  longer. 

[Violante  enter  i  Don  PedroV  loufc* 
Enter 
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Enter  LifTardo  at  the  upper  end  of  the  Jlage'. 
LiJ}'.  So,  (he's  gone  home,  I  fee.     What  did  that 
Scotch  fellow  want  with  her  ?  I'll  try  to  find  it  out  \ 
perhaps  I  may  difcover  fomething  that  may  make  my 
mafter  friends  with  me  again. 

Gib.  Are  ye  gone,  madam  ?  A  deel  fcope  in-  yer 
corapany ;  for  I'm  as  weefe  as  I  was.  But  I'll  bide 
and  fee  wha's  houfe  it  is,  gin  I  can  meet  with  ony 

civil   body    to   fpeer   at. '  Weel,   of  aw  men 

in  the  warld,  I  think  our  Scotfmen  the  greateil 
feuls,  to  leave  their  weel-favour'd,  honell  women 
at  hame,  to  rin  walloping  after  a  pack  of  gycar- 
lings  here,  that  fhame  to  mew  their  faces ;  and 
peur  men,  like  me,  are  forc'd  to  be  their  pimps. 
A  pimp  !  Godfwarbit,  Gibby's  ne'er  be  a  pimp — 
And  yet,  in  troth  it's  a  thrieving  trade ;  I  remem- 
ber a  countrymen  o'  my  ane,  that  by  ganging  o' 
fick  like  errants  as  I  am  now,  came  to  get  pre- 
ferment.' My  lad,  wot  ye  wha  lives  here  ? 

[Turns  and  fees  Liflardo. 
Li/".  Don  Pedro  de  Mendofa. 
Gib.  And  did  you  fee  a  lady  gang  in  but  now  ? 
Li/.  Yes,  I  did. 
Gib.  And  d'ye  ken  her  tee  ? 

Lijf.  It  was  Donna  Violante,  his  daughter.     What 
the  devil  makes  him  fo  inquifitive  ?  Here  is  fomething 
in  it,  that's   certain,   \Afide. ,]  'Tis  a  cold  morning, 
brother  ;  what  think  you  of  a  dram  ? 
Gib.  In  troth,  very  weel,  fir. 

LiJJT.  You  feem  an  honeft  fellow ;  pr'ythee,  let's 
drink  to  our  better  acquaintance- 

Gib.  Wi'  aw  my  heart,  fir,  gang  your  gate  to  the 
next  houfe,  and  Ife  follow  ye. 

LiJJ".   Come  along  then.  [Exit. 

Gib.  Don  Pedro  de  Mendofa Donna  Violante, 

his  daughter — That's  as   right  as  my  leg,    now — Ife 
need  na  mare;  I'll  tak  a  drink,    and  then  to  my 

in  aider. 

Ife  bring  him  news  will  mak  his  heart  full  blee  ; 
Gin  he  rewards  it  not,  deel'  pimp  for  me. 

[Exit. 
ACT 
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ACT    IV.     SCENE,    Violante's  lodgings. 

Enter  Ifabella  in  a  gay  temper,   and  Violante  out  of 
humour. 

ffab.  T\  /*  Y  dear,  I  have  been  feeking  you  this 
jLVJL  half  hour,  to  tell  you  the  molt  lucky  ad- 
venture. 

Vio.  And  you  have  pitched  upon  the  moft  unlucky 
hour  for  it,  that  you  could  poffibly  have  found  in  the 
whole  four-and-twenty. 

Ifab.  Hang  unlucky  hours,  I  won't  think  of  them; 
I  hope  all  my  misfortunes  are  paft. 

Vio.  And  mine  all  to  come. 

Ifab.  I  have  feen  the  man  I  like. 

Vio.  And  I  have  feea  the  man  that  I  could  wifh  to 
hate. 

Ifab.  And  you  muft  affift.me  in  difcovering  whether 
he  can  like  me  or  not. 

Vio.  You  have  affifted  me  in  fuch  a  difcovery  alrea- 
dy, I  thank  ye. 

Ifab.  What  fay  you,  my  dear  ? 

Vio.  I  fay  I  am  very  unlucky  at  difcoveries,  Ifa- 
bella ;  I  have  too  lately  made  one  pernicious  to  my 
cafe  ;  your  brother  is  falfe. 

Ifab.  Impofiible  ! 

Vio.  Moil  true. 

Ifab.  Some  villain  has  traduc'd  him  to  you. 

Vio.  No,  Ifabella,  I  love  too  well  to  trufl  the  eyes 
of  others;  I  never  credit  the  ill-judging  world,  or 
form  fufpicions  upon  vulgar  cenfures ;  no,  I  had 
ocular  proof  of  his  ingratitude. 

Ifab.  Then  I  am  moft  unhappy.  My  brother  was 
the  only  pledge  of  faith  betwixt  us  ;  if  he  has  for- 
feited your  favour,  I  have  no  title  to  your  friend- 
fhip. 

Vio.  You  wrong  my  friendship,  IfabelLi;  your  own 
merit  entitles  you  to  every  thing  within  my  power. 

Ifab.  Generous  maid — But  may  I  not  know  what 
grounds  you  have  to  think  my  brother  falfe. 

Vio.  Another  time— But  tell  me,  Ifabella,  how  can 
I  ferve  you.  ? 
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Ifab.  Thus,  then The  gentleman  that  brough't 

me  hither,  I  have  feen  and  talk'd  with  upon  theTer- 
riero  de  Pafla  this  morning,  and  I  find  him  a  man  of 
fenfe,  generofity,  and  good  humour  ;  in  fhort,  he  is 
every  thing  that  I  could  like  for  a  hufband,  and  I 
have  difpatch'd  Mrs.  Flora  to  bring  him  hither;  I 
hope  you'll  forgive  the  liberty  I  have  taken. 

Via.  Hither!  to  what  purpofe  I 

Ifab,  To  the  great,  univerfal  purpofe,  matrimony. 

Via.  Matrimony  !  Why,  do  you  defign  to  aflc  him  ? 

Ifab.  No,  Violante,  you  mull  do  that  for  me. 

Vio.  I  thank  you  for  the  favour  you  defign  me,  but 
defire  to  be  excus'd  :  I  manage  my  own  affairs  too  ill, 
to  be  trufted  with  thofe  of  other  people ;  '  befides, 
'  if  my  father  mould  find  a  ftranger  here,  it  might 
«  make  him  hurry  me  into  a  moaattery  immediately.' 
I  can't,  for  my  life,  admire  your  conduct,  to  encou- 
rage a  perfon  altogether  unknown  to  you. 'Twas 

very  imprudent  to  meet  him  this  morning,  but  much 
.more  fo  to  fend  for  him  hither,  knowing  what  iiicon- 
veniency  you  have  already  drawn  upon  me. 

Ifab.  I  am  not  infenfible  how  far  my  misfortune* 
have  embarrafs'd  you ;  and,  if  you  pleafe,  will  facri- 
fice  my  quiet  to  your  own. 

Vio.  Unkindly  urg'd  !— — Have  I  not  preferr'd 
your  happinefs  to  every  thing  that's  dear  to  me  ? 

Ifab.  I  know  thou  haft — Then  do  not  deny  me 
this  laft  requeft,  when  a  few  hours,  perhaps,  may 
render  my  condition  able  to  clear  thy  fame,  and 
bring  my  brother  to  thy  feet  for  pardon. 

Via.  I  wifti  you  don't  repent  of  this  intrigue.  'I 
fuppofe  he  knows  you  are  the  fame  woman  that  he 
brought  in  here  laft  night. 

Ifab.  Not  a  fyllable  of  that ;  I  met  him  veil'd, 
and  to  prevent  his  knowing  the  houfe,  I  order'd  Mrs. 
Flora  to  bring  him  by  the  kack-door  into  the  garden. 

Fio.  The  very  way  which  Felix    comes  j    if  they 

mould  meet,  there  would   be  fine  work Indeed, 

my  dear,   I  can't  approve  of  your  defign. 
Enter  Flora. 

Flo.  Madam,  the  colonel  waits  your  pleafure. 

fio.  Hew  durft  you  go  upon  fuch  a  meflagc,  mif- 
Kefs,  without  acquainting  me  ? 
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"Flo.   So  I  am  huffed  for  every  thing.''* 
Ifab.   'Tis  too  late  to  difpute  that   now,  dear  Vio- 
lante;  I  acknowledge  the  ramnefs  of  the  action 

tfut^confidcr  the  neceflity  of  my  deliverance. 

£*.  That  indeed  is  a  weighty  consideration  : 
well,  what  am  I  to  do? 

.  Ifab.  In  the  next  room  I'll  give  you  inftrudtions  — 
in  the  mean  time,  Mrs.  Flora,  mew  the  colonel  into 
thls<  [Exit  Flora  one  way,  Wlfebella 

and  Violante  another. 
Re-enter  Flora  tuitb  the  Colonel. 
Flo.  The  lady  will  wait  on  you  prefently,    Sir. 

Col.  Very  well— This  is  a  very  fruitful  foil  *"f 
have  not  been  here  quite  four-and-twenty  hours  and 
I  have  three  intrigues  upon  my  hands  already  •  but 
LhatC  *e,  chace  without  partaking  of  the  game. 

[Ea  er  Violante  WW.]  Ha  !  a.fine  fiz'd  woman 

Pray  Heaven  me  proves  handfome 1  am  come  to 

obey  your  lady  (hip's  commands. 

t'io.   Are  you  fure  of  that,  colonel  ? 

Col.  If  you  be  not  very  unreafonable,  indeed,  ma- 
dam.  A  man  is  but  a  man. 

[Takes  her  hand  and  ki/Tet  /.'. 
fond  WC  n°  "me  f°r  comPlimentt  co- 

Cd.l   underftand  you,  madam Montrex  moi 

vitre  chambre.  [Take, her  in  his  arms. 

lio.  Nay,  nay,  hold,  colonel,  my  bed-chamber  is 
not  to  be  cnter'd  without  a  certain  purchafe 

Co/.  Purchafe  !  Humph,  this  is  fome  kept  miftrefs 
r  ISPV*;  W!?°  indulWouil/  ^ts  out  her  leifure  hours! 
\J/t4t.)  Look  ye,   madam,    you  muft  confider  we  fo! 
-rs  are  not  ovcrftock'd  with  money-Kut  we  make. 

pie  fatisfaft-on  jn  Jove  ;  we  have  a  world  of  cou- 
rage upon  ourhandsnow,  you  know-Then,  pr'vthee 
life  a  confriVnrp  *nA  r>n  r-.,  :c .  _  i  '  "  /  » 


_  Nay,  don't  give  yourfelf.  the  trouble  of  draw- 

ing your  purfe    colonel,   my  defign  is  levell'd  at  your 
pcfion,  if  that  be  at  your  own  difpofal. 

Col.  Ay,  that  it  is,   faith,  madam,  and  I'll  fettle  it 
::s  firmly  upon  thee ; 
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Ho.  As  law  can  do  it. 

Col.  Hang  law   in  love  affairs  ;  thou   flialt  have 

right  and  title  to  it  out  of  pure  inclination. A 

matrimonial  hint  again  ?  'Gad,  I  fancy  the  women 
«  have  a  project  on  foot  to  tranfplant  the  union  into 
'  Portugal.'  [Afide. 

Via.  Then  you  nave  an  averfion  to  matrimony,  co- 
lonel. Did  you  never  fee  a  woman,  in  all  your  tra- 
vels, that  you  cou'd  like  for  a  wife  ? 

Col.  A  very  odd  queftion  —  Do  you  really  expe& 
that  I  mould  fpeak  -truth,  now  ? 

fio.  I  do,  ifvou  expeft  to  be  dealt  with,  colonel. 

Ccl.  Why,  then Yes, 

Via.  Is  fne  in  your  country,  or  this  ? 

Col.  This  is  a  very  pretty  kind  of  a  catechifm: 
'  hut  I  don't  conceive  which  way  it  turns  to  edifica- 
''  tion.'  In  this  town,  I  believe,  madam. 

fio.  Her  name  is 

Ccl.  Ay,  how  is  fhe  call'd,  madam  ? 

Vio.  Nay,  I  alk  you  that,  .fir. 

Col.  Oh,  oh,  why  me  is  call'd  — Pray,  madam, 
how  is  it  you  fpell  your  name  f 

Vio.  Oh,  colonel,  I  am  not  the  happy  woman,  nor 
do  I  wifli  it. 

Col.  No;   I'm  forry  for  that. What  the  devil 

does  fhe  mean  by  all  thefe  quelHons  ?  [Ajide. 

Vh.  Come,  colonel,  for  once  be  fincere.— — Per- 
haps you  may  not  repent  it. 

Col.  This  is  like  to  be  but  a  filly  adventure,  here's 
fo  much  fmcerity  required.  [AJide.~\  Faith,  madam, 
I  have  an  inclination  to  fmcerity,  but  I'm  afraid  you'll 
call  my  manners  in  queftion. 

Vio.  Not  at  all ;  I  prefer  truth  before  compliment, 
in  this  affair. 

Col.  Why  then,  to  be  plain  with  you,  madam,  a 
lady  laft  night  wounded  my  heart  by  a  fall  from  a 
window,  wiiofe  perfon  I  could  -be  content  to  take,  »s 
my  father  took  my  mother,  till  death  do  us  part.—  — 
But  whom  me  is,  or  how  diftinguifhed,  whether  maid, 
wife,or  widow, I  can't  inform  you.  Perhaps  you  are  fhe. 

/7o.  Not  to  keep  you  in  fufpence,  I  am  not  fhe,  j 
but  I  can  give  you  an  account  of  her.     That  lady  is 
,a  maid  of  condition,  has  ten  thoufand  pounds,  and 

if" 


THE     WONDER.  47 

If  you  are  a  Tingle  man,  herperfon  and  fortune  are  at 
yeur  fervice. 

Col.  I  accept  the  offer  with  the  highcft  tranfports  ; 
but  fay,  my  charming  ancrel,  art  thou  not  fhe  ?  [O/- 
fn-i  to  unbrace  her.]  '  This  is  a  lucky  adventure. 


Vio.  Once  again,  colonel,  I  tell  you  I  am  not  me  — 
But  at  fix  this  evening  you  mall  find  her  on  the  Ter- 
riero  de  Pafla,  with  a  white  handkerchief  in  her 
hand.  Get  a  prieft  ready,  and  you  know  the  reft. 

Col.  I  (hail  infallibly  obferve  your  direction*,  ma- 
dam. 

Enter  Flora  haftily,    and  ijobifpers  Viol  ante,    wht 

ft  art  5  1   and  fseins  fitrprifed. 

Vio.  Ha  !  Felix  croffing  the  garden,  fay  you,  what 
fhall  I  do  now  ? 

Col.  You  feem  furprisM,  madam. 
Vio.  Oh,  colonel,  my  father  is  coming  hither,  ami 
if  he  finds  you  here,    1  am  ruin'd. 

Col.  Od'flife,  madam,  thruil  me  any  where.  Can't 
I  go  out  this  way  ? 

Vio.  No,  no,  no,  he  comes  that  way.  Hew  (hall  J 
prevent  their  meeting  ?  Here,  here,  ilep  into  my 
bedchamber  - 

"   Col.   Ob,  the  left  place  in  the  isarld,  madam" 
Vio.  And  be  (till,  as  you  value  her  you  love.  Don't 
ftir  till  you've  notice,  as  ever  you  hops  to  have  her  in 
your  arms. 

Col.  On  that  condition,  I'll  not  breathe. 

[Exit  Col. 
Enter  Felix'. 

Pel.  I  wonder  where  this  dog  of  a  fervant  is  all 
this  while  -  But  Ihe  is  at  home,  I  find  -  How 
coldly  me  regards  me.  ----  You  look,  Violante, 
as  if  the  fight  of  me  were  troublefome  to  you. 

Vio.  Can  I  do  otherwife,  when  you  have  the  aflu- 
ranee  to  approach  me,  after  what  I  faw  to-day  ? 

Pel.  Afl'urance!  r.ither  call  it  good-nature,  after 
what  I  heard  laft  night.  But  fuch  regard  to  honour 
have  I  in  my  love  to  you,  I  cannot  bear  to  b«  fufpe&ed, 
'  nor  fuffer  you  to  entertain  falfe  notions  of  my  truth, 
*  without  endeavouring  to  convince  you  of  my  inno- 
•'"•cence;'  fo  much  good-nature  have  I  more  than 

you, 
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you,  Violante. Pray,  give  me  leave  to  afk  your 

woman  one  queftion  ;  my  man  affures  me  flie  was  the 
perfon  you  faw  at  my  lodgings. 

Flo.  Iconfefsit,  madam,  and  aflc  your  pardon. 

Via.  Impudent  Baggage,  not  to  undeceive  me 
fooner  ;  what  bufmefs  could  you  have  there  ? 

Fel.  Liffardo  and  /he,  it  feems,  imitate  you  and  I. 

Flo.  I  love  to  follow  the  example  of  my  betters, 
madam. 

Fel.  I  hope  I  am  ju {lifted . 

Fie,  Since  we  are  to  part,  Felix,  there  needs  no 
j  unification. 

Fel.  Methinks  you  talk  of  parting  as  a  thing  in- 
different to  you.  Can  you  forget  how  I  have  lov'd  ? 

Vio.  I  wifh  I  could  forget  my  own  paflion  I  fliou'd 

with  lefs  concern  remember  yours But,  ibr  Mrs. 

Flora 

Fel.  You  rnuft  forgive  her Muft,  did  I  fay?  I 

fear  I  have  no  power  to  impofe,  though  the  injury 
was  done  to  me. 

Vio.  'Tis  harder  to  pardon  an  injury  done  to  what 
we  love  than  to  ounfelves  ;  but  at  your  requell,  Fe- 
lix, I  do  forgive  her.  Go  watch  my  father,  Flora, 
lelt  he  mould  awake  and  furprife  us. 

Flo.  Yes,  madam.  [Exit  Flora. 

Fel.  Doft  thou  then  love  me,   Violante? 

Vio.  What  need  of  repetition  from  my  tongue, 
when  every  look  conferTes  what  you  aflc  r 

Fel.  Oh,  let  no  man  judge  of  love  but  thofe  who 
feel  it  ;  what  v.ondrous  magic  lies  in  one  kind  look  ! 
— One  tender  word  deftroys  a  lover's  rage,  and  melts 
his  fierceft  paffion  into  foft  complaint.  Oh,  the  win- 
dow, Violante,  would'it  thou  but  clear  that  one  fuf- 
picion ! 

Vto.  Pr'ythee,  no  more  of  that,  my  Felix,  a  littl« 
time  fhall  bring  thee  perfecl  fatisfadlion. 

Fel.  Well,  Violante,  on  condition  you  think  no 
more  of  a  monaflery,  I'll  wait  with  patience  for  this 
mighty  fecret. 

Vio.  Ah,  Felix,  love  generally  gets  the  better  of 
religion  in  us  women.  Refolutions  made  in  the  heat 
of  paffion  ever  diflblve  upon  reconciliation. 

MtttiT 
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Enter  Flora  baftily. 

Flo.  Oh,  madam,  madam,  madam  !  my  lord  your 
father  has  been  in  the  garden,  and  lock'd  the  back- 
door, and  comes  muttering  to  himfelf  this  way. 

Fio.  Then,  we  are  caught.  Now,  Felix,  we  are 
undone. 

Pel.  Heavens  forbid  !  This  is  moft  unlucky  !  Let 
me  ftep  into  your  bed-chamber,  he  won't  look  under 
the  bed  ;  there  I  may  conceal  myfelf.  [Runt  to  tht 
Joor,  and  pujkct  it  open  a  lit  tit. 

Via,  My  ftars  !  if  he  goes  in  there,  he'll  find  the 
colonel.  [AJide.]  No,  no,  P'elix,  that's  no  fafe  place  ; 
my  father  often  goes  thither,  and  fhould  you  cough, 
or  fneeze,  we  are  loft. 

FeL  Either  my  eye  dcceiv'd  me,  or  I  faw  a  man 
within.  I'll  watch  him  clofe.  [Afide. 

Flo.  Oh,  invention,  invention  !  I  have  it,  madam. 
-Here,  here,  fir,  off  with  your  fword,  and  I'll  fetch 
you  a  difguife.  [Exit  Flora. 

Pel.  She  fhall  deal  with  the  devil,  if  me  conveys 
him  out  without  my  knowledge.  \Afidt, 

Flo.  Ble's  me,  how  I  tremble  ! 

Enter  Flora  ivith  a  riding-hood. 

.Flo.  Here,  fir,  put  on  this.  Be  fure  you  don't 
fpeak  a  word. 

FeL  Not  for  the  Indies. But  I  mall  obferve 

you  clofer  than  you  imagine.  [Afede. 

Ped.  \Witkin. ~\  Why,  how  came  the  gardeu- 
•door  open  ?  Ha  !  How  now  !  Who  have  we  here  ? 

Via.  Humph,  he'll  certainly  difcover  him.     [Afedt. 

Flo.  'Tis  my  mother,  and  pleafe  you,  fir. 

[She  and  Felix  both  courtej'y. 

Ped    Your   mother !  By  St.    Andrew  fhe's  a  llrap- 

per  ;  why  you  are   a  dwarf  to  her How  many 

children  have  you,   good  woman  ? 

yio.  Oh  !  if  he  fpeaks  we  are  loll.  [Afed?. 

Flo.  Oh  !  dear  fenior,  ihe  cannot  hear  you  ;  fhe 
has  been  deaf  the  fe  twenty  years. 

Ped.  Alas,  poor  woman  ! Why,  you  muffle  her 

up  as  if  fhe  were  blind  too. 

FtL  Would  I  were  fairly  off!  [Afidt. 

Ped.   Turn  up  her  hood.' 

/7«.  Undone  for  ever  '.—St.  Anthony  forbid.     Oh, 
C  kr, 
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fir,  fhe  has  the  dreadful  left  unlucky  eyes. Pray, 

don't  look  upon  them.     I  made  her  hood  ihut  on  pur- 
pcfe Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Ped.  Eyes  !   Why,  what's  the  matter  with  her  eyes? 

Flo.  My  poor  mother,  fir,  is  much  amicted  with 
the  colic  ;  and  about  two  months  ago  llie  had  it 
grievoufly  in  her  ftomach,  and  was  over-perfuaded  to 
take  a  dram  of  filthy  Englifh  Geneva which  im- 
mediately fiew  up  into  her  head,  and  cauied  fuch  a 
defluxion  in  her  eyes,  that  flic  could  never  fince  bear 
the  day-light. 

Ped.  Say  you  fo  ? — Poor  woman  ! — Well,  make 
her  fit  down,  Violante,  and  give  her  a  glak,  of  wine. 

Via.  Let  her  daughter  give  her  a  glafs  below,  fir^ 
for  my  parr,  me  has  frighted  me  fo,  I  fhan't  be  my- 
felf  thefe  two  hours.  I  am  fure  her  eyes  are  evil 
eyes. 

•  Fd.  Well  hinted*  [AftdeS 

Ped.  Well,  well,  do  fo Evil  eyes !    there  are 

no  evil  eyes,  child. 

Flo.  Come  along,  mother.  f  Speaks  loud. 

[Exeunt  Felix  and  Flora. 

Vio.  I'm  glad  he's  gone.  [sljtde. 

Ped.  Haft  thou  heard  the  ne*/s,  Violante. 

Vio.  What  news,  fir? 

p£d.  Why,  Vafquez  tells  me,  that  Don  Lopez's 
daughter  Ifabella  is  run  away  from  her  father  ;  that 

lord  has  very  ill  fortune  with  his  children Well, 

I'm  glad  my  daughter  has  no  inclination  to  mankind, 
that  my  houfe  is  plagued  with  nofuitors.  [AJide. 

Vio,  This  is  the  firll  word  ever  I  heard  of  it :  1  pity 
her  frailty. 

Ped.  Well  faid,  Violante. Next  week  I  in- 
tend thy  happinefs  lhall  begin. 
Enter  Flora. 

Vio.  I  don't  intend  to  ftay  fo  long,  thank  you, 
papa.  \_Afide. 

Ped.  My  lady  Abbefs  writes  word  flie  longs  to  lee 
thee,  and  has  provided  every  thing  in  order  for  thy 
recepcion.  Thou  wilt  lead  a  happy  life,  my  girl — 
fifty  times  before  that  of  matrimony,  where  an  extra- 
vagant Coxcomb  might  make  a  beggar  of  thee,  or  an 
ill-;ia:ur'd  furly  dog  break  thy  heart. 

Flo. 
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Flo.  Break  her  heart !  She  had  as  good  have  he- 
bones  broke  as  to  be  a  nun  ;  I  am  fure  I  had  rather, 
of  the  two.     You  are  wonderous  kind,  fir;   but  if  I 
had  fuch  a  father,  I  know  what  I  would  do. 
Ped.  Why,  what  wou'd  you  do,  minx,  ha? 
Flo.  I  would  tell  him  I  had  as  good  a  right  and 
title  to  the  law  of  nature,  and   the  end  of  the  crea- 
tion, as  he  had 

Ped.  You  wou'd,  miitrefs !  who  the  devil  doubtt 
it  ?  A  good  aflurance  is  a  chambermaid's  coat  of1 

arms;  and  lying  and  contriving,   the  fupporters. 

Your  inclinations  are  on  tip-toe,  it  feems If  I 

were  your  father,  houfewife,  I'd  have  a  penance  en- 
join'd  you,  fo  Uriel,  that  you  fhould  not  be  able  to 

turn  you  in  your  bed  for  a  month You  arc  enough 

to  fpoil  your  lady,  houfewife,  if  fhe  had   not  abun- 
dance of  devotion. 

I'io.  Fy,  Flora,  are  you  not  afhamed  to  talk  thus 
to  my  father  r  You  faid  yefterday  you  wou'd  be  glad 
to  30  with  me  into  the  monattery. 

"   Flo.  Did  I!  I  t old  a  great  lie  then." 
Ped.  She  go  with  thec  !   No,   no ;  flic's  enough  to 
debauch  the  whole  convent. Well,  child,    re- 
member what  I  faid  to  thee  :   next  week 

I'io.  Ay,  and  what  I  am  to  do  this,  too. 
\_Afede .  |  I  am  all  obedient,  fir;  I  care  not  how  foon. 
1  change  my  condition. 

Flo.    But   little  does   he  think   what  change  fhe' 
means.  [AJide. 

Ped.   '  Well  faid,    Violante. 1  am   glad   to 

find  her  fo  willing  to  leave   the  world;  but  it  is 
wholly  owing   to  my  prudent  management.     Did 
fhe    know  that  fhe   might  command   her   fortune 
when  fhe  came  at  age,  or  upon  day  of  marriage, 
perhaps  ihe'd  change  Iver  note. But  I  have  al- 
ways told  her  that^her  grandfather  left  it  with  this 
provilb,  that  fhe  turn'd  nun  :   now  a  fmall  part  of 
this  twenty  vhoufand  pounds  provides  for  her  in  the 
nunnery,  and  the  reft  is  my  own.    There  is  nothing 
to  begot  in  this  life  without  policy,  [jf/it/t.]'  Well, 
child,  1  am   going  into  the  country  for  two  or  three 
dayi,  to  fettle  fome  affairs  with  thy  uncle,  "  axd  wfr* 
C  z  "I  re- 
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f<  I  return,  will  proceed  for  thy  happine/s.,  child  —  Goctf 
'*  bye,  Violante;  take  care  ofthyfelf."  [Ex.  Fed.  and  Via. 

Flo.   So,  now  for  the  colonel.     Hilt,  hill,  colonel. 
Enter  Colonel. 

Col.  Is  the  coafl  clear? 

Flo.  Yes,  if  you  can  climb  ;  for  you  muft  get  over 
the  vvafli-houfe,  and  jump  from  the  garden-wall  into 
the  ilrect. 

Col.  Nay,  nay,  I  don't  value  my  neck,  if  my  in- 
cognita anfwcrs  but  thy  lady's  promife. 

[Exeunt  Colonel  and  Flora. 
Enter  Felix. 

Fel.  I  have  lain  perdue  under  the  (lairs,  till  I 
watch'd  the  old  man  out.  [Violantc  opens  the  door^\ 
'Sdeath,  1  am  prevented.  [Exit  Felix. 

Enter  Violante. 

Vio.  Now  to  fet  my  prifoner  at  liberty.  [Gees  ft 
tie  floor  'where  the  Cohntl  is  hici.~\  Sir,  fir,  you  may 
appear. 

Enter  Felix,  following  her. 

Fel.  May  he  fo,  madam  ?  I  had  caufe  for  my  fuf- 
picion,  I  find.  Treacherous  woman  ! 

Vio.  Ha,  Felix  here  !  Nay,  then  all's  difcover'd. 

Fel.  [Draivs.~\  Villain,  whoever  thou  art,  come 
out,  I  charge  thee,  and  take  the  reward  of  thy  adul- 
terous errand. 

Via.  What  mall  I  fay  ?  -  Nothing  but  the  fecret 
which  I  have  fworn  to  keep  can  reconcile  this  quarrel. 


Fel.  A  coward  !  Nay,  then  I'll  fetch  you  out  ; 
think  not  to  hide  thyfelf;  no,  by  St.  Anthony,  an 
altar  ftiould  not  proteft  thee,  '  even  there  I'd  reach 

•  thy  heart,  tho'  all  the  faints  were  arm'd  in  thy  de- 

*  fence.'  [Exit. 
Vio.  Defend  me,  Heaven!    What   fhall    I  do?  I 

rouft  difcover  llabella,  or  here  will  be  murder.  -- 

Enter  Flora. 

Flo.  I  have  help'd  the  colonel  offclrar,  madam. 
Vio.  Say'ft  thou  fo,  my  girl  ?  Then  1  am  arm'd. 

Re-e>.ti'r  Felix. 

Fel.  Where  has  the  devil,  in  compliance  to  your 
fex,  convey'd  him  from  my  refentment  ? 

fio.  Him!  whom  do  you  mean,  my  dear  in-quifi- 
«  live 
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tive  fpark  ?  Ha,   ha,  ha,  ha,  you  will  never  leave 
theft;  jealous  whims  t 

Fel.   Will  you  never  ceafe  to  impofe  upon  me  ? 

yio.  You  impofe  upon  yourfelf',  my  dear  ;  do  you 
think  I  did  not  fee  you  ?  Yes,  I  did,  and  refolved  to 
put  this  trick  upon  you. 

"  Fel.  Trick  !     ' 

"  Vio.  Yes,  trick"  I  knew  you'd  take  the  hint, 
and  foon  relapfe  into  your  wonted  error.  How  eaiily 
your  jealoufy  is  fired?  I  fliall  have  a  blefled  life  with 
you. 

FeL  Was  there  nothing  in  it,  then,  but  only  to 
try  me  ? 

Vio.  Won't  you  believe  your  eyes  ? 

Fel.  "  My  eyes  /  no,  nor  my  ears,  nor  any  of  my 
"  fenfes,  fcr  they  ha<ve  all  deceived  me."  Well,  I  am 
convinc'd  that  faith  is  as  neceflfary  in  love  as  in  reli- 
gion ;  for  the  moment  a  man  lets  a  woman  know  her 
conqueft,  he  refigns  his  fenfes,  and  fees  nothing  but 
what  fhe'd  have  him. 

Fie.  And  as  foon  as  that  man  finds  his  love  return 'd, 
fhe  becomes  as  errant  a  ilave  as  if  ihe  had  already 
faid  after  the  prieft. 

Fel.  The  prieft,  Vio' ante,  would  diffipate  thofe 
fears  which  caufe  thefe  quarrels  ;  when  wilt  thou  make 
me  happy  ? 

7io.  To-morrow,  I  will  tell  thee  ;  my  father  is 
gone  for  two  or  three  days  to  my  uncle's,  we  have 
time  enough  to  finilh  our  aifairs.  — But,  pr'ythee  leave 
me  now,  leil  fome  accident  mould  bring  my  father. 

Fel.  To-morrow  then 

Fly  fwift,  ye  hours,  and  bring  to-morrow  on  — 
fcut  mult  1  leave  you  now,  my  Viol  ante  ? 

"  Vio.  Ttumuft,  mj  Felix.  We  Joon  Jhall  meet  to 
"  part  no  mere. 

"    Fel.    Oh,    rapturous  founds  !   Charming  <vudman  ! 
"    Thy  --words  and  locks  have  fill'd  my  heart 
"    With  joy .   and  left  no  rocm  fir  jcaloufy. 
"   Do  thou  U';e  me  each  doubt  and  fear  remove, 
"  dnd  all  to  come  be  Confidence  and  lo-ve.'1  [Ex.'t. 

•  Enter  Ifabella. 

'   Ifab.  I  am  glad  my  brother  and  you  are  recon- 

'  ciled,  my  dear,  and   the   colonel  efcap'd  without 

C  3  «hi, 
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|  his  knowledge  ;  I  was  frighted  out  of  my  wits  when 

I  heard  him  return.— I  know  not  how  to  exprefs 
'  my  thanks,  woman  — for  what  you  futfered  for  m/ 
.'  fake,  my  grateful  acknowledgment  fh;ill  ever  wiiit 
'  you  ;  and  to  the  world  proclaim  the  faith,  truth, 
*  and  honour  of  a  woman. — 

'  trio.  IVychce  don't  compliment  thy  friend,  Ifa- 
'  bclhu — You  heard  the  colonel,  I  fuppofc. 

'  Ifab.  Kvery  fylluule,  and  am  pleas'd  to  find  I 
4  c'o  not  love  in  vain. 

'  Vio,  Thou  halt  caught  his  heart,  it  feems  j  and 
'  an  hour  hence  may  iecure  his.perlbn. — Thou  haft 
'  made  hafly  work  on't,  girl. 

'  Ifnb.  From  thence  1  draw  my  happinefs ;  we 
'  ft«il  have  no  accounts  to  make  up  after  conlum- 
'  nidtion. 

1  bhe,  who  for  years  protracts  her  lover's  pain, 

'  And  makes  him  wifh,  and  wait,  and  iigh  in  vain, 

'  To  be  his  wife,  when  late  me  gives  confent, 

*  Finds  half  his  paffion  was  in  courtfhip  fpent ; 

•  Whilrt  they  who  boldly  all  delays  remove, 

'  Find  every  hour  a  freflv  fupply  of  love.'  [Exeunt. 


ACT     V.      SCENE,'  Frederick',  boufe. 

Enter  Felix  and  Frederick. 

Pel.    ^Tp HIS  hour  has   been  propitious;  I  am  re- 
£      concil'd  to  Yiolante,  and  you  afl'ure  me 
Antonio  is  out  of  danger. 

Fred.  Your  fatisfattion  is  doubly  mine. 

Enter  Liflardo. 

Pel.  What  hafte   you  made,    firrah,  to   bring  me 
word  if  Violante  went  home. 

Lijf,  I  can  give  you  very  good  reafons  for  my  ftay, 

fir Yes,  fir,   Ihe  went  home. 

Fred.  O!i !  your    matter    knows   that,  for    he  has 
been  there  himfelf,    Liflardo. 

Lijf.  Sir,   may  I  beg  the  favour  of  your  ear? 
Pel.  What  have  you  to  fay  ? 

\}Vhifptrst  and  Fe)ix/*MM  uneajy. 
Frid.  Ha,  Felix  changes  colour  at  Liflardo's  news ! 
Waat  can  it  bs  ? 
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Fel.  A  Scots  footman,  that  belongs  to  colonel  Bri- 
ton, an  acquaintance  of  Frederick's,  fay  you  ?  The 
devil !  If  Ihe  be  falfe,  by  Heaven  I'll  trace  her. 
Pr'ythee,  Frederick,  do  you  know  one  colonel  Briton, 
a  Scotchman  ? 

Fred.  Yes  ;    why  do  you  aflc  me  ? 

Fel.  Nay,  no  great  matter;  but  my  man  tells  me 
that  he  has  had  fome  little  differences  with  a  fervant 
of  his,  that's  all. 

Fred.  He  is  a  good  harmlcfs  innocent  fellow  ;  I 
am  lorry  for  it.  The  colonel  lodges  in  my  houfe  ;  I 
knew  him  formerly  in  England,  and  met  him  here  by 
accident  laft  night,  and  gave  him  an  invitation  home. 
He  is  a  gentleman  of  good  eitate,  befides  his  com- 
mifiion  ;  of  excellent  principles,  and  llrift  honour,  I 
aflure  you. 

Fel.  Is  he  a  man  of  intrigue  ? 

Fred.  Like  other  men,  I  fuppofe.  Here  he  comes. 
—  [Enter  Colonel.] — Colonel,  I  began  to  think  I 
had  loll  you. 

Col.  And  not  without  fome  reafon,  if  you  knew 
all. 

Fel.  There's  no  danger  of  a  fine  gentleman's,  being 
•loft  in  this  town,  fir. 

Col.  That  compliment  don't   belong  to   me,   fir. 
But  I  afiure  you  I  have   been  very  near  being  run 
vith. 

Fred.   Who  attempted  it? 

Cf!.  Faith,  I  know  not..  — Only  that  flie  is  a 
charming  woman,  I  mean  as  much  as  I  faw  of  her. 

Fel.   My  heart  f. veils  with  apprehenlion. Some 

accidental  rencounter. 

Fred.  A  tavern,  I  fuppofe,  adjuftcd  the  matter. 

Col.  A  tavern  !  No,  no,  fir,  flie  is  above  that  rank, 
I  allure  you;  this  nymph  fleeps  in  a  velvet  bed,  nr.i 
lodgings  every  way  agreeable. 

F,-l.   Ha  !  a  velvet  bed  ! 1  thought  you  faid  but 

now.   fir,  you  knew  her  not. 

Cot.   No  more  I  don't,    fir. 

Fel.  How  came  you  then  fo  well  acquainted  with 
her  bed  ? 

Fred.   Aye,  aye,  come,  come,  unfold. 

Col.  Wny  thin,  you  muil  know,  gentlemen,  that 
C  4  I  was 
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J  was  convey'd  to  her  lodgings,  by  one  of  Cupidr» 
c4Hiharies,  cail'd  a  chambermaid,  in  a  chair,  thro' 
.fifty  blind  alleys,  who,  by  the  help  of  a  key,  let  me 
into  a  garden. 

Ftl.  :Sdeath,  a  garden  !  This  muft  be  Violante'j 
garden.  \_Afede. 

Ccl.  From  thence  conducted  me  into  a  fpaciou* 
K.cr;i,  then  dropt  me  a  courtsfy,  told  me  her  lady 
v  ould  wait  on  me  presently  ;  lo,  without  unveiling', 
Hiodeilly  withdrew. 

£el.  Damn  her  modffcy  !  this  was  Flora.       [Afde. 

ired.   Well,  how  then,  colonel? 

Cd.  Then,  fir,  immediately  From  another  door 
ilTued  forth  a  lady,  arm'd  at  both  eyes,  from  whence 
iiu'U  (bowers  of  darts  fell  round  me,  that  had  I  not 
b^en  cover'd  \vith  the  fliield  of  another  beauty,  I 
1,  -<3  infallibly  fallen  a  martyr  to  her  charms  :  for  you 
Kiiul  kf.ow  J  juft  faw  her  eyes  —  Eyes,  did  I  fay  ?  No, 
no,  hold,  I  law  but  one  eye,  though  I  fuppofe  it  had 
a  fellow  equally  as  killing. 

Ftl.  But  how  came  you  to  fee  her  bed,  fir  ?—  — 
'Sdeath,  this  expectation  gives  a  thoufand  racks. 


Ccl.  Why,  upon  her  maid's  giving  notice  her  fa- 
ther was  coming,  (he  thrult  me  into  the  bed-chamboiv 

Pel.  Upon  her  father's  coming  ? 

Col.  Ay,  fo  (he  faid  ;  but  putting  my  ear  to  the 
key-hole  of  the  door,  I  found  it  was  another  lover. 

/>/.  Confound  the  jilt  1  'Twas  fhe  without  difpute. 


Fred.  Ah,  poor  colonel  !  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Col.  I  difcover'd  they  had  had  a  quarrel,  but  whe- 
ther they  were  reconcil'd  or  not,  I  can't  tell  ;  for  the 
iecond  alarm  brought  the  father  in  good  earned,  and 
had  like  to  have  made  thegentleman  and  I  acquainted, 
but  (lie  found  fome  other  ftratagem  to  convey  him 
out. 

Ftl.  Contagion  feize  her,  and  make  her  body  ugly 
us  her  foul!  There  is  nothing  left  to  doubt  of  now.  — 
'Tis  plain  'twas  me.-  -  bure  he  knows  me,  and 
takes  this  method  to  infult  me.  'Sdeath,  I  -cannot 
bear  it. 
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Fred.  So  when  (he  had  clifpatch'd  her  old  lover, 
flie  paid  you  a  viiit  in  her  bed-chamber;  ha,  colo- 
nel ? 

Col.  No,  pox  take  the  impertinent  puppy,  he 
fpoil'd  my  diverfion,  I  fa\v  her  no  more. 

Pel.  Very  fine  !  Give  me  patience,  Heaven,  or  I 
fh.tll  burlt  with  ra^e.  [Afide. 

Fred.  That  was  hard. 

Col.  Nay,  what  was  worfe  —  "But,  fir,  dear  jirt 
"  d<j  hearken  to  this."  [To  Felix.]  the  nymph  that  in- 
troduced me,  conveyed  me  out  again  over  the  top  of 
a  high  wall,  where  I  ran  the  danger  of  having  my 
neck  broke,  for  the  father,  it  feems,  had  locked  the 
doer  by  which  I  c:Uer'd. 

FeL  That  way  I  mifs'd  him  :  —  Damn  her  inven- 
tion. [jljuie.}  Pray,  colonel  —  "  ba,  ha,  ha,  it's  i-ery 
"  pleafant,  ka,  ba  !"  was  this  the  fame  lady  you  met 
upon  the  Terriero  de  PafTa  this  morning  ? 

Col.  Faith,  I  can't  tell,  fir;  I  had  a  defign  to 
know  who  that  lady  was,  but  my  dog  of  a  footman, 
whom  I  had  ordered  to  watch  her  home,  fell  faft 
afleep  -  1  gave  him  a  good  beating  for  his  negled, 
and  i  have  never  i'cen  the  rafcal  fincc. 

Fred.  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Gibby. 

Col.   Where  have  you  been,   ilrrah  ? 

Gil>.  Troth  !fe  been  feeking  ye,  an  lik  yer  honour, 
thefe  twa  hoors  and  inare.  1  bring  ye  glad  teedings, 
fir. 

Col.  What,  have  ye  found  the  lady? 

Gil>.  Geud  faith,  ha  I,  fir  —  and  Ihe's  caii'd  Donna 
Violante,  and  li.'r  parent,  Don  Pedro  de  Mendola, 
and  gin  ye  will  gai  yt  wi'  me,  an  like  yor  honour,  lie 
mak  yo  ken  the  hooie  right  vveel. 

F.L    Oh,  tor  tun  .    f.uare  !  [sf/ia\*. 

Col.  Ha  !  Violante  !  That's  the  lady's  name  of  the 
houfe  where  ir.y  incog  r.ita  is  ;  fure  it  could  not  be  her, 
at  leail  it  was  not  die  fame  houfc,  I'm  confident. 


Fred.  Violante  !   'Tis  falfe  ;  I  would  not  have  you 
credit  him,  colonel. 

Gib.  The  deel  burft  my  bladder,  f.r,  g:n  I  lee. 

C  5  Ft/. 
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Pel.  Sirrah,  I  fay  you  do  lie,  and  I'll  make  you 
eat  it,  you  dog;  [Kicks  him.}  and  if  your  mailer  will 
jultify  you 

Col.  Not  I,   faith,    fir 1  anfwer  for  nobody's 

lies  but  my  own  ;  if  you  pleafe,  kick  him  again. 

Gib.  But  gin  he  does,  Ife  na  tak  it,  fir,  gin  he  was 
a  thoufand  Spaniards.  \-tValks  about  in  a  pajjion. 

Col.  I  ow'd  you  a  beating,  firrah,  and  I'm  oblig'd 
to  this  gentleman  for  taking  the  trouble  off  my 
hands  ;  therefore  fay  no  more,  d'ye  hear,  fir  ? 

{Afide  to  Gibby. 

Gil.  Troth  de  I,   fir,  and  feel  tee. 

Fred.  This  muft  be  a  millake,  colonel,  for  I  know 
Violante  perfe&ly  well,  and  I  am  certain  me  would 
not  meet  you  upon  the  Terriero  de  PafTa. 

Col.  Don't  be  too  pofitive,  Frederick  ;  now  I  have 
fome  reafons  to  believe  it  was  that  rery  lady. 

Pel.  You'll  very  much  oblige  me,  fir,  if  you'd  kt 
•  me  know  thefe  reafons. 

•Col.  Sir  ! 

Pel.  Sir,  I  fay  I  have  a  right  to  esquire  into  thefe" 
reafons  you  fpeak  of. 

Col.  Ha,  ha,  really  fir  !  I  cannot  conceive  how  you, 
or  any  man,  can  have  a  right  to  enquire  into  my 
thoughts. 

Pel.  Sir,  I  have  a  right  to  every  thing  that  relates 
to  Violante.— And  he  that  traduces  her  fame,  and 
refufes  to  give  his  reafons  for't,  is  a  villain.  [Draws. 

Col.  What  the  devil  have  I  been  doing  !  Now 
bl liters  on  my  tongue,  by  dozens.  [dfiefe. 

Fred.  Pr'ythee,  Felix,  don't  quarrel  'till  you  know 
for  what:  this  is  all  a  miltake,  I'm  pofitive. 

Col.  Look  ye,  fir,   that  I  dare  draw  my  fword   I 

think  will  admit  of  no  difpute Bat  tho'  fighting's 

r.iy  trade,  I'm  not  in  love  with  it,  and  think  it  more 
honourable  to  decline  this  bufinefs  than  purfue  it. 
This  may  be  a  miitake  ;  however,  I'll  give  you  my 
honour  never  to  have  any  affair,  direftly  or  indirectly, 
with  Viol.'inte,  provided  flie  is  your  Violante;  but  if 
there  fnould  happen  to  be  another  of  her  name,  I 
hope  you  weald  not  engrofs  all  the  Violantes  in  the 
kingdom. 
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Pel.  Your  vanity  has  given  me  fufficient  reafon  to 

believe  I'm  not  miilaken.     I'll  not  be  impos'd  upon 

"'Col.  Nor  I  be  bully'd,  fir. 

Pel.  Bully'd!  'Sdcath,  fuch  another  word,  and  I'll 
nail  thee  to  the  wall. 

Col.  Are  you  Cure  of  that,  Spaniard  ?          [Draws. 

Gib.  [Draivs.]  Say  na  marc,  mon.  O'  my  faul, 
here's  twa  to  twa.  Dinna  fe.ir,  fir,  Gibby  itonds  by 
ye  for  the  honour  of  Scotland.  [Vapours  about. 

Fred.  By  St.  Anthony  you  ihan't  fight  [Intc;-pcfes.~\ 
on  bare  fufpicion  ;  be  certain  of  the  injury,  and 

Pel.  That  I  will  this  moment,  and  then,  fir  I 
hope  you  are  to  be  found 

Co/.   Whenever  you  pleafe,  fir.  [Exit  Felix. 

Gib.  'Sbleed,  fir,  there  ne'er  was  a  Scotfman  yet 
that  lham'd  to  {how  his  face.  [Strutting  about. 

Fred.  So,  quarrels  fpring  up  like  inufhrooms,  in  a 
minute.  Violante  and  he  were  but  jult  reconcil'd, 
and  you  have  furnim'd  him  with  freih  matter  for  fall- 
ing out  again  ;  and  I  am  certain,  colonel,  Gibby  is 
in  the  wrong. 

Gib.  Gin  I  be,  fir,  the  man  that  tald  me,  leed, 
and  gin  he  did,  the  deel  be  my  landlord,  hell  my 
winter-quarters,  and  a  rape  my  winding-meet,  gin  I 
dee  not  lick  him  as  lang  as  I  can  haud  a  (tick  in  my 
bond,  now  f-v  ye. 

Col.  I  am  forry  for  what  I  have  faid,  for  the  lady's 
fake  :  but  who  could  divine  that  me  was  his  miflrcfs  ? 
Pr'ythce,  who  is  this  warm  fpark  ? 

Fred.  He  is  the  ion  of  one  of  our  grandees,  nam'd 
Don  Lopez  de  Pimentell,  a  very  honeft  gentleman, 
but  fomething  pafiion.'Ue  in  what  relates  to  his  love. 
He  is  an  only  fon,  which  may  perhaps  be  one  reafon 
for  indulging  his  paffion. 

Col.  When  parents  have  but  one  child,  they  either 
make  ?  madman  or  a  fool  of  him. 

Fred,   tie  is  not  the  only  child,  he  has   a  fifter  ; 

but  I   think,  thro'    the   fevrnty   of  his  father,  who 

would  have  married  her  againft  her  inclination,  flie 

has  made  her  efcape,  and  notwithHanding  he  has  of- 

C  6  fercd 
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fered  five  hundred  pounds,  he  can  get  no  tiuirrgs  of 

her. 

Col.  Ha  !  how  long  has  (he  been  miffing? 

Fred.  Nay,  but  fmce  laft  night,   it  feerns. 

Col.  Lait  night !  The  very  time  !  How  went  me  ! 

Fred.  Nobody  can  tell :  they  conjedure  thro'  the 
window. 

Ccf.  I'm  tranfported  !  This  muft  be  the  lady  I 
caught.  What  fort  of  a  woman  is  fhe  ? 

Frtd.  Miudle-fized,  a  lovely  brown,  a  fine  pouting 
lip,  eyes  that  roll  and  languiih,  and  feem  to  fpeak 
the  exquifite  pleafure  her  arms  could  give. 

C»l.  Oh  !  I  am  fir'd  with  this  defcription — 'Tis  the. 
very  me— —What's  her  name  ? 

Fred.  Ifabella  —  You  are  tranfported,  colonel. 

Col.  I  have  a  natural  tendency  in  me  to  the  flcfh, 
tbcu  know'ft,  and  who  can  hear  of  charms  fo  exqui- 
/ite,  and  yet  remain  unmov'd  ? — Oh,  how  I  long  for 
the  appointed  hour !  I'll  to  the  Terriero  de  Pafla, 
and  wait  my  happinefs  ;  if  me  fails  to  meet  me,  I'll 
once  more  attempt  to  find  her  at  Violante's,  in  fpite 
ef  her  brother's  jealoufy.  [J/tde.]  Dear  Frederick,  I 
beg  your  pardon,  but  I  had  forgot,  I  was  to  meet 
a.  gentleman  upon  bufmefs  at  five  ;  I'll  endeavour  to 
dilpatch  him,  and  wait  on  you  again  as  foon  as  pof- 
iible. 

Fred.  Your  humble  fervant,  colonel.  [Exit. 

Col.  Gibby,  I  have  no  bufmefs  with  you  at  pre- 
fent.  [Exit  Colonel. 

Gi&.  That's  wee! now   will  I   gang  and  feel; 

this  loon,  and  gar  him  gang  with  me  to  Don  Pedro's 

hoofe.  -•-    Gin  he'll  no  gang  of  himlelf,  Ife  gar  hinl 

gang  by  the  lug,  fir.     Go'dfwarbit,  Gibby  hates  a 

leer.  [Exit. 

Scene  changes  to  Violante's  lodgings. 

Enter  Violante  and  Ifabella. 

Ifnb.  The  hour  draws  on,  Violante,  and  now  my 
heart  begins  to  fail  me  ;  but  I  refolve  to  venture  for 
all  that. 

Vio.  What,-  does  your  courage  fink,  Ifabella  ? 

1/ab.  Only  the  force  of  refolutioa  a  little  retreated, 
but  I'll  rally  it  again,  tor  all  th«t. 

Enter 
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Enter  Flora. 

Flo.  Den  Felix  is  coming  up,  madam. 

Ifub.  My  brother  !  Which  way  fhall  I  get  out — — - 
Diipatch  him  as  foon  as  you  can,  dear  Violante. 

[Exit  into  the  clofet* 

Via.  I  will.  [Enter  Felix  in  a  furly  humour.}  Felix, 
what  brings  you  home  fo  foon  ;  did  I  not  lay,  to- 
morrow r 

Pel.  My  pafiion  choaks  me  ;  I  cannot  fpeak — Oh  ! 
I  fhall  burft  !  [Afede.  Throws  himfelf  into  a  (hair. 

Vio.  Blefs  me,  are  you  not  well,  my  Felix  } 

Pel.   Yes— No — I  don't  know  what  I  am. 

Vio.  Hey  day  1  What's  the  matter  now  ?  Another 
jealous  whim  ! 

Pel.  With  what  an  air  me  carries  it  ! 1  fweat  at 

her  impudence.  [Af.de. 

Vio.  If  I  were  in  your  place,  Felix,  I'd  chooie  to 
ftay  at  home  when  thefe  fits  of  fpleen  are  upon  me, 
and  not  trouble  fuch  pcrfons  as  are  not  obliged  to 
bear  with  them.  [Here  he  ajfefis  to  be  carclefs  of  her. 

Pel.  I  am  very  fenfible,  madam,  of  what  you 
mean  :  I  diiturb  you,  no  doubt  ;  but  were  I  in  a  bet- 
ter humour  I  Ihould  not  commode  you  lefs.  ]  am  but 
too  well  convinc'd  you  could  eaiily  difpenfe  with  my 
vifit. 

Vio.  When  you  behave  yourfelf  as  you  ought  to  do, 
no  company  fo  welcome — But  when  you  referve  me 
for  your  ill-nature,  I  wave  your  merit,  and  confider 

what's  due  to  myfelf. And  I  mult  be  fo  free  to 

tell  you,  Felix,  that  thefe  humours  of  yours  will 
abate,  if  not  abfolutely  deitroy  the  very  principles  of 
love. 

Pel.  [Ri/taS']  And  I  muft  be  fo  free  to  tell  you, 
madam,  that  fince  you  have  made  fuch  ill  returns  to 
the  refpedl  that  I  have  paid  you,  all  you  do  fhall  be 
indifferent  to  me  for  the  future,  and  you  iliall  iind 
me  abandon  your  empire  with  fo  little  difficulty,  that 
I'll  convince  the  world  your  chains  are  not  fo  hard  to 

break  as  your  vanity  would  tempt  you  to  believe 

I  cannot  brook  the  provocation  you  give. 

Vio.  This  is  not  to  be  borne— Infolent  !  You  aban- 
don !  You  !  Whom  I've  fo  often  forbad  ever  to  fee 
n>e  more!  Have  you  nc;  fillen  at  iny  feet?  hnplor'd 
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my  favour  and  forgivenefs  ?  Did  not  you  trembling 
wait,  and  wifli,  and  figh,  and  fwear  yourfelf  into  my 
heart  !  Ungrateful  man  !  If  my  chains  are  fo  eaiily 
broke,  as  you  pretend,  then  you  are  the  iillielt  cox- 
comb living,  you  did  not  break  'em  long  ago ;  and  I 
muft  think  him  capable  of  brooking  any  thing,  on 
whomfuch  ufage  could  make  no  impreflion. 

'  Ifab.  [Peeping.]  A  deuce  take  your  quarrels  ; 
*  flie'll  never  think  on  me.' 

Fd.  I  always  believed,  madam,  my  weaknefs  was 
the  greatest  addition  to  your  power;  you  would  be 
lefs  imperious,  had  my  inclination  been  lefs  forward 

to  oblige   you. You  have,    indeed,    forbade    me 

your  fight,  but  your  vanity  even  then  affured  you  I 
would  return,  and  I  was  fool  enough  to  feed  your 
pride — Your  eyes,  with  all  their  boailed  charms,  have 

acquired   the  greateft  glory   in   conquering  me. 

And  the  brighteft  paffage  of  your  life  is,  wounding 
this  heart  with  fuch  arms  as  pierce  but  fc\v  perfons  of 
my  rank.  [Walks  about  in  a  great  pet. 

Vio.  Matchlefs  arrogance  !  True,  fir,  I  fhould  have 
kept  meafures  better  with  you,  if  the  conqneil  had 
been  worth  preferving ;  but  we  eafily  hazard  what 

gives  us  no  pains  to  lofe. As  for   my  eyes,   you 

are  miftaken  if  you  think  they  have  vanquifhed  none 
but  you  ;  there  are  men  above  your  boafted  rank, 
who  have  confefs'd  their  power,  when  their  misfor- 
tune in  pleaiing  you  made  them  obtain  fuch  a  dif- 
graceful  victory. 

Fel.  Yes,  madam,  I  am  no  ftranger  to  your  vic- 
tories. 

Vio.  And  what  you  call  the  brighteft  pafiage  of  my 
life,  is  not  the  leal!  glorious  part  of  yours. 

Pel.  Ha,  ha,  don't  put  yourfelf  in  a  paffion,  ma- 
dam, for  I  afiure  you  after  this  day  I  fliall  give  you 
no  trouble.-— You  may  meet  your  fparks  on  the  Ter- 
riero  de  Pafla,  at  four  in  the  morning,  without  the 
leaft  regard  to  rne — For  when  I  quit  your  chamber, 
the  world  ihin't  bring  me  back. 

Pio.  I  am  fo  well  pleas'd  with  your  refolution,  I 

don't  care  how  foon   you  take  your  leave. But 

what  you  mean  by  the  Terriero  de  Paflh,  at  four  in 
the  morning,  I  can't  guefs. 

/W. 
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Pel.  No,  no,  no,  not  you— You  was  not  upon  the 
Terriero  de  Pafla  at  four  this  morning. 

Via.  No,  I  was  not  ;  but  if  I  was,  I  hope  I  may 
walk  where  I  pleafe,  and  at  what  hour  I  pleafe,  with- 
out afking  your  leave. 

Pel.  Oh,  doubtlefs,  madam  !  and  you  might  meet 
colonel  Briton  there,  and  afterwards  fend  your  emif- 

fary  to  fetch  him  to  your  houfe. And  upon  your 

father's  coming  in,  thruft  him  into  your  bed-chamber 

without  afking  .my  leave.  'Tis  nobufinefsof 

mine,  if  you  are  expofed  among  all  the  footmen  in 
town. — Nay,  if  they  ballad  you,  and  cry  you  about  at 
a  halfpenny  apiece — They  may,  without  my  leave. 

/70.  Audacious  !  don't  provoke  me — don't ;  my 
reputation  is  not  to  be  fported  with  [Going  up  to  him.] 

at  this  rate. No,  fir,  it  is  not.  [Burjls  into  tears.] 

Inhuman  Felix  ! — Oh,  Ifabella,  what  a  train  of  ills 
thcu  hail  brought  on  me  !  [Afide. 

FcL  Ha  !  I  cannot  bear  to  fee  her  weep A  wo- 
man's tears  are  far  more  fatal  than  our  fwords.  \_AJide.~\ 

Oh,  Violante 'Sdeath  !  What  a  dog  am  I  !  Now 

have  I  no  power  to  ftir. Doft  not  thou  know  fuch 

a  perfon  as  colonel  Briton  !  Pr'ythee  tell  me,  didfl 
not  thou  meet  him  at  four  this  morning  upon  the  Ter- 
riero de  Paffa  ? 

Via.  Were  it  not  to  clear  my  fame,  I  would  not 

anfwcr  thcc,  thou  black  ingrate  ! But  I  cannot 

bear  to  be  reproached  with  what  I  even  blufh  to  think 
of,  much  leis  to  art.  By  Heaven,  1  have  not  icon 
the  Terriero  de  Pafia  this  day. 

Pel.  Did  not  a  Scotch  footman  attack  you  in  the 
flreet,  neither,  Violante  ? 

yio.  Yes,  but  he  miltook  me  for  another,  or  he 
was  drunk,  1  know  not  which. 

Pel.   And  do  not  you  know  this  Scotch  colonel  ? 

Via,  Pray  alk  ma  no  more  queilions  ;  this  night 
fhall  clear  my  reputation,  and  leave  you  without  ex- 
cufe  for  your  bafe  fufpicions.  More  than  this  I  fhall 
not  fatisfy  you,  therefore  pray  leave  me. 

Pel.  Didit  thou  ever  love  me,  Violante  ? 

Vio.  I'll  anfwer  nothing. You  was  in  haile  to 

be  gone  juft  now,  I  fliould  be  very  well  pleas'd  to  be 
alone,  fir.  [She  Jiti  doivn,  and  turns  ajitfe. 

Pel. 
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Fel.  I  lhall  not  long  interrupt  your  contemplation. 
— Stubborn  to  the  laft.  [dfuie. 

Via.  Did  ever  woman  involve  herfeif  as  1  have 
done  ? 

Fel.  Now  would  I  give  one  of  my  eyes  to  be 
friends  with  her  ;  for  fomething  whifpers  to  my  foul 

fhe  is  not  guilty [He  paufcs,  then  pulls  a  chair  and 

Jits  by  her  at  a  little  dijtance,  looking  at  her  fame  time 
•without  /peaking,  then  dranvs  a  little  nearer  to  her.~\ 
Give  me  your  hand  at  parting,  however,  Violante, 
won't  you,  [He  lays  his  hand  upon  her  knee  fever  al  times  ] 
—won't  you — won't  you — won't  you  ? 

Via.   [Half  regarding  him.~\   Won't  I  do  what  ? 

Fel.  You  know  what  I  would  have,  Violante.  Oh  ! 
mv  heart ! 

Via.  [Smiling.~\  I  thought  my  chains  were  eafily 
broke.  [Lays  her  hand  into  his. 

F.el.  [Draws  his  chair  clofc  to  her,  and  kijfes  her  hand 
in  a  rapture. .]  Too  well  thou  knowelt  thy  ilrength — 
Oh,  my  charming  angel,  my  heart  is  all  thy  own  ! 
Forgive  my  hafty  paflion,  'tis  the  tranfport  of  a  love 
fmcere  !  "  Ob,  Aidant  e,  Violante  /" 
Don  Pedro  <within. 

Ped.  Bid  Sancho  get  a  new  wheel  to  my  chariot 
prefently. 

Via.  Blefs  me,  my  father  return'd  !  What  iliall  we 
do  now,  Felix  !  We  are  ruin'd,  paft  redemption. 

Fel.   No,   no,   no,   my  love  ;  1   can    leap  from  the 

clofet  window.      [Runs  to  the  doer  where  Ifabella  is, 

who  claps  to  the  door,  and  bolts  it  within  fide. ~\ 

'  Ifab.  [Peeping.]  Say  you  fo  :  but  I  lhall  prevent 
you.' 

Fel.  Confufion  !  Somebody  bolts  the  door  within 
fide.  I'll  fee  who  you  have  conceal'd  here,  if  I  die 
for't.  Oh,  Violante,  hail  thou  again  facrific'd  me 
to  my  rival.  [Draws. 

Vio.  By  Heaven,  thou  haft  no  rival  in  my  heart, 
let  that  funice — Nay,  fure  you  will  not  let  my  father 
find  you  here  —  Diftra&ion  ! 

Fel.  Ind:ed  but  I  mail,  except  you  command  this 
door  to  be  opened,  and  th*t  way  conceal  me  from 
kis  fight,  \fliftrugglei  with  her  to  come  at  the  doer. 

Fie. 
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/V».   Hear  me,  Felix Though  I  were  fure  the 

refilling  what  you  afk  would  feparate  us  for  ever,  by 
:ill  that's  powerful  you  fhall  not  enter  here.  Either 
you  do  love  me,  or  you  do  not.  Convince  me  by 
your  obedience. 

Pel.  That's  not  the  matter  in  debate — I  will  know 
who  is  in  this  clofet,  let  the  confequence  be  what  it 
will.  Nay,  nay,  nay,  you  ftrive  in  vain  ;  I  will  go 
in. 

Fie.  You  mall  not  go  in 

Enter  Don,  Pedro. 

Ped.  Hey  day  !  What's  here  to  do  !  I  will  go  in, 
and  you  {han't  go  in — and  I  will  go  in — Why,  who 
-are  you,  fir  ? 

Pel.  'Sdeath  !  What  ihall  I  fay  now  ! 

Ped.  Don  Felix,  pray  what's  your  bufinefs  in  my 
houfe  ?  Ha,  fir. 

/7o.  Oh,  fir,  what  miracle  return'd  yon  home  fo 
foon  ?  Some  angel  'twas  that  brought  my  father  back 
to  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd — This  ruffian,  he,  I  cannot 
call  him  gentleman — has  committed  fuch  an  uncom- 
mon rudenefs,  as  the  moft  profligate  wretch  would 
be  afham'd  to  own. 

Pel.  Ha,  what  the  devil  does  fhe  mean  !       [AJide. 

Via.  As  I  was  at  my  devotion  in  my  clofet,  I 
heard  a  loud  knocking  at  my  door,  mix'd  with  a 
woman's  voice,  wtoich  feem'd  to  imply  me  was  in 
danger 

Pel.  I  am  confounded  !  [AJide. 

fio.  I  Hew  to  the  door  with  the  utmoft  fpeed, 
where  a  lady,  veil'd,  rufli'd  in  upon  me  ;  who  falling 
on  her  knees,  begged  my  protection,  from  a  gentle- 
man, who,  (he  faid,  purfued  her.  I  took  compaffion 
on  her  tears,  and  lock'd  her  into  this  clofet;  but  in 
the  furprife,  having  left  open  the  door,  this  very 
perfon  whom  you  fee,  with  his  fvvord  drawn,  ran  in, 
protelting,  if  I  refus'd  to  give  her  up  to  his  revenge, 
he'd  force  the  door. 

Pel.  What  in  the  name  of  goodnefs  does  flie  irean 
to  do  !  hang  me.  \_Afidt. 

Vio.  I  ftrove  with  him  till  I  was  out  of  breath,  and 
had  you  not  come  as  you  did,  he  mull  have  enter'd 

—  Bat 
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— -But  he's  in  drink,  I.fuppofe,  or  he  could  not  have 
been  guilty  of  fuch  an  indecorum,  [Leering  at  Felix. 

Fed.  I'm  amaz'd ! 

Pel.  The  devil  never  fail'd  a  woman  at  a   pinch  : 

what  a  tale  has  (he  form'd  in  a  minute In  drink, 

quotha  ;  a  good  hint;  I'lllayhold  on't  to  bring  my- 
feif  off.  [.4M-. 

Ped.  Fie,  Don  Felix  !  No  fooner  rid  of  one  broil 
but  you  are  commencing  another — to  aflault  a  lady 
with  a  naked  fword,  derogates  much  from  the  cha- 
rafterof  a  gentleman,  I  affure  you. 

Pel.   [Counterfeits  drunkennefs .]   Who?    I  aflault   a 

lady upon  honour  the  lady  aflaulted  me,  fir;  and 

would  have  feiz'd  this  body  politick  upon  the  king's 

highway Let  her  come  out,  and  deny  it,  if  ihe 

can Pray,  fir,  command  the  door  to  be  open'd, 

and  let  her  prove  me  a  liar,  if  me  knows  how.  I 
have  been  drinking  claret,  and  champaign,  and  bur- 
gundy, and  other  French  wines,  fir,  bat  I  love  my 
own  country,  for  all  that. 

Ped.  Ay,  ay,  who  doubts  it,  fir  ?  Open  the  door, 
Violante,  and  let  the  lady  come  out.  Come,  I 
warrant  thee,  he  flian't  hurt  her. 

FeL  "  No,  no,  I  won't  kurt  the  dear  creature."  Now 
which  way  \villftie  come  off  ?  [d/icte. 

Vio.   [Unlocks  the  door.~\  Come  forth,  madam,  none 

fliall  dare  to  touch  your  veil I'll  convey  you  out 

with  fafety,  or  lofemylife 1  hope  Ihe  underitands 

me.  [  dfnie . 

Enter  Ifabella  o-r/W,  and  crofts  tie  ft  age. 

Ifab.   Excellent  girl.  [Exit. 

Pel.  The  devil  !  a  woman!  I'll  fee  if  me  be  really 
fo. 

Via.  [70  Felix.]  Get  clear  of  my  father,  and  fol- 
low me  to  the  Terriero  de  Pafla,  when  all  miitakcs 
fliall  be .  rectified .  [  Exit  with  I  fa  be  1 1  a . 

[Felix  offers  to  follow  her. 

Ped.  [Drawing  bis  fiuord.]  Not  a  ftep,  iir,  till  the 
lady  be  pail  your  recovery  ;  L never  fuiier  th;  laws  of 
hofpitality  to  be  violated  in  my  houfe,  fir—I'll  keep 
Don  Felix  here  till  you  fee  her  fafe  out,  Violante. — 
Come,  fir,  you  and  I  will  take  a  pipe  and  bottle  to- 
gether. 

JW, 
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Fil.  Damn  your  pipe,  and  damn  your  bottle,  1 
hate  drinking  and  fmoaking,  and  how  will  you  help 
your  felt,  old  whiikers  ? 

fed.  As  to  fmoaking,  or  drinkiivg,  you  have  your 
liberty  r  but  you  fliall  ilay,  fir. 

FeL  But  I  won't  ftay — for  I  don't  like  your  com- 
pany :  beiides,  I  have  the  belt  reafon  in  the  world  lor 
my  not  Haying. 

Fed.  Ay'.— What's  that? 

Fcl.  Why,  I  am  going  10  be  married,  and  fo  good 
bye. 

"  Fed.  To  be  married !  it  can't  be!  Why  you  art 
"  drunk,  Felix!" 

"  Fel.  Drunk!  Ay  to  be  Jure.  You  don't  think  Pd 
*"  go  to  it  married  if  I  was  fober — But  drunk  cr  Jnber  I 
"  am  going  to  be  married  for  all  that  ;  and  if  \  on  <\'jont 
"  beliew  me,  to. convince  you,  I'll  foe<vj  you  the  contract, 
"  old  gtntltman. 

"  Ped. .  jiye  do  ;  come,  let't/ee  jhii  contrarf  then. 

•'  Fel.  Tts,ytt,  ril/hrwyou  the  contraa—lllfiew 
"  you  the  contra8——Hert,  Jir  •  her  it  tbenntraft. 

[Draws  a  piflol. 

"Fed.  [Starting.  }WeUt.'weU,-I}tn&ivvincld;  go, 
"  go — fray  go  and  be  married,  Jir, 

"  Fcl.  2\'s,  yes,  rii.go—^ril  go  and  be-  viarritd ; 
"  but  jban't  <we  take  a  bottle  fir  ft  ? 

"    Ped.   No,  no — pray,  dear  Jir,  go  and  be  married. 

"  Fel.  /- 'try  ivtll,  'very  well ;  [Going.]  but  1  infi/t 
"  upon  your  taking  one  glafs,  tbo\ 

"  Ped.  'No,  net  now—ferns  ether  time  —  Conjtder  the 
ft  lady  waits. 

' '  i  el.  What  a  crofs  old  fool  !  Firji  he  <will,  arid  tlcn 
"  be  ivont  ;  and  then  he  will*  and  then  be  oucaV." 

[Exit  Felix. 
Enter  Servant. 

Scr.  Here's  Don  Lopez  de  Pimentell,  to  wait  on 
you,  fenior. 

Fed.  What  the  devil  does  he  want  ?  He  is  net  going 
to  be  married  too — Bring  him  up  ;  he's  in  purfuit  ot 
his  ion,  I  fuppofe. 

Enter  Don    Lopez. 

Lop.  I  am  glad  to  find  you  at  home,  Don  Pedro  ; 

I  was  told  that  you  was  feen  upon  the  road  to 

this  afternoon.  Ped* 
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Ped.  That  might  be,  my  lord,  but  I  had  the  mif- 
fortune  to  break  ihe  wheel  of  my  chariot,  which  ob- 

lig'd  me  to  return What  is  yourpleafure  with  me, 

my  lord  ?  -^- 

Lof.la.rn  inform'd  that  my  daughter  is  in  your  houfe. 

Ped,  That's  more  than  I  know,  my  Jord  ;  but 
here  was  your  fon  juit  now,  as  drunk  as  an  emperor. 

Lop.  My  Ion  drunk  !  I  never  faw  him  in  drink  in 
my  life.  Where  is  he,  pray,  fir  ? 

Ped.   Gone  to  be  married. 

Lop.  Married  !  To  Whom  ?  I  don't  know  that  he 
courted  any  body. 

Ped.  Nay,   I  know   nothing  of  that — "   but   Pm 

*'  fure  be  jhew'd  me  the  contract" Within  there  ! 

[Eater  Servant.]  Bid  my  daughter  come  hither,  flie'll 
tell  you  another  Itory,  my  lord. 

Ser.   She's  gone  out  in  a  chair,  fir. 

Ped.  Out  in  a  chair  !  what  do  you  mean,  fir? 

Ser.  As  I  fay,  fir  ;  and  Donna  Ifabella  went  in  an- 
other juft  before  her. 

"  Lop.  Ifabella ."' 

Ser.  And  Don  Felix  followed  in  another  ;  I  over- 
heard them  all  bid  the  chair  go  to  the  Terriero  de 
pafla. 

Ped.  Ha  !  what  bufinefs  has  my  daughter  there  ?  I 

am  confounded,  and  know  not  what  to  think 

Within  there. 

Lop.  My   heart    mifgives  me    plaguily Call 

me  an  Alguzile,  I'll  purfue  them  ftrait.          [Exeunt. 

Scene  changes  to  the  Jlreet,  before  Don  Pedro' i  kcuje. 

Enter  Liltardo. 

Liff.  I  wiih  I  cou'd  fee  Flora Methinks  I  have 

an  hankering  kindnefs  after  the  flut       -We  mufl  be 
reconcil'd.  Enter  Gibby. 

Gib.  Aw  my  fol,  fir,  but  lie  blithe  to  find  yee 
here  now. 

LiJ/~.  Ha  !  brother  !  Give  me  thy  hand,  boy. 

Gib.  No  fe  fall,  fe  ye  me — Brether  me  ne  brethcrs ; 
I  fcor.n  a  liar  as  muckle  as  a  thiefe,  fe  ye  now,  aniiye 
muft  gang  intul  this  houfe  with  me,  and  juftifie  to 
Donna  Violante's  face,  that  (he  was  the  lady  that 
gang'd  in  here  this  morn,  fe  ye  me,  or  the  deel  ha 
»y  fol,  fir,  but  ye  and  I  mail  be  iwa  folks. 

Lif. 
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Lijf.  Juftify  it  to  Donna  Violante's  face,  quotha  ; 
for  what?  fure  you  don't  know  what  you  fay. 

Gib.  Troth  de  I,  fir,  as  weel  as  yee  de  ;  therefore 
come  along,  and  make  no  mair  words  about  it. 

LiJjT.  Why,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean  ?  Don't 
you  confider  you  aie  in  Portugal  ?  Is  the  fellow  mad  ? 

Gib.  Fellow  !  Ife  none  of  yer  fello-.v,  fir  ;  and  gin 
the  place  were  hell,  I'd  gar  ye  de  me  jullice.  [LiiL 
going.]  Nay,  the  deel  a  feet  ye  gang. 

[Lays  hold  of  him  and  knocks. 

Liff.  Ha  !  Don  Pedro  himfelf,  I  wifh  I  were  fairly 
ofT.  \Aftdt. 

Enter  Don  Pedro. 

Ped.  How  now  !  what  makes  you  knock  fo  loud  ? 

Gib.  Gin  this  be  Don  Pedro's  houfe,  fir  ;  I  wou'd 
fyeak  witii  Donna  Violante,  his  daughter. 

Ped.  Ha!  what  is  it  you  want  with  my  daughter, 
pray  ? 

Gib.  An  fhe  be  your  daughter,  and  lik  your  honour, 
command  her  to  come  out,  and  anfwer  for  herfelf 
now,  and  either  juilify  or  difprove  what  this  cheeld 
told  me  this  morn. 

LiJJT.  So,  here  will  be  a  fine  piece  of  work.     [AJide. 

Ped.   NVhy,   what  did  he  tell  you,  ha  ? 

Gib.   By  my  fol,  fir,  Ife  tell  you  aw  the  truth  ;  my 

mailer  got  a  pratty  lady  upon  the   how  de  call't • 

paffa — here,  at  five  this  morn,   and  he  gar  me  watch 

her  heam And  in  troth  I   lodg'd  her  here;  and 

meeting  this  ill-favour'd  thiefe,    fe  ye   me,  1  fpeeied 

v/ha  fhe   was and   he  told   me  her   name  was 

Donna  Violante,    Don  Pedro  de  Mendofa's  daughter- 

Ped.  Ha !  My  daughter  with  a  man,  abroad  at  five 
in  the  morning.  Death,  hell,  and  furies,  by  St. 
Anthony  I'm  undone. 

Gib.  Wounds,  fir,  ye  put  yer  faint  intul  bony  com- 
pany. 

Peel.  Who  is  yowr  mafler,  you  dog  you  ?  «  Ad/heart, 
'  I  mall  be  trick'd  of  my  daughter,  and  money  too, 
'  that's  \vorft  of  all.' 

Gib.  You  dog  you  !  'Sbleed,  fir,  don't  call  names— 
I  won't  tell  you  who  my  mailer  is,  fe  ye  me  now. 

Ped.  And  who  are  you,  rafcal,  that  know  mjr 
daughter  Ib  well  ?  Ha  !  \Holdi  up  his  cane. 
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Lrff".  What  i"hall  I  fay  to  make  him  give  this  Scotch 
dog  a  good  beating  ?  [AJide.~\  I  know  your  daughter, 
fenior?  Not  I,  I  never  law  your  daughter  in  all  my  life. 

Gib.  [Knocks  him  down  with  his  fift.~\  Deel  ha  my 
fo],  far,  gin  ye  get  no  your  enrich  for  that  lie  now. 

PeJ.   What,  hoa  !    Where  are  all  my  fervants  ? 

Enter  Colonel,  Felix,  llabella,   and  Violante. 
Raife  the  houfe  in  purfuit  of  my  daughter. 

*  Ser,  Here  flic  comes,  fenior.' 

Col.   Hey  day  !  What's  here  to  do  ? 

Gib.  This  is  the  loon  like  tik,  an  lik  your  honour, 
that  fent  me  heam  with  a  He  this  morn. 

Col.  Come,  come,  'tis  all  well,  Gibby  ;  let  him  rife. 

Ped.  I  am  thunder-llruck — and  have  no  power  to 
fpeak  one  word. 

Pel.  This  is  a  day  of  jubilee,  Liflardo :  no  quar- 
reling with  him  this  day. 

Lijf.  A  pox  take  his  fifts  : — Egad,  thefe  Britons 
are  but  a  word  and  a  blow. 

Enter  Don  Lopez. 

Lop.  So,  have  I  found  you,  daughter?  Then  you 
have  not  h:;ng'd  yourfelf  yet,  I  fee. 

Col.  But  fhe  is  m:.rried,  my  lord. 

Lop.   Married  !   Zounds,    to  whom  ? 

Col.  Even  to  your  humble  fervant,  my  lord.  If 
you  pleafe  to  give  us  your  bleifing.  [Kneels. 

Lop.  Why,  hark  ye,  miitrefs,  are  you  really  married  ? 

IJab.  Really  fo,  my  lord. 

Lop.   And  who  are  you,  fir  ? 

Col.  An  honeit  North  Briton  by  birth,  and  a  colo- 
nel by  commiflion,  my  lord. 

Lop.   An  heretic  !   the  devil !    [Holding  up  bis  bands. 

Ped.  She  has  play'd  you  a  flippcry  trick  indeed,  my 
lord  ! — Well,  my  girl,  thou  haft  been  to  fee  thy 
friend  married. Next  week  thou  malt  have  a  bet- 
ter hufband,  my  dear.  [To  Violante. 

Pel.  Next  week  is  a  little  too  foon,  fir  ;  I  hope  to 
Jive  longer  than  that. 

Ped.  What  do  you  mean,  fir?  You  have  not  made 
a  rib  of  my  daughter  too,  have  you  ? 

Via.  Indeed  but  he  has,  fir  ;    1  know  not  how,  but 

he   took  me  in   an   unguarded  minute when  my 

thoughts  were  not  over-ilrong  foe  a  nunnery,  father. 
8  Lo. 
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Lop.  Yotfr  daughter  has  play'd  you  a  flippcry  trick 
too,  fenior. 

Fed.  But  your  fon  fhall  never  be  the  better  for't, 
my  lord,  her  twenty  thouf«ind  pounds  was  left  on 
certain  conditions,  and  I'll  not  part  with  a  milling. 

L'fi.  But  we  have  a  certain  thing  catl'd  law,  lhall 
make  .you  do  juitice,  fir. 

Ped.  Well,  we'll  try  that, — my  lord,  much  good 
may  it  do  you  with  your  daughter  in  law. 

Lcp.   I  wifh  you  mjich  joy  of  your  rib. 

[Exeunt  Pedro  and  Lopez. 
Enter  Frederick. 

Fcl.  Frederick,  welcome! 1  fent  for  thee  to  be 

partaker  of  my  happifiefs,    "  and  pray  give  me  leave 
"  to  introduce  you  to  the  caufe  of  it." 

Fred.  Your  mefTenger  has  told  me  all,  and  I  fln- 
cerely  fhare  in  all  your  happinefs. 

Col.  To  the  right  about,  Frederick  ;  wifh  thy 
friend  joy. 

Fred.  I  do,  with  all  my  foul; — and,  madam,  I 
congratulate  your  deliverance— Your  fufpicions  are 
clear'd  now,.  I  hope,  Felix. 

Pel*  They  are,  and  I  heartily  afk  the  colonel  par- 
don, and  wifh.  him  happy  with  my  filter  ;  for  love 
has  taught  me  to  know,  that  every  man's  happincfs 
confiifo  in  choofing  for  himfelf. 

Li/.  After  that  rule,  I  fix  here.  [To  Flora. 

Flo.  That's  your  miftake  ;  I  prefer  my  lady's  fer- 
vicc,  and  turn  you  over  to  her  that  pleaded  right  and 
title  to  you  to-day. 

LijJ~.   Choofe,  proud  fool,  I  flian't  afk  you  twice. 

(.rib.   What  fay  ye  now,  lafs  ;   will  ye  ge  yer  hand 

to  poor  Gibby  ? '  What  fay  you,'  will  ye  dance 

the  reel  of  bogie  with  me  ? 

bus.  That  1  may  not  leave  my  lady— I  take  you 
at  your  word — And  tho'  our  wooing  has  been  fhort, 
I'll  by  her  example  love  you  dearly.  [Mu/ic  plays. 

'  Fel.   Hark !   I  hear   the    mufic ;    fomebody   has 
'  done  us  the  favour  to  call  them  in. 
'  A  country  dance. 

'  Gib.   Wounds,  this  is   bony  mufic Haw  caw 

'  yc  that  thing  that  ye  pinch  by  the  craig,  and  tickle 
'  the  weam,   and  make  it  cry  grurn,  oruni  { 

'  Fred.  Oh  !  that's  a  guitar,   Gibby.'  «  /V/. 
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Pel.  Now,  my  Violante,   I  fuall  proclaim  thy  vir- 
tues to  the  world. 

Let  us  no  more  thy  fex's  conduft  blame, 
Since  thou'rt  a  proof  to  their  eternal  fame, 
That  man  has  no  advantage,  but  the.name. 

"EPILOGUE. 

/CUSTOM,  with  all  our  modern  laws  combined, 

Has  given  fucb  power  ttejpotic  to  mankind, 
7  bat  we  have  only  fo  miich  virtue  now± 
At  they  are  pitas' d  in  favour  to  allow. 
Thus,   like  mechanic  work,  we're  us'd  with /corn, 
And  wcund  up  only  for  a.  prefent  turn. 
S-ome  are  for  having  our  whole  fex  enjlav'd, 
Affirm1  ing  we've  no  fouls  *,  and  can't  be  fav'd  .• 
But  were  the  women  all  of  my  opinion, 
We' d  foon  Jhake  off  this  falfe  ufurp' d  dominion  ; 
Wt'd  make  the  tyrants  own,   that  we  cou'd  prove, 
As  Jit  for  other  bujlnefs  as  for  love. 
Lord  !    What  prerogative  might  we  obtain, 
Could  we  from  yielding  a  few  months  refrain  ! 
How  fondly  wou'd  our  dangling  lovers  doat  ! 
What  homage  wou'd  be  paid  to  petticoat  ! 
'Twou'd  be  ajejl  to  fee  the  change  of  fate, 
How  might  we  all  of  politicks  debate ; 
Promife  and  fwear  what  we  ne'er  meant  to  do, 
A-nd^  what's  ft'tll  harder,  keep  our  fecret  s  too. 
Ay,  marry!  Keep  a  fecret,  fays  a  beau,  0 

And  fneers  at  fame  ill-natur'd  wit  below  ;  > 

But  faith,  if  we  Jhou'd  lell  but  half  we  know,  J 

There's  many  a  fpruce  young  fellciu  in  this  plact, 
Wou'd  never  more  prefume  to  jhevj  his  face  ; 
Women  are  not  fo  weak,    whate' er  men  prate  :  ") 

ffow  many  tip- top  beaux  have  had  the  fate,  f 

7"''  enjoy  from  mama's  fecret  s  their  rjhite.  !  ^f 

Who,    if  her  early  folly  had  made  know*. 
Had  rid  behind  the  coach  that's  now  their  own. 
But  here  the  wond'rous  fecret  ycu  difcover  ; 

A  lady  ventures  for  a  friend, d  'lover. 

Prodigious  !  for  my  part,  1  frankly  own, 
I'dfpoiVd  the  wonder,  and  the  woman  Jbe--wx. 

*  Alluding  to  an  ironical  pamphlet,  tending  to  pj-ore  thai  w«- 
foen  Lud  nu  fouls. 

FINIS. 
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